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The Third and Laſt Volume 


WORKS 


Mr. Araki Cowley: 
BEIN A 

The Second and Third Parts thereof 

ö Adorn d with Proper and Elegant CU TS. 


Par M-- 


| 

What was written and publiſh'd by 
Himſelf ; Now Reprinted together. 

| The Eighth Edition. 


EST 
His Six Books of PL. ANTS, 
| The Firſt and Second of Þerbs. 


The Third and Fourth of Flowers. 
The Fifth and Sixth of Trees. 


Made Engliſh by ſeveral celebrated Hands 


With neceſſary TABLES, and divers Poems 
of eminent Perſons, in praiſe of the — 


LONDON: 
Printed for Charles 


1. — at the'Flower-de-Iuce 
over againſt S. Dunſtan's Church, Flectſtreet. 1708. 
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Bookſellers to the R eader. 


HE following Poems of Mr. Cowley 
being much enquir'd after, and very 
ſcarce, (the Town hardly affording 
one Book, tho it hath been Seven times prin- 
ted) we thought this Eighth Edition could 
not fail of being well recciv'd by the World. 
Wepreſume one Reaſon why they were omit- 
ted in the laſt Collection, was, - becauſe the 
Propriety of this Copy belong d not to the 
ſame Perſon that publiſh'd thoſe : but the 
Reception they had found appears by the ſe- 
veral Impreſſions thro which they had paſs d. 
We dare not ſay they are equally perfect with 
thoſe written by the Author in his Riper Nears, 
et certainly they are ſuch as deſerve not to 
be buried in Obſcurity. We preſume the Au- 
thor's Judgment of them is moſt reaſonable to 
appeal to; and you will find him (allowing 
Grains of Modeſty) give them no ſmall 
Character. His Words are in his Preface 
before his former publiſh'd Poems. 
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Bookſellers to te READER. 


You find our excellent Author likewiſe 
mentioning and reciting part of theſe Poems, 
in his ſeveral Diſcourſes by way of Eſſays in Verſe 
and Proſe, in the 11th Diſcourſe treating of him- 
ſelf. Theſe we ſuppoſe a ſufficient Autho- 
rity for our reviving them; and ſure there is 
no ingenuous Reader to whom the ſmalleſt . 

Remains of Mr. Cowley will be-unwelcome. 


His Poems are every where the Copy of his 


Mind; ſo that by this Supplement to his o- 
ther Volume you have the Picture of that ſo 
deſervedly eminent Man from almoſt his 
Childhood to his Lateſt Years, the Bud and 


Bloom of his Spring, the Warmth of his Sum- 
mer, the Richneſs and Perfection of his Au- 


tumn. But for the Readers farther Curioſity, 


wee refer him to the Author's following Pre- 


face to them, publiſh d by himſelf. And to 
contribute all we can to our Readers Satisfa- 
ction, we have endeavoured to make theſe 


Poems ſomething more acceptable, by pre- 


fixing the Sculpture of the Authors Monu- 
ment, | N 77 . 


Your humble Servants. 


TO THE 
Right Honourable and Right Reverend Father in God, 


] O H N. 


Lf Biſhop of Lincoln, and Dean of Weſtminſter, 


My LokD, 2 a 
Might well fear, leſt theſe my rude 
1 and unpoliſht Lines ſhould offend your 
Honourable Survey; but that I hope 
your Novleneſs will rather ſmile at the. 
Faults committed by a Child, than cen- 
ſure them. Howſoever I defire your 
Lordſhip's Pardon for preſenting things 
ſo unworthy to your View, and to accept 
the Good-Will of him who in all Duty | 
is bound to bc 


Your Lordſhip's _ 
Moſt Humble Servant, 


ABRAHAM COWLEY. 


To the READER. 


EADER (I know not yet whether Gentle or no) Some; 

I know have been angry (I dare not aſſume the Honour 

of their Envy ) at my Poetical Boldneſs, and blam'd in 

mine, what commends other Fruits, Earlineſs : Others, who are 
either of a weak Faith, or ſtrong Malice, have thought me like a 
Pipe, which never ſounds but when tis blow'd in, and read me 
not as Abraham Cowley, but Authorem anonymum : To the Firſt I 
anſwer, That tis an envious Froſt that nips the Bloſſoms, becauſe 
they appear quickly: To the Latter, That he is the worſt Homi- 
cide who ſtrives to murther another's Fame : To both, Thar it is 
a ridiculous Folly to condemn or laugh at the Stars, becauſe the 
Moon arid Sun ſhine brighter. The ſmall Fire I have is rather 


blown than extinguiſh'd by this Wind. For the Itch of Poeſie by 


being angred increaſes; by rubbing, ſpreads further; which ap- 
pears in that J have ventur'd on this Eigheh Edition. What tho it 
be neglected ? It is not, I am ſure, the firſt Book which hath 
lighted Tobacco, or been employ'd by Cooks and Grocers. If in 
all Mens Judgments ir ſuffer Shipwrack, it ſhall ſomerhing content 
me, that it hath pleaſed my ſelf and the Bookſeller. In it you 
ſhall find one Argument ( and I hope I ſhall need no more) to 
confute Unbelievers : which is, That as mine Age, and conſequently 
Experience (which is yet bur litile) hath increaſed, ſo they have 
not left my Poeſie flagging behind them. I ſhould not be angry 
to ſee any one burn my Piramus and Thisbe; nay, I would do ir 
my ſelf, but that I hope a Pardon may eaſily be gotren for the 
Errors of Ten Years of Age, My Conſtantia and Philetus con- 
feſſes me Two Years older when I wrote it. The reſt were made 
fince upon ſeveral Occafions, and perhaps do ndr bely the Time of 
their Birth. Such as they are, they were created by me, bur their 
Fate lies in your Hands; it is only you can effect, that neither the 


| Bookſeller repent himſelf of his Charge in Printing them, nor I of 


my Labour in compoſing them, Farewel, 


- Abraham Cowley. 


To the READER. 


[ 


Call d the Bus bin Muſe, MELeomene 
And told her what ſad Story T would write: 
She wept at bearing ſuch a Tragedy, 

Tho wont in mournful Ditties to delight. 

If thou diſlike theſe ſorrowful Lines, then know 
My Muſe with Tears, not with Conceits did flow, 


II. 
And as ſhe my unabler Quill did guide, 
Her briny Tears did on the Paper fall, 
If then unequal Numbers be eſpy'd, 
0h Reader! do not that my Error call, 
But think her Tears defac d it, and blame then 
My Muſes Grief, and not my miſſing Pen. 


ABR. CoOWLEY. 


— „ „ 
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To the Memory of the Incomparable 


E F. 


W IT H artleſs Hand, and much diſorder d 
Mind 

(Pardon illuſtrious Man) I come, 
To try, if worthy Thee I ought can find 

That groveling I might offer at thy Tomb; 
For yet, nor yet thou never hadſt thy Due, 
Tho courted by the underſtanding Few, 

And they ſometimes officious too : 
Much more is owing to thy mighty Name, 
Than was perform'd by noble Buckingham; 
i choſe a place thy ſacred.Bones to keep 

Near that, where Poets, and where Monarchs ſleep. 
Well did thy kind Aſecæ nas mean Lo 
To thee, and to himſelf, and may that Tomb | 
Convey your mutual Praiſe to Apes yet to come: | 

But Monuments may betray their Truſt, 
And like their Founders crumble into Duſt. 

Were I r adviſe Poſterity _ 
That ſhould at all times acceptable be, 
Quickly to comprehend their great Concern, 
CowLer Ne be the firſt Word all their Sons ſhould 
earn. 


n 
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That charming Name would every Grace inſpire, 
Enflame their Souls with ſupernatural Fire, 
And make them nothing, but what's truly Good, ad- 
mire; 6 
| Early 


Jo the Memory of the Incomparable Mr. Cowley. 


Early their tender Minds would be poſſeſs d 
With glorious Images, and every Breaſt 
Imbibe an Happineſs not to be expreſs d: 
Of theſe (bleſt Shade!) when thou wert here 
An unregarded Sojourner, 
Thou hadfſt ſo large a part, 
That thou doſt hardly more appear 
Accompliſh'd where thou art; 
But that thy radiant Brow, 
Encircled with an everlaſting Wreath, 
Shews thee triumphant now | 
Oer Diſappointments, and o'er Death. 
When with Aſtoniſhment we caſt an Eye * 
On thine amazing Infancy, 
We envy Nature's Prodigality 
To Thee, and only Thee, 
In whom (as in old Eden) ſtill were ſeen 
All things florid, freſh, and green, 
Bloſſoms and Fruit at once on one immortal Tree. 


Ferculean Vigor hadſt thou when but young, 
In riper Years more than Alcides ſtrong. 
Then who ſhall ſing thy wond'rous Song? 

For he that worthily would mention Thee 

Should be diveſted of Mortality, 

No meaner Offerings ſhould he bring, 
Than what a Saint might pen, an Angel ſing, 
Such as with chearfulneſs thy ſelf hadit done, 

If in thy Life-time thou hadſt known 
So bright a Theme to write upon: 
Tho' thou haſt {ung of Heroes, and of Kings 
In mighty Numbers mighty Things, 
Enjoy ( inimitable Bard! ) | 
Of all thy pleaſant Toil the ſweet Reward, 


- 


And 


"To the Memury of the Author, 


And ever venerable be, 
Till the unthinking World ſhall once more lie 
Immerſt in her firſt Chaos of Barbarity. 
A Curſe now to be dreaded, for with Thee 
Dy d all the lovely Decences of Poetry. 


— 


To the Memory of the Author. 


O fertile Wits and Plants of fruitful Kind 
Impartial Nature the fame Laws aſſign d; 

Borh have their Spring before they reach their Prime, 
A Time to bloſſom, and a bearing Time : 
An early Bloom to both has fatal been, 
Thoſe ſooneſt fade, whoſe Verdure firſt was ſeen. 
Alone exempted from the common Fate, 
The forward Cow LEV held a laſting Date: 
For Envy's Blaſt and pow'rful Time too ſtrong, 
_ Hebloſſom'd early, and he flouriſh'd long. 
In whom the double Miracle was ſeen ; 
Ripe in his Spring, and in his Autumn green : 
With us he left his gen'rous Fruit behind, 
The Feaſt of Wit and Banquet of the Mind; 
While the fair Tree tranſplanted to the Skies, 5 


In Verdure with th Elyfan Garden vies; 
The Pride of Earth before, and now of Paradiſe. ) 

Thus faint our ſtrongeſt Metaphors muſt be, 
Thus unproportion'd to thy Mule and Thee. 
Thoſe Flowers that did in thy rich Garden ſmile, 
Whither, tranſplanted to another Soil. 


Thus 


nus 


Jo tbe Memory of the comparable Mr. Cowley. | 


Thus Orpheus Harp that did wild Beaſts command 
Had loſt its Force in any other Hand. 


Saul Frantick Rage harmonious Sounds obey'd, 
His Rage was charm'd, but 'twas when David play'd. 
The Arcleſs ſince have touch'd thy ſacred Lyre, 

We have thy Numbers, but we want thy Fire. 
Horace and Virgil where they brighteſt ſhin'd, 
Proy'd but thy Oar and were by thee refin d: 

The Conqueror that from the general Flame, 
Sav'd Pindar's Roof, deſerv'd a laſting Name, 

A greater Thou that didſt preſerve his Fame. 
A dark and huddled Chaos long he lay, | 
Till thy diviner Genius powerful Ray f 
Diſpers'd the Miſts of Night, and gave him Day. 
No Miſts of Time can make thy Verſe leſs bright, 
Thou ſhin'ſt like Phzbus with unborrowed Light. 
Henceforth no Phæbus we'll invoke bur thee, 
Auſpicious to thy poor Survivers be ! 

Who unrewarded plow the Muſes Soil, 

Our Labour all the Harveſt of our Toil ; 

And in Excuſe of Fancies flag'd and tir'd, 

Can only ſay; * Auguſtus is expird. 


* Written juſt when King Charles was dead, 
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the Tranſlation of his Plantarum. 


A PINDARIQUE. 


Hen young Alcides in his Cradle lay, 
And graſp'd in both his Infant-Hands, 


Broke kom = Nurſes feeble Bands, 
| The bloody gaſping Prey ; 
Aloft he thoſe fiſt Trophics bore, 
And ſqueezes out their pois nous Gore: 


The Women ſhreek'd with wild Amaze, 


The Men as much affrighted gaze, 
But had the wiſe Tireſas come 
Into the crowded Room, 
With deep prophetick Joy.; _ 
H'had heard the Conqueſts 4 rhe God- like Boy, 
And ſung in ſacred Rage 
What ravenous Men and Beaſts engage: 
Hence he'd propitious Omens take, 
And from the Triumphs of his Infancy 
Piortend his future Victory 
Oer the foul Serpent weltring wide in Lernas dread- 
ful Lake. 


Alcides Pindar, Pinder CO w LE v ſings, 


And while they ſtrike the vocal Strings, 
To either both new Honours brings. 

But who ſhall now the mighty Task ſuſtain ? 
And now our Hercules is there, 
What Atlas can Olympus bear ? 

What Mortal undergo th hoqual Pain: 


But 


_— 


On Mr. CowLers ; POEMS, and 


a kk, 


On Mr. Cowley's Juvenile Poems, &c. 
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But tis a glorious Fate 

To fall with ſuch a Weight: 
Tho' with unhallowed Fingers, I 
Will touch the Ark, altho I die. 
Forgive me, O thou ſhining Shade, 
Forgive a Fault which Love has made. 
Thus | my ſawcy kindneſs mourn, 4 

Which yet J eant repent, 
Before thy ſacred Monument 

And moiſten with my Tears thy wondrous Urn- 


Begin, begin, my Muſe, thy noble Choir, 

And aim at ſomething worthy Pindar's Lyre, 

Within thy Breaſt excite the kindling Fire, 

And fan it with thy Voice! | 
CowrLxzy does to Jovx belong, | 
Jo v and Cow claim my Song. 

Theſe fair firſt Fruits of Wit young Cowley bore; 
Which promis'd if the happy Tree | 
Should ever reach Maturity, 

To bleſs the World with better, and with more; 

Thus in the Kernel of the largeſt Fruit, 

Is all the Tree in little drawn, 
The Trunk, the Branches, and the Root; 


av 
; , * 


Thus a fair Day is pictur d in a lovely Dawn. 


Taſſo, a Poet in bis Infancy, 

Did hardly earlier riſe than thee:: 

Nor did he ſhoot ſo far, or ſhine fo bright, 

Or in his dawning Beams or noon- day Light. 
The Muſes did young Cow LE V raiſe, 
They ſtole thee from thy Nurſe s Arms, 
Fed thee with ſacred Love of Praiſe, 

And taught thee all their Charms. 


\ 
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On Mr. Cowley's Juvenile Poems, 8&c. 


1 As if Apollo ſelf had been thy Sire, 
| They daily rockt thee on his Lyre. * I 
1 Hence Seeds of Numbers in thy Soul were fixt, 
Deep as the very Reaſon there, 
Noc Force from thence could Numbers tear, | 
bi Even with thy being mixt. 
| And there they lurk d, till Spexcer's ſacred Flame 
Leapt up and kindled thine, 
Thy Thoughts as regular and fine, 
Thy Soul the ſame, 
Like his, to Honor, and to Love inclin'd, 
As ſoft thy Soul, as great thy Mind. | 


FF? 


Whatever Cowl xy writes muſt pleaſe, 
Sure, like the Gods he ſpeaks all Languages: 
Whatever Theme by COwWLA Vs Muſe is dreſt, 

Whatever he Il Eſſay; 
Or in the ſoſter, or the nobler way, 
He ſtill writes beſt. | 
If he ever ſtretch his Strings 
To mighty Numbers, mighty Things, | 
So did Virgils Heroes fight, jd | 
Such Glories wore, thou not ſo bright. 
If he'll paint his noble Fire, 0 


© as. 


Ah, what Thoughts his Songs inſpire. 
Vigorous Love and gay Deſire. 


i} Who would not, Corley! ruin'd be? 
who would not love, that reads, that thinks of thee? 
| Whether thou in th old Roman doſt delight, 
Or Engliſb, full as ſtrong, to write. 
Thy Maſter-ſtrokes in both are ſhown, 
CowLEyY in both excells alone, 
Virgil of theirs, and Waller of our own. 
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—0n Mr. Cowley's Juvenile Poems, &c. 


But why ſhould the ſoft Sex be robb d of thee? 
Why ſhould not England know, 

How much ſhe does to Cow LEV owe? 
How much fair Boſcobel's for ever ſacred Tree? 
The Hills, the Groves, the Plains, the Woods, 

The Fields, the Meadows and the Floods, 
The Flowry World, where Gods and Poets uſe, 
To Court a Mortal or a Mule? 

It ſhall be done. But who? ah who ſhall dare, ; 
So vaſt a Toil to undergo, 
And all the Worlds juſt Cenſure bear, | 
Thy Strength, and their own Weakneſs ſhow ? 

Soft * Afra who had led our Shepherds long, 

Who long the Nymphs and Swains did guide, 
Our Envy, her own Sexes Pride, 

When all her Force on this great Theme ſt'ad try d, 

She ſtraind awhile to reach th' inimitable Song, 
She ſtrain'd awhile, and wiſely dy'd. 
Thoſe who ſurvive unhappier be, 

Yet thus, _ God of Poeſie, 

With Joy they ſacrifice their Fame to thee. 


3,5 I 


* Mrs. 4, Behn. - 
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J PHILETUS. 


The Hopes and Fears that equally attend 
Their Loves, their Rivals Envy, Parents Hate, 
I ſing their woful Life, and tragic End. 
Aid me, ye Gods, this Story to rehearſe 
This mournful Tale, and favour every Verſe. 


In Florence, for her ſtately Buildings fam, 
and lofty Roofs that emulate the K), 
BEST here dwelt a lovely Maid, Conſtantia nam'd, 
amd for the Beauty of all 7raly. 

Her, laviſh Nature did at firſt adorn, 

With Pallas Soul in Oythereas Form. 


nd framing her attractive Eyes ſo bright, 
pent all her Wit in Study, that they might 
ep Earth from Chaos and eternal Night; a 
ut envious Death deſtroy d their glorious Light. 
EkExpect not Beauty then, ſince ſhe did part, 
For, in Her, Nature waſted all her Art. 


5 155 two conſtant Lovers various Fate, 


er Hair was brighter than the Beams which are 
Crown to Phaæbus, and her Breath ſo ſweet, 
did tranſcend Arabian Odours far. | 
r ſmelling Flow'rs, wherewith the Spring do's greet: 
Approaching Summer, Teeth like fa'ling Snow 
For white, were placed in n double Row. _ 

. | | cr 


2 CONSTANTIA 
Her Wit excelling Praiſe, ev'n all admire, 
Her Speech was ſo attractive, it might be 
A cauſe to raiſe the mighty Pallas Ire, 
And ſtir up Envy from that Deity. 
The Maiden-Lilies at her Sight 
Wax'd pale with Envy,and from thence grew white. 


She was in Birth and Parentage as high, 

As in her Fortune great, or Beauty rare, 

And to her vertuous Minds Nobility 

The Gifts of Fate and Nature doubled were; 
That in her ſpotleſs Soul and lovely Face 
You might have {cen each Deity and Grace. 


A Scornful Boy Adonis viewing her 

Would Venus (till deſpiſe, yet her Deſire, 

Each who but ſaw, was a Competitor 

And Rival, ſcorch'd alike with Cupid's Fire. 
The glorious Beams of her fair Eyes did move, 
And light Beholders on their way to Love. 


Among her many Suitors, a young Knight, 
*Bove others wounded with the Majeſty 
Of her fair Prelence, preſſeth moſt in fight ; 
Yet ſeldom his Defire can ſatisfie 
With that bleſt Object, or her Rareneſs ſee ; 
For Beauty's Guard is watchful Jealouſie. 


Ofc-rtimes, that he might ſee his Deareſt Fair, 

Upon his ſtately Jenner, he in th' way: 

Rides by. her Houle, who neighs, as1f he were 

Proud to be view'd by bright Conſtantia. 0 
But his poor Maſter, tho' he ſee her move U 
His Joy, dares ſhew no Look betraying W 
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Soon as the Morning left her roſie Bed, 
And all Heaven's ſmaller Lights were driv'n away: 
She by her Friends and near Acquaintants led, 
Like other Maids, would walk at Break of day : 
Aurora bluſh'd to ſee a Sight unknown, 
To behold Cheeks more beauteous than her own. 


Th' obſequious Lover follows ſtill her Train, 


And where they go, that way his Journey feigns. 
Should they turn back, he would turn back again ; 
For with his Love his Buſineſs ſtill remains. 

Nor is it ſtrange he ſhould be loth to part 

From her, whoſe Eyes had ſtole away his Hearr. 


Philetus he was call'd, ſprung from a Race 

Of Noble Anceſtors; but greedy 7ime 

\nd enyious Fate had labour'd to deface 

he Glory which in his great Stock did ſhine; 
Small his Eſtate, unfitting her Degree, 
But blinded Love could no ſuch Difference ſee. 


Vet he by Chance had hit this Heart aright, 
ind dipt his Arrow in Conſtantias Eyes, 
Blowing a Fire, that would deſtroy him quite, 
nleſs ſuch Flames within her Heart ſhould riſe. 
But yet he fears, becauſe he blinded is, 
Tho he have ſhort him right, her Heart he'll miſs. 


nto Love's Altar therefore he repairs, 

Ind offers up a pleaſing Sacrifice ; 

treating Cupid, with inducing Prayers, 

o look upon and eaſe his Miſeries: 

Where having pray d, recov'ring Breath again, 

Thus to immortal Love = did complain; * 
2 


— - > — 
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Whom Men and Gods both reverence and fear |. 


. Tet if that Gift my Fortune doth tranſcend, 
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Oh mighty Cu pid ! whoſe unbounded FO 
Hath often 711 4 th Olympian Thunderer, 
Whom all Celeſtial Deities obey, 


0h force Conſtantia's Heart to yield to Love, 
Of all thy Works the Maſter-piece "twill prove. 


And let me not Affection vainly ſpend. 
But kindle Flames in her like thoſe in me; 


Grant that her charming Beauty I may ſee. : 
For ever view thoſe Eyes, whoſe charming Light 
More than the World befides does pleaſe my Sight. | 
Theſe who contemn thy ſacred Deity, F 
Laugh at thy Power, make them thine Anger known, 7 
7 —5 ſs am, whe Honour can it be, 1, 
Only to wound your Slave, and ſpare your Foe. F 


Hear i ears and Sighs ſpeak his imperfect Moan. 
In Language far more moving than his own. 


Home he retir d, his Soul he brought not home, 1 
Juſt like a Ship while every mounting Wave. F 
Tols'd by enraged Boreas up and down, E 
Threatens the Mariner with a gaping Grave ; 
Such did his Caſe, ſuch did his State appear, 
Alike diſtracted between Hope and Fear. 


Thinking her Love he never ſhall obtain, 
One Morn he haunts the Woods, and doth complal 
Of his unhappy tare, but all in vain, 
And thus fond Eccho antwers him again. 
It mov'd Aurora. and ſhe wept to hear, 
Dewiag the verdant Graſs with many a Tear. 
ECCH| 
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F! what hath caus'd my killing Miſeries 2 
ETES, Eccho ſaid. What has detain'd my Eaſe 2 
EASE, ſtrait the reaſonable Nymph replies; | 
That nothing can my troubled Mind appeaſe ; 
PEACE, Eccho anſwer. What, is any nigh 2 
P hiletus ſaid; She quickly utter, J. 


It Eccho anſwers 2 tell me then thy Will : 
I WILL, ſbe ſaid. What ſhall I get (ſays he) 
By loving ſtill 2 to nhich ſbe anſwers, ILL. 
IIe ſhall I void of wifi d for Pleaſure die ? 
I. Shall not I who toil in ceaſl:ſs Pain, 

Some Pleaſure know 2 NO, ſhe returns again. 


Falſe and inconſtant Nymph, thou Iſt (ſaid he) 
THOU LT'ST, ſhe ſaid. And I deſerv'd her Fate, 
FI jbould the velizve. BELIEVE, ſaid ſhe. 
For ny the W:rls are of no Weight. 
. WEIGHT, ſbe anſwers. Therefore I'll depart. 
To which, reſounding Eccho anſwers PART. 


„Then from the Woods with wounded Heart he goes, 
Filling with Legions of frelh Thoughts his Mind: 
He quarrels with himſelf, becauſe his Woes 
Spring from himſelf, yet can no Med cine find: 
He weeps to quench thoſe Fires that burn in him, 
But Tears do fall to th Earth, Flames are within. 


No Morning-baniih'd Darkneſs, nor black Night 
By her alternate Courſe expell d the Day, 
In which Philetus by a conſtant Rite 
At Cupid's Altars did not weep and paay ; 
And yet he nothing reap'd for all his Pain, 
But Care and Sorrow was his only Gain. 
B 3 But 
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But now, at laſt, the pitying God, o'recome 
By conſtant Vores and Tears, fix'd in her Heart 
A golden Shaft, and ſhe is now become 
A ſuppliant to Love, that with like Dart 
He'd wound Philetus, docs with Tears implore 
Aid from that Power ſhe ſo much ſcorn'd before. 


Little ſhe thinks, ſhe kept Philetuss Heart T 
In her ſ(corrch'd Breaſt, becauſe, her own ſhe gave Fi 
To him. Since either ſuffers equal Smart. 
And a like Mealure in their Torments have: 
His Soul, his Griefs, his Fires, now hers are grown: 
Her Heart, her Mind, her Love is his alone. 


q Whilſt Thoughts 'gainſt Thoughts riſe up in Mutiny, 
| She took a Lute (being fac from any Ears) 
And tun d his Song, poſing tha2 Harmony 
Which Poets attribute to Heavenly Spheres. 
Thus had ſhe ſung when her dear Love was ſlain, 
Shee'd ſurely call'd bim back from Styx again. 


STO MN ©. 


O whom ſhall I my Sorrows fhew s 
Not to Love, for he is Lind: 
And m; Fhiletus doth not know 
The inward T. ng of my Mind. 
And all the ſenſeleſs Walls which are 


Now round about me, cannot hear. 


For if they could, they ſure would weep, 
And with my Griefs relent : 

Unleſs their willing Tears they keep, 
Till I from Earth am ſent. 

Then I believe they ll all aeplore 


My Fate, fince 1 taught them before. 


— 2 
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1 willingly would keep my Store, 
If. the Flood would land thy Love, 
My dear PHILETUS on the Shore 
Of my Heart ; but ſhouldſt thou prove 
Afraid of Flames, know the Fires are 


Bat Bonfires for thy coming there. 


Then Tears in Envy of her Speech did flow 
From her fair Eyes, as if it ſeem'd that there 
Her burning Flame had melted Hills of Snow, 
Aud ſo difiolv'd them into many a Tear; 
Which, Nlus-like, did quickly overflow, 
And quickly caus d new Serpent Griefs to grow. 


Here ſtay, my Muſe, for if I ſhould recite 
Her mournful Language, I ſhould make you weep 
Like her, a Flood, and {o not ſee to write 
Such Lines as I, and th' Age requires, to keep 
Me from {tern Death, or with victorious Rhime, 
Revenge their Maſters Death, and conquer time. 


By this time, Chance and his own Induſtry 

Had help'd Philetus forward, that he grew 

Acquainted with her Brother, ſo that he 

Might, by this means, his bright Conſtantia view: 
And, as time ſerv d, ſhew her his Miſery: 
This was the firſt Act in his Tragedy. 


Thus to himſelf, ſooth'd by his flattering State, 
He ſaid; Hom ſhall I thank thee for this Gain, 
0 Cupid, or reward my helping Fate, 
Which ſweetens all my Sorrows, all my Pain? 
What Husbandman would any Pains refuſe, 


To reap at laſt ſuch Fruit, his Labours ufc ? 
B 4 But 
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But when he wiſely weigh'd his doubtful State, Ph 
Seeing his Griefs link'd, like an endleſs Chain, In 
To following Woes, he would, when twas too late, 
Quench his hor Flames, and idle Love diſdain. 

Bur Cvpid, when his Heart was ſet on fire, 

Had burnt his Wings, who could not then retire. 


The wounded Youth, and kind Philocrates 

(So was her Brother call'd ) grew ſoon ſo dear, 

So true and conſtant in their Amities, 

And in that League, fo ſtrictly joined were; | 
Thar Death it (elf could not their Friendſhip ſever, 
Bur as they liv'd in Love, they dy'd rogether. 


2 — %% 


If one be melancholy, th' other's ſad; 
If one be ſick, the other's ſurely ill; 
And if Philetus any Sorrow had, 
Philocrates was Partner in it ſtill ; 
Pylades Soul and mad Oreſtes was 
In theſe, if we believe Pythageras. 


„  AH_ word 


Oft in the Woods Phil:tus. walks, and there 
Exclaims againſt his Fate, Fate too unkind : 
With ſpeaking Tears his Griefs he doth declare, 
And with fad Sighs inſtructs the angry Wind 
To ſigh, and did even upon that prevail, 
It groan d to hear Philetus mournful Tale. 


The Cryſtal Brooks, which gently run between 
The ſhadowing Trees, and as they through them pals 
Wacer the Earth, and keep the Meadows green, 
Giving a Colour to the verdant Graſs: 
Hearing Philetus tell his woful State, 
In thew of Grief ran murm' ring at his Fate. 
| Philamel 
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Philomel anſwers him again and ſhews, - 
In her beſt Language her ſad Hiltory, 
And in a mournſul Sweetneſs tells her Woes, 
Denying to be pos d in Miſery : 
Conſtantia he, ſhe Tereus, Tereus cries, 
With him both Grief, and Grief s Expreſſion es. 


Philocrates muſt needs his Sadneſs know, 

Willing in ls, as well as Joys to ſhare, 

Nor will on tnem the Name of Friends beſtow, 

Who in light Sport, not Sorrow Partners are. 
Who leaves to guide the Ship when Storms ariſe; 
Is guilty both of Sin and Cowatdiſe. 


But when his noble Friend perceiv'd that he 
Yielded to Tyrant Paſſion more and'more, 
Deſirous to partake his Malady, 
He watches him in hope to cure his Sore, 
By Counſel, and recall the pois'nous Dart, 
When it, alas, was fixed in his Heart. 


When in the Woods, places beſt fit for Care, 
He to himfelf did his paſt Griefs recite, 
Th' obſequious Friend ſtrait follows him, and there 
Doth hide himſelf from {ad Philetus fight. 
Who thus exclaims; for a {woln Heart wollld break, 
If it for vent of Sorrow might nor ſpeak. 


0h! I am loſt, not in this Deſart Wood, 
But in loves pathleſs Labyrinth, there I 
Health, each Foy and Pleaſure counted Good 
Have loſt, and which is more, my Liberty, 
And now am forc'd to let him Satrifice 
My Hearty for raſh believing of my Eyes. \ 
* Le 
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Long have I ſtaid, but jet have no Relief, 

Long have I lov'd, jet have no Favour ſhown, 

Becauſe ſh: knows not of my killing Grief, 

And I have fear d, to make my Sorrons known, 
For why alas, if ſhe ſhould once but dart 
Diſdainful Looks, twould break my captiv'd Heart. 


But how ſhould ſhe, ere I impart my Love, 
Reward my ardent Flame with like Defire; 

But when I ſp:ak, if ſhe ſhould angry prove, 
Langh at my flowing Tears, and ſcorn my Fire; 
Why, he who hath all Sorrows born before, 

Needeth not Fear to be oppreſt with more. 


Philocrates no longer can forbear, | 
Runs to his Friend, and ſighing, Oh! (aid he) 
My dear Philetus be thy ſelf, and ſwear 
To rule that Paſſion which now Maſters thee, 
And all thy Reaſon ; but if it can't be, 
Give to thy Love but Eyes that it nity ſee. 


Amazement ſtrikes him dumb, what ſhall he do? 

Should he reveal his Love, he fears 'twould prove 

A hindrance; and ſhould he deny roſhew, 

It mightgerhaps his dear Friends anger move: 
ThelMoub®s like Scylla and Charybdis ſtand, 
While Capid a blind Pilot doth command. 


At laſt refolv'd ; how ſhall I ſeek, ſaid he, 

T' excuſe my ſelf, dearc!: Philocrates: 

That I from thee have hid this Secreſie? 

Vet cenſure not, give me firſt leave to caſe (known 
My Eaſe with Words, my Grief you ſhould have 

Ere this, if that my Heart had been ny own. 
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Jam all Love, my Heart was burnt with Fire 
From two bright Suns which do all Light diſcloſe; 
Firſt kindling in my Breaſt the Flame, Deſire ; 
But like the rare Arabian Bird, there roſe 
From my Hearts Aſhes never-quenched Love, 
Which now this Torment in my Soul doth move. 


Oh! let not then my Paſſion cauſe your Hate, 
Nor let my Choice offend you, or detain 
Tour ancient Friendſhip ; tis, alas, too late 
To call my firm Affection back again: 
No Phyſick can recure my weak' ned State, 
The Wound is grown too great, too deſperate. 


But Counſel, ſaid his Friend, a Remedy 
Which never fails the Patient, may at leaſt 
If not quite heal your Minds Infirmity, 
Affwage your Torment and procure ſome Reſt, 
But there is no Phyſician can apply 
A Medcine ere he know the Malady. 


Then hear me, ſaid Philetus; but why 2 Stay, 
I will not toil thee with my Hiſtory ; 
For to remember Sorrows paſt away, 
s to renew an old Calamity. 
He who acquainteth others with his Moan, 
Adds to his Friends Grief, but not cures his ow. 


But, ſaid Philocrates, tis beſt in Woe, 
o have a faichful Partner of their Care; 
hat Burthen may be undergone by Two, 
Which is perhaps too great for One to bear. 
I ſhould miſtruſt your Love, to hide from me 


Your Thoughts, and tax you of Inconſtancy. 
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What ſhall he do? or with what Language frame 
Excuſe? He mult reſolve not to deny, 
Bur open his cloſe Thoughts, and inward Flame. 
With that. as Prologue to his Tragedy, 
He ſigh d, as if they d cool his Torments ire, 
When they, alas, did blow the raging Fire. 


_— wt ward 


When Years firſt ſtyl'd me Twenty, I began 
To ſport with catching Snare that Love had ſer, _ 
Like Birds that flutter round the Gin, till ta'n, 
Or the poor Fly caught in Arachne's Net: 
Even ſo | ſported with her Beauties Light, 
Till | at laſt grew blind with too much Sight, 


Firſt it came ſtealing on me, whilſt I thought, 

"Twas eaſie to repel it; but as Fire, 

Tho' but a Spark, ſoon into Flames is brought, 

So mine grew great, and quickly mounted higher; 
Which fo has ſcorch d my Love-ſtruck Soul, that! 
Stili live in Torment, yer cach Minute die, 


W ho is it, faid Philocrates, can move 
With charming Eyes ſuch deep Affection? 
I may, perhaps. aſſiſt you in your Love; 
Two can effect more than your ſelf alone. 
My Counſel, this thy Error may reclaim, 
Or my ſalt Tears quench thy deſtructive Flame, 


Nay, ſaid Phil:tus, oft my Eyes do flow 
Like Niles, when it ſcorns the oppos d Shore: 
Vet all the watry Plenty I beſtow, 
Is to my Flame an Oil that feeds it more. 
So Fame reports of the Dodonean Spring, 
That 3 all thoſe which are put therein. 1 
ur 
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But being you deſire to know her, ſhe 

Is call'd (with that his Eyes let fall a Shower, 

As if they fain would drown the Memory 

Of his Life-kceper's Name) Conſtantia; more 
Grief would not let him utter; Tears the be 
Expreſſers of true Sorrows, ſpoke the reſt. 


To which his noble Friend did thus reply: 
And was this all | What c'er your Grief would caſe, 
Tho' a far greater Task, believe 't for thee 
it ſhould be ſoon done by Philocrates; 
Think all you wiſh perform'd, bur ſee, the Day 
Tir'd wich its Heat, is haſtning now away. 


Home from the ſilent Woods, Night bids them go, 
Bur ſad Philetus can no Comfort find, * 
What in the Day he fears of ſuture Woe, * 
Ar Night in Dreams, like Truth, aftrights his Mind. 
Why do'ſt thou vex him, Love,cou'd(t thou but (ce, 
Thou would ſt thy ſelf Philetus Rival be. 


Philocrates pitying his doleful Moan, 
And wounded with the Sorrows of his Friend, 
Brings him to fair Conſtantia; where alone 
He might impart his Love, and either end 

His fruitleſs Hopes, nipt by her coy Diſdain, 
Or by her liking, his wiſht Joys attain. 


Faireſt (ſaid he) whom the bright Heavens do cover, 
Do not theſe Tears, theſe ſpeaking Tears, diſoiſe, | 
Theſe heaving Sighs of a ſubmiſſive Lover, 
Thus ſtruck to th Earth by your all-dazling Eyes. 
And do not you condemn that ardent Flame, 
Which from your ſelf, Tour own fair Beauty came. 
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Truſt me, J long have hid my Love, but now 
Am forc'd to ſhew't, ſuch is my inward Smart, 
And you alone (Fair Saint) the Means do know 
To heal the Wound of my conſuming Heart. 
Then fince it only in your Power doth lie 
To kill, or ſave, Oh help! or elſe J die. 


His gently cruel Love did thus reply ; 
T for your Pain am gricved, and would do | 
Without Impeachment of my Chaſtity 
And Honer, any Thing might pleaſure you. 

But if beyond thoſe Limits you demand, 

1 muſt not anſwer (Sir) nor underſtand. 


28060 


Believe, me virtuous Maiden, my Deſire 
Is chaſt and pious, as thy Virgin-thought, 
No flaſh of Luſt, tis no diſhoneſt Fire | 
| Which goes as ſoon as it was quickly brought: 
Bur as thy Beauty pure, which let not be 
Eclipſed by Diſdain, and Cruelty. 


Oh! How ſhall I reply (ſhe cry'd ) thou'ſt won 
My Soul, and therefore take thy Victory: | 
Thy Eyes and Speeches have my Heart o'rcome, 
And if I ſhould deny thee Love, then | 
Should be Tyrant to my ſelf; that Fire | 
Whis is kept cloſe, burns with the greateſt Ire. 


Yet do not count my yielding, Lightneſs now, 

Impute it rather to my ardent Love, 

Thy pleafing Carriage won me long ago, 

And pleading Beaury did my liking move, ( might 
Thy Eyes which draw like Loadſtones with their 


The hardeſt Hearts, won mine to leave me . 
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Oh! Lam rapt above the reach, ſaid he, 
Of Thought, my Soul already feels the Bliſs (thee 
Of Heaven, when (Sweet) my Thoughts once tax but 
With any Crime, may I loſe all Happineſs 
It wiſht for: both your Favour here, and dead, 
May the juſt Gods pour Vengeance on my Head. 


Whilſt he was ſpeaking this ( behold their Fate ) 

Conſtantia's Father entred in the Room, - 

When glad Philetus, ignorant of his State, 

Kiſſes her Cheeks, more red than ſetting Sun: (Water, 
Or elſe the Morn, bluſhing through Clouds of 
To ſee aſcending Sol congratulate her. 


Juſt as the guilty Priſoner fearful ſtands 
Reading his fatal Theta in the Brows 
Of him, who both his Life and Death commands, 
E're from his Mouth he the {ad Sentence knows. 
Such was his State to ſee her Father come, 
Nor wiſh'd for, nor expected in the Room. 


Th' inrag'd old Man bids him no more to dare 
Such bold Intruſion in that Heuſe, nor be 
At any time with his lov'd Daughter there 
Till he had given him ſuch Authority: 
But to depart, ſince ſhe her love did ſhew him 
Was living Death, with ling ring Tormentsto him. 


This being known to kind Philocrates, | 
He chears his Friend, bidding him baniſh Fear, ö 
And by ſome Letter his griev d Mind appeaſe, |; 
And ſhew her that which to her friendly Ear | 
Time gave no leave to tell, and thus his Quill 
Declares to her the abſent Lover's Will, 


LET. 


CONSTANTIA 


SEE + TEK 


„ PhrilLgTvs to ConsTANTIA. 


Truſt (dear Soul) my Abſence cannot move 
Tou to forget, or doubt my ardent Love; 
| For mere there any means to ſee you, 1 
C | Would run through Death, and all the Miſery 
' Fate could inflict, that ſo the World might ſay, 
J In Life and Death I lov'd Conſtantia. 
Then let not ( deareſt Sweet ) our Abſence part 
Our loves, but each Breaſt keep the others Heart; 
Give warmth to one another, till there riſe 
1 From all our Labonys, and our Induſtries 
1 The long expected Fruits; have patience (Sweet) 
| There's no Man whom the Summer-Pleaſures greet 
Before he taſte the Winter, none can ſay, 
E're Night was gone, he ſaw the rifing Day. 
So when we once have waſted Sorrom's Night, 
The Sun of Comfort then ſhall give us Light. 


Philetus. 


This when Conſtantia read, ſhe thought her State 
| Moſt happy by Philetus Conſtancy, 

And perfect Love: ſhe thanks her flattering Fate, 
Kiſſes the Paper, till with kiſſing ſhe 

The welcome Characters doth dull and ſtain, 
Then thus with Ink and Tears writes back again. 


1\ CoNnSTANTIA to PutiLETvUS. 


V Our Abſence (Sir) tho' it be long, yet I 
Neither forget, nor doubt your Conſtancy. - 

Nor need you fear, that T ſhould yield unto 

Another, what to your true Love is due. py 

| J 
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My Heart is yours, it is not in my Claim, 
Nor have I Power to take it back again. 
There's nought but Death can part our Souls, no time 
Or angry Friends, ſhall make my Love decline: 
But for the Harveſt of our Hopes I ll ſtay, 
Unleſs Death cut it, ere tis ripe, away. 
| Conſtantia. 


Oh! how this Letter ſeem'd to raiſe his Pride ! 
Prouder was he. of this than Phaeton, 

hen he did Phzbss flaming Chariot guide, 
nknowing of the Danger was to come. 
Prouder than Faſen, when from Colchos he 


Returned with the Fleeces Victory. 


ut ere the Autumn, which fair Ceres crown'd, 
ad paid the ſweating Plowman's greedieſt Prayer; 
ind by the Fall, diſrob d the gaudy Ground 
Of all thoſe Ornaments it us d to wear, 
Them kind Philocrates to each other brought, 
Where they this Means t' enjoy their Freedom 
(wrought. 
weet fair one, aid Philetus, ſince the time 
avours our Wiſh, and does afford us leave 
enjoy our Loves, Oh let us not reſign 
his long d- for Favour, nor our ſelves beregue 
Wm Of what we wilh d for, Opportunity, ; 
That may too ſoon the Wings of Love ont-fly. 


or when your Father, as his Cuſtom is, 

or Pleaſure doth purſue the tim'rous Hare, 
you'll reſort but thither, I 11 not miſs 

o be in thoſe Woods ready for you, where 
We may depart in Safety, and no more 


With Dreams of Pl:aſure, only, heal our Sore, 
C 
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To this the happy Lovers ſoon agree; 

But e' re they parc, Philetus begs to hear 

From her enchanting Voices Melody, 

One Song to ſatisſie his longing Ear : 

She yields; and ſinging, added to Deſire, 
The liſt'ning Youth increas'd his amorous Fire. 


S 0 N GC. 


Ime, flie with greater Speed away, 

Add Feathers to thy Wings, 
tl thy haſte in flying brings 

That wiſht for and expected Day. 


Comforts Sun, we then ſhall ſee, 
Tho at firſt it darkned be, | 
With Dangers, yet thoſe Clouds but gone 
Our Day will put his Luſtre on. 


Then tho Death's ſad Night appear, 
And me in lonely Silence reſt; 
Our raviſhd Souls no more ſhall fear, 


But with laſting Day be bleſt. 


And then no Friends can part us more, 
Nor go new Death extend its Power; 
Thus there's nothing can diſſever, 
Hearts which Love hath joyn'd together. 


Fear of being ſeen, Phil:tus homeward drove, 
But e're they part, ſhe willingly doth give 
( As faithful Pledges of her conſtant Love ) 
Many a ſoft Kiſs; then they each other leave, 
Rapt up with ſecret Joy that they have found 
A way to heal the Torment of their Wound. 1 ö 
/ ut 'F 
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Bur cer the Sun through many Days had run, 
Conftantia's charming Beauty had o ercome 
Guiſsrdo's Heart, and ſcorn'd Affection won, 
Her Eyes ſoon conquer'd all they ſhone upon, 
Shot through his wounded Heart ſuch hot Deſire, 
As nothing but her Love could quench the Fire. 


In Roofs which Gold and Parian Stone adorn 

(Proud as the Owners Mind) he did abound, 

In Fields ſo fertile for their yearly Corn, 

As might contend with ſcorch'd Calabria's Ground; 
But in his Soul, that ſhould contain the Store 
Of ſureſt Riches, he was bale and poor, 


Him was Conſtantia urg'd continually | 

By her Friends to love; ſometimes they did intreat 

With gentle Speeches, and mild Courteſie, 

Which when they ſee deſpis d by her they threat. 
But Love too deep was ſeated in her Heart 

Io be worn out with Thought of any Smart. 


Soon did her Father to the Woods repair, 

To ſeek for Sport, and hunt the ſtarted Game; 

Guiſardo and Philocrates were there, 

With many Friends, too tedious here to name. 
Wich them Conſtantia went, but not to find 


The Bear or Wolf, but Love all Mild and Kind. 


B'ing entred in the pathleſs Woods, while they 
Purſue their Game, Philetus, who was late 

Hid in a Thicket, carries ſtrait away 

is Love, and haſtens his own haſty Fate, 

That came too ſoon upon him, and his Sun 

Was quite eclips'd before it fully ſhone. 

C 2 Con ſt an- 
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Conftantia miſs d, the Hunters in a maze, 
Take each a ſeveral Courſe, and by curſt Fate 
Guiſardo runs, with a Love - carried Pace 
Tow'rds them, who little knew their woful State: 
Philetus, like bold Icarus, ſoaring high 
To Honours, found the depth of Miſery. 


For when Guifardo ſees his Rival there, 
Swelling with envious Rage, he comes behind 
Phil:tus, who ſuch Fortune did not fear, 
And with his Sword a way to's Heart does find. 
But c'er his Spirits were poſſeſs d of Death, 
In theſe few Words he ſpent his lateſt Breath. 


O ſce, Conſtantia, my ſhort Race is run, 

See how my Blood the thirſty Ground doth die, 

But live thou happier than thy Love hath done, 

And when I'm diad, think ſometimes upon me. 
More my ſhort Time permits me not to tell, 
For now Death ſeizes me, my Dear, farewel. 


As ſoon as he had ſpoke theſe Words, Life fled 
From his pierc'd Body, whilſt Conſtantia ſhe 
Kiſſes his Checks that loſe their lively red. 
And become pale and wan ; and now cach Eyc 
Which was ſo bright, is like, when Life was done 
A Star that's faln, or an eclipſed Sun. 


Thither Philocrates was driv'n by Fate, 
And ſaw his Friend lie bleeding on the Earth; 
Near his pale Corps his weeping Siſter fate, 
Her Eyes ſhed Tears, her Hearr to Sighs gave Birt! 
Philocrates when he ſaw this did cry, 
Friend, I'll revenge or bear thee Company. 
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Juſt Jove hath ſent me to revenge this Fate; 
Nay, ſtay Guiſardo, think not Heav n in Feſt, 
is vain to hope Flight can ſ:cure thy State; 
Then thruſt his Sword into the Villain's Breaſt. 
Here, ſaid Philocrates, thy Life I ſend 
A Sacrifice, Uappeaſe my ſlaughter d Friend. 


But as he fell, Tate this Reward, ſaid he, 
For thy new Viftory: with that he flung 
His darted Rapier at his Enemy, 
Which hit his Head, and in his Brain-pan hung. 
With that he falls, but lifcing up his Eyes, 
Farewel Conſtantia, that Word ſaid, he dies, 


What ſhall ſhe do? ſhe to her Brother runs, 
His cold and lifeleſs Body does embrace ; 
She calls to him that cannot hear her Moans, 
And with her Kiſſes warms his clammy Face. 
My Dear Philocrates, ſhe weeping cries, 
= Speak to thy Siſter; but no Voice replies. 


Then running to her Love with many a Tear, 
Thus her Minds fervent Paſſion ſhe expreſt, 
O ſtay ( bleſt Soul) ſtay but a little here, 
And take me with you to a laſting Reſt. 
done Then to Elyfums Manſions both ſhall flie, 
Be married there, and never more to die. 


But ſeeing em both dead; ſhe cry'd, Ah me, 

Ah my Fhiletus | for thy ſake will! 

Make up a full and perfect Tragedy, 

Since 'twas for me (dear Love) that thou didſt die: 
Ill follow thee, and not thy Loſs deplore, 
Theſe Eyes that ſaw thee _ ſhall ſee no more. 
3 5 
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It hall not ſure be ſaid that thou didſt die, 
And thy Conſtavtia live when thou waſt ſlain: 
No, no, dear Soul, I will not ſtay from thee, 
That will reflect upon my valued Fame. 
Then piercing her ſad Breaſt, I come, ſhe cries, 
And Death for ever clos d her weeping Eyes. 


Her Soul b' ing fled to its eternal Reſt, 

Her Father comes, and ſeeing this he falls 

To th' Earth, with Grief too great to be expreſt: 

Whoſe doleful Words my tired Muſe me calls 
T'o erpaſs, which 1 moſt gladly do, for fear 
Thar 1 ſhould toil too much the Readers Ear. 
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To the Righr Worſhipful, my very Loving Maſter 
Mr. LAMBERT OSBOLSTON, 
Chief Maſter of Weſtminſter-School. 


SIX, 


Y childiſh Muſe is in ber Spring; and yet 

Can only ſhew ſome budding of her Wi. 

One Frown upon ber Work (learn d Sir) from you, 

Like ſome unkinder Storm ſhot from your Brow, 

Would turn her Spring to with ring Autumn's time, 

Aid make ber Bloſſoms periſh e er their Prime. 

But if you ſmile, if in your gracious Eye 

She an auſpicious Alpha can deſcry : 

Hos ſoon will they grow Fruit? How freſh appear, 
That bad ſuch Beams their Infancy to chear : 

Which being ſprung to Ripeneſs, expect then 

The earlieſt Offering of ber grateful Pen. 


Your moſt Dutiful Scholar, 


ABR CowLsr. 
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HE N Babylon s high Walls * were 
By mighty Ninus Wife; two Houſes join d. 
One Thisbe livd in, Piramus the Fair 
In th' other: Earth ne'r boaſted ſuch a Pair. 

The very ſenſeleſs Walls themſelves combin d, 

And grew in one, juſt like their Maſter's Mind. 


Thithe all other Women did excel, 
The Queen of Love leſs lovely was than ne: 
And Piramus more {weet than Tongue can * #8 


Nature grew proud in framing them ſo well, 


But Venus envying they ſo fair ſhould be, 
Bids her Son Cupid ſhew his Cruelty, 


The all ſubduing God his Bow doth bend, 
Whets and prepares his moſt remorſleſs Dart, 
Which he unſeen into their Hearts did (end, 
And ſo was Love the Cauſe of Beauties End. 
But could he ſee, he had not wrought their Smart: 
For Pity ſure would have o'ercome his Heart, | 


Like 28 a Bird which i in the Net is ta en, 
By ſtruggling more entangles in the Gin: 
So they who in Loves Labyrinth remain, 


— 


With ſtriving never can a Freedom gain. 


The way to enter's broad; but being in, 


Ne Art, no Labour can.an Exit vin. = 3 
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1 Theſe Lovers, tho FM Parents did reprove 

| I beir Fires and watch'd their Deed with] ealouſie, 
j Tho' in theſe Storms no Comfort can remove 
The various Doubts and Fears that cool hot Love: 
Tho he not hers, nor ſhe his Face could ſee, 

| | Yet this cannot aboliſh Love's Decree. 


| | For Ape had crack'd the Wall which chem did part, 
I bis the unanimate Couple ſoon did (py, 

1 And here their inward Sorrows did impart, 

4 Inlading the ſad Burthen of their Heart. 

18 Tho' Love be blind, rhis ſhews he can deſcry 

. A way to leſſen his own Miſery. 


|| Ofc to the friendly Cranny they reſort, 

1 And feed themſelves with the Celeſtial Air 

1 Of odoriferous Breath; no other Sport 

ll > They could enjoy, yer think the time bur ſhort: 
| And wiſh that it again renewed were, 


To ſuck each others Breath for ever there. 
F 


Sometimes they did exclaim againſt their Tate, 

And ſometimꝭs they accus'd Imperial Fove; | 
Sometimes repent their Flames: but all too late; 

The Arrow could not be recall d; their State 

* Was firſt ordain d by Jupiter above, 

1 And Cupid had appointed, they ſhould love. 


They curs'd the Wall thar did their Kiſſes part, a | 
| And to the Stones their mournful Words they ſent, 
| As if they ſaw the Sorrow of their Heart, 3 
And by their Tears could underſtand their Smart: 
1 Bur it was hard, and knew not what they meant, 
Nor with tholx Sigh: q alas! ) would it relent- 
| "4 1 5. his 
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This in effect they ſaid; Cars'd Wall, 0 1b f 


Wik'thou our Bodies ſcver, whoſe true Love 

Breaks thorough ult ain flinty Cruelty : 

For both our Souls- ſo cloſely joined lie. 
That nouzht but Angry Deatſhi can them remove, 
And tho he part them, yet they l. meet above. 
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Abortive Tears from their fair Eyes out-flow'd, 
And damm'd the lovely Splendor of their Sight, 
Which ſeem'd like Titan, whilſt ſome watry Cloud 
O'arſpreads his Face, and his bright Beams doth ſhroud. 
Till Veſper chale away the conquer'd Light. 
And forceth them (tho loth) to bid Good Night. 


But e er Aurora, Uſher to the Day, 

Began with welcome Luſtre to appear, 

The Lovers riſe, and at the Cranny they 

Thus to each other, their Thoughts open lay, 
With many a Sigh and many a ſpeaking Tear, 
Whoſe Grief the pitying Morning bluſh'd to hear. 


Dear Love (ſaid Piramus) how long ſhall we 
Like faireſt» Flowers, not gather d in their Prime, 
Waſte precious Tomth, and let Advantage flee! 
Till we benail (at laſt) our Cruelty 
Upon our ſelves ; for Beauty, tho it ſhine ” 2 
Like Day, will quickly find an Evening-time. 


Therefore (ſweet Thisbe) let us meet this Night 
At Ninus Tomb without the City Wall, 
Under the Mulberry-tree, with Berries white 
Abounaing, there tenjoy our wiſht Delight. 
For mounting Leve ſtopt in its Courſe doth fall, 
And long d for, yet untaſted, Foys kills all. 


What 
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What tho' our cruel Parents angry be? \ 
What tho our Friends (alas!) are too unkind? 
Time that now offers quickly may deny, 
And ſoon hold back fit Opportunity. 

Who lets flip Fortune, he ſhall nver find 

Occafion once paſt by, is bald behind. 


She ſoon agreed to that which he requir'd, 
For little Wooing needs where both conſent ; 
What he ſo long had pleaded, ſhe defir'd : 
Which Venus ſeeing, with blind Chance conſpir d, 
And many a charming Accent to her ſent, 
That the (at laſt ) would fruſtrate their Intent. 


Thus Beauty is by Beauty's means undone, 
Striving to cloſe thole Eyes that make her bright; 
Juſt like the Moon, which ſeeks t eclipſe the Sun, 
Whence all her Splendor, all her Beams do come : 
So ſhe, who fetches Luſtre from their Sight, 
Doth purpoſe to deſtroy their glorious Light. 


Unto the Mulberry-tree fair Thisbe came; 

Where having reſted long, at laſt ſhe gan 

Againſt her deareſt Piramus t exclaim, 

Whilſt various Thoughts turmoil her troubl'd Brain: 
And imitating thus the Silver Sas, 

A little while before her Death ſbe ſang. 


SONG. 


Ome Love, why ſtayeſt thou ? the Night 
Will vaniſh e er we taſte Delight: : 
The Moon otſcures her ſelf from Sight, 
Thou abſent, whoſe Eyes give her Light. 
| Come 
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/ Come quickly, Dear, be brief as Time, 
Or we by Morn ſhall be v erta en, 
Loves Joy's thine own, as well as mine, 
Spend not therefore the Time in vain. 


Here doubtful Thoughts broke off her pleaſant Song, 
And for her Lovers ſtay ſent many a Sigh, 7 
Her Piramus ſhe thought did tarry long, 
And that his Abſence did her too much wrong. 
Then bggwixt Longing Hope and Jealouſic, 
She fears, yer's loth to tax his Loyalty. 


Sometimes ſhe thinks that he hath her forſaken; 

Sometimes that Danger hath befalleg him; 

She fears that he another Love hath taken; 

Which being but imagin'd ſoon doth waken 
Numberleſs Thoughts, which on her Heart did fling 
Fears, that her future Fate too truly ſing. 


While ſhe thus muſing ſat, ran from the Wood 

An angry Lion to the cryſtal Springs 

Near to that place; who coming from his Food, 

His Chaps were all beſmear'd with crimſon Blood : 
Swifter than Thought, ſweet Thisbe ſtrait begins 
To fly from him, Fear gave her Swallows Wings. 


As ſhe avoids the Lion, her Deſire 
Bids her to ſtay, leſt Piramus ſhould come, 
And be devour'd by the ſtern Lion's Ire, 
So ſhe for ever burn in unquencht Fire; 
But Fear expels all Reaſons, ſhe doth run 
Into a darkſome Cave, ner ſeen by Sun. 


With 
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With haſte ſhe let her looſer Mantle fall: \ 
Which when th inraged Lion did eſpy, 
With bloody Teeth he tore in pieces ſmall, 
Whilſt Thisbe ran and look d not back at all. 
For could the ſenſſeſs Beaſt her Face deſcry, 
It had not done her ſuch an Injury. 


The Night half waſted Piramw did come; 
Who feing printed in the yielding Sand 
The Lion's Paw, and by the —.— ſome 
Of Thisbe's Garment, ſorrow ſtruck him dumb: 
Juſt like a Marble Statue did he ſtand, 
Cur by ſome skilful Gravers artful hand. 


Recovering Bremh, at Fate he did exclaim, 


Waſhing with Tears the torn and bloody Weed: 


I may, ſaid he, my ſelf for her Death blame, 


Therefore my Blood {hall waſh away that Seame: 


Since ſhe is dead, whoſe Beauty doth exceed 
All that frail Man can either hear or read. 


This ſpoke, he drew his fatal Sword, and ſaid; 2 | 


Receive my Crimſon Blood, as a due Debt 

Unto thy Conſtant Love to which tis paid: 

I ftrait will meet thee in the pleaſant Shade 

. Of cool Elyſium ; where we being met, 
Shall — thoſe Joys, that here we could not EY 


Then through his Breaſt thruſting his Sword, Life hies 
From him, and he makes haſte to ſeek his Fair. 
And as upon the colour d Ground he lies, 
His Blood had dropt upon the Mulverries : 
With which th' unſpotted Berries ſtained were, 
And ever ſince 2 Red they colour d are. 


At 
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adiatt fair Thisbe left the Den, for fear 

Of diſappointing Piramas, ſince ſhe | 

Was bound by Promiſe, for to meet him there: 

But when ſhe ſaw the Berries changed were 

From white to black, ſhe knew not certainly 
It was the Place where they agreed to be. 


With what Delight, thro' the dark Cave ſhe came, 
Thinking to tell how ſhe elcap'd the Beaſt ; 
But when ſhe ſaw her Piramus lie (lain, 
Ah! how perplext did her {ad Soul remain ! 
She tears her Golden Hair, and beats her Breaſt, 
And every ſign of raging Grief exprels'd, 


She blames all-powerful Fove, and ſtrives to take 
His bleeding Body from the moiſtn'd Ground. 
She kiſſes his pale Face, till ſhe doth make 
It red with Killing, and then ſeeks to wake 
His parting Soul with mournful Words his Wound 
Waſhes with Tears, that her ſweet Speech confound. 


But afterwards recovering Breath, ſaid ſhe, 
Alas ! what Chance hath parted Thee and me ? 
O tell what Evil hath lefaln to thee, 
That of thy Death I may a Partner be : 
Tell Thisbe, what hath caus'd this Tragedy. 
He hearing Thicbe's Name, lifts up his Eyes. 


And on his-Love he rais d his dying Head: 
Where ſtriving long for Breath, at laſt ſaid he, 
O Thisbe, 7 am haſting to the Dead, 
And cannot heal that Wound my Fear bath made : 
Farenel, ſweet Thisbe, we muſt parted be, 
For angry Death will force me Gn from thee, 
| D Lifs 
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Life did from him, he from his Miſtreſs part, 
Leaving his Love to languiſh here in Wo. 
What ſhall ſhe do: How ſhall ſhe caſe her Heart: 
Or with what Language ſpeak her inward Smart: 
Uſurping Paſſion, Reaſon doth ocrflow, 
she vows that with her Piramus ſhell go. 


Then takes the Sword wherewith her Love was ſlain, 
With Piramus his crimſon Blood warm {till ; 
And ſaid, O ſtay (leſt Soul) a while refrain, 
T hat we may go together, and remain 
In endleſs Foy, and never fear the Il 
Of grudging Friends, — Then ſhe her ſelf did kill. 


To tell what Grief their Parents did ſuſtain, 
Were more than my rude Quill can overcome, 
Much they did weep and grieve, bur all in vain, 
For Weeping calls not back the Dead again. | 
Both in one Grave were laid, when Life was donc, 
And theſe few-Words were writ upon the Tomb. | 


EPITAPH.. 


Naerneath this Marble Stone, | 
Lie two Beauties joind in one. 


Two whoſe Loves Death could not ſever, 
For both liv'd, both dd together. 


Two whoſe Souls, Ving too Divine | 
For Earth, in their onn Sphere now ſhine. 


Who have left their Loves to Fame, 
And their Earth to Earth again. 
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A Dream of Elyſium. 


#zbus expell'd by the approaching Night 
Bluſh'd, and for Shame clos'd in his baſhful 

While I with leaden Morpheus overcome, (Light, 
The Muſe whom I adore, enter d the Room: 
Her Hair with looſer Curioſity, 
Did on her comely back diſhevel'd lie: 
Her Eyes with ſuch attractive Beauty ſhone, 
As might have wak'd ſleeping Endymion. 
She bade me riſe, and promis'd | ſhould ſee 
Thoſe Fields, thoſe Manſions of Felicity, 
We Mortals ſo admire at: Speaking thus, 
She lifts me up upon wing d egaſus, 
On whom rode; knowing where ever ſhe 
Did go, that place muſt needs a Temple be. 

No ſooner was my flying Courſer come 
To the beſt Dwellings of Elyhum : 
When ſtraight a thouſand unknown Joys reſort, 
And hemm'd me round: Chaſt Loves innocuous Sport. 
A thouſand Sweets, bought with no following Gall, 
Joys, not like ours ſhort, but perpetual. | 
How many Objects charm my wand'ring Eye, 
And bid my Soul graze there eternally? 5 
Here in full Streams, Bacchus, thy Liquor flows, 

or knows to ebb: here Foves broad Tree beſtows 
Diſtilling Hony, here doth Nectar pals - 
With copious Current through the verdant Graſs. 
D3 Here 
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Once lovely Boys: and Acis now a Flower, 
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Here Hyacinth his Fate writ in his Looks, 
Aad thou, Narciſſus, loving till the Brooks, 


Are nouriſh'd, with that rarer Herb, whoſe Power 
Created thee, Wars potent God, here grows 
1 he ſpotleſs Lily, and the bluſhing Role. 

And all thoſe diverſe Ornaments abound, 

That variouſly may paint the gawdy Ground. 
No Wiilow, Sorrows Garland, there hath room, 
Nor Cyprels, {ad Attendant of a Tomb. 

None but Apollo's Tree, and th' Ivy Twine 
Embracing the ſtout Oak, the fruitful Vine, 
And Trees with golden Apples loaded down, 
On whole fair Tops {weer Philomel alone, 
Unmind ful of her former Miſery, 

Tunes with her Voice a raviſhing Harmony. 
Whilſt all the murmuring Brooks that glide along, 
Make up a burthen to her pleaſing Song. 

No Screech-Orl, fad Companion of the Night, 
No hideous Rayen wich prodigious Flight 
Preſaging future Ill. Nor, Frogne, thee 

Yer {potted with young Itys Tragedy, 

Thoſe Sacred Bowers receive. There's nothing there, 
That is not Pure, all Innocent, and Rare. 
Turning my greedy Sight another w. ay, 

Under a row of Storm-contemning Bay, 

I faw the 7 Zracian Singer with his Lyre 

Teach the deaf Stones to hear him, and admire. 
Him the whole Poets Ch:rus compals'd round, 

All whom the Oak, all whom the Laurel crown d. 
There, baniſh'd Ov had a laſting Home, 

Better than thou could f give, ungrateful Rome; 
And Lucan (ſpight of Nero) in each Vein 

Had every Drop 25 his ü Blood again: 
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Aaner, Sols Firſt- born, was not Poor or Blind, 
Beat ſaw as well in Body as in Mind. 

Tully, grave Cato, Solon, and the reſt 

Of Greece's admir'd Wiſe- men, here poſſeſs d 
A large Reward for their paſt Deeds, and gain 
A Life, as everlaſting as their Fame. 

By theſe the valiant Heroes take their Place, 
All who ſtern Death and Perils did embrace 
For Vertues Cauſe ; great Alexander there 
Laughs at the Earth's (mall Empire, and does wear 
A nobler Crown, than the whole World could give. 
There did Horatius Cocles, Scewva live, 

And valiant Decius, who now freely ceaſe 
From War, and purchaſe an Eternal Peace. 

Next them beneath a Myrtle Bower, where Doves, 
And gall-leſs Pigeons build their Neſts, all Loves 
True faithful Servancs with an amorous Kils, 

And ſoſt Embrace, enjoy their greedieſt Wiſh. 
Leander with his beauteous Heroe plays, 

Nor are they parted with dividing Seas. 

Porcia enjoys her Brutus, Death no more 

Can now divorce their Wedding, as before. 

Thisbe her Piramns kiſs'd, his Thisbe he 

Embrac'd, each bleſs d with rothers Company. 

And every Couple always Dancing, ſing 

Eternal Pleaſures to Ely/tums King. 

But ſee how ſoon thele Pleaſures fade away, 

How near to Evening is Delights ſhort Day ? 

The watching bird, true Nuncius of the Light, 
traighr crow d: and all then vaniſht from my Sight. 
y very Muſe her {elf forſook me too. 

Ne Grief and Wonder wak'd : What ſhould I do> 
h] let me follow thee (ſaid I) and go 
rom Life, that I may dream for ever ſo. 
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| Mult have a breathing Time) Our Ning: {tay there, | 


From the three Siſters weeping Bark a Tear. 


With Cryſtal fetch d from the Promethean Hill. 


— — — t 7s, 

With that my flying Muſe | thought to claſp \ 2? 

Wichin my Arms, but did a Shadow graſp. 
Thus chiefeſt Joys glide with the ſwifteſt Stream, 
And all our greateſt Pleaſure's but a Dream. 


A. C. 
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On Flis Mai ſty' Return out of Scotland. 


Reat Charles: there ſtop, ye Trumpeters of Fame, 
(For he who ſpeaks his Titles, his great Name, 


Speak by Degrees, let the inquiſitive Ear 

Be held in Doubt, and ere you ſay, [5 come, 

Let every Heart prepare a ſpatious Room 

For ample Joys: then J ſing as loud 

As Thunder ſhot from the divided Cloud. 
Let Cygnus pluck from the Arabian Waves 

The ruby of the Rock, the Pearl that paves 

Great Neptunzs Court, let every Sparrow bear 


Let ſpotted Lynces their ſharp Talons fill 


Let Cytherea's Birds freſh Wreaths compoſe, 
Knitting the pale-fac'd Lily with the Roſe. 
Let the {cif gotten Phenix rob his Neſt, 
Spoil his own Funeral File, and all his beſt - 
Of Myrrh, of Frankincenſe, of Caſſia bring, 
To ſtrew the Way for our returned King. 

Let every poſt a Panegyrick wear, . 
Each Wall, each Pillar, Gratulations bear: 
And yet let no Man invocate a Muſe; 

The very Matter will it ſelf inſuſe 
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( For unknown Joys, work unknown Miracles) 
Ring without help of Sexton, and preſage 
A new-made Holy-d iy for future Age. 
And, if the Ancients us d to dedicate 
A golden Temple to propitious Fate, 
At the return of any Noble-men, 


Of Heroes, or of Emperors, we muſt then 


Raiſe up a double 7rophee, for their Fame 

Was but the Shadow of our CHARLES his Name. 
Who is there where all Vertues mingled flow? 
Where no Defect; or Imperfections grow? 

Whoſe Head is always crown'd with Victory, 
Snatch'd from Bellonas Hand; him Luxury 

In Peice debilitates, whoſe Tongue can win 

Tully's own Garland, Pride to him creeps in. 


On whom (like Atlas Shoulders) the propt State 
( As he were Primum Mobile of Fate ) 


Solely relies; him blind Ambition moves, 

His Tyranny the bridled Subject proves. 

But all thoſe Vertues which they all poſſeſs d 
Divided, are collected in thy Breſt, 

Great Charles! Let Ceſar boaſt Pharſalia's Fight, 
Fonorius praiſe the Parthians unfeign d Flight. 
Let Alexander call himſelf Foves Peer, | 
And place his Image near the Thunderer, 

Yet while our Charles with equal Balance reigns 
Twixt Mercy and Aſtrea; and maintains 

A noble Peace, tis he, tis only he 


Who is moſt near, moſt like the Deity. 
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A SONG on the ſame. 


Ence clouded Looks, hence briny Tears, 
Hence Eye, that Sorrow's Livery wears, 
What tho a hile Apollo pleaſe 
To viſit the Antipodes? 
Tet he returns, and with his Tight 
Erxepel; what h- hath caus'd, the Night. 
V ht thy” Spring vaniſh away, | 
And with ir th: Earth, Form decay @ 
Tet Vis new Birth will ſoon reſtore 
Vat its Ceparture took before. 
What tho' ne miſe'd our abſent Xing 
A while 2 Grear Charles is come agen, 
And, with his Preſence makes us know 
The Gratitude to Heaven we owe. 
So doth à cruel Storm impart 
And teach us Palinurus Art. 
So from ſalt Floods, wept by our Eyes, 
A joyful Venus doth ariſe. | 
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Eſt the miſ-judging World ſhould chance to ſay, 
durſt not but in ſecret Murmurs pray, 
To whilper in Jove's Ear, 
How much | wiſh that Funeral, 
Or gape at ſuch a great one's Fall, 
This let all Ages hear, 
And future Times in my Soul's Picture ſee 
What 1 abhor, whar ! deſire to be, 
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2 | Id not be a Puritan, tho' he 


an preach two Hours, and yet his Sermon be 
Bur half a quarter long, 
rho' from his old Mechanick Trade 
y Viſion he's a Paſtor made, 
His Faith was grown ſo ſtrong. 
Nay, tho' he think to gain Salvation, 

By calling th' Pope, the Whore of Babylon. 


I would not be a School-maſter, tho* to him 
His Rods no leſs than Conſuls Faſces ſeem, 

Tho' he in many a Place, 

Turns Lily oftner than his Gowns, 

Till at the laſt, he makes the Nouns 

Fight with the Verbs apace. 

Nay, tho he can in a poetick Hear, | 

Figures, born ſince, out of poor Virgil beat. 


I would not be Juſtice of Peace, tho he 

Can with Equality divide the Fee, 

And Stakes with his Clerk draw : 

Nay, tho” he fit upon the Place 

Of judgment with a learned Face 
Intricate as the Law. 

And whilſt he mulcts Enormities demurely, 
Breaks Priſcian's Head with Sentences ſecurely. 


I would not be a Courtier, tho' he 
Makes his whole Life the trueſt Comedy: 
Altho he be a Man 2 
In whom the Taylors forming Art, 
And nimble Barber claim more part 
Than Nature her ſelf can. 
Tho, as he uſes Men, *tis his Intent 


Jo pur off Death too, with a Complement. 


From 
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From Lawyers Tongues, tho they can ſpin with Eaſe = 
The ſhorreſt Cauſe into a Paraphraſe, 4 
From Ulſurer's Conlcience 
(For ſwallowing up young Heirs ſo faſt 
Without all Doubt they'll choak at laſt ) 
Make me all Innocence. 
Good Heaven; and from thy Eyes, O Juſtice, keep, 
For tho they be not blind, they're oft aſleep. 


From Singing-mens Religion, who are 


Always at Church, juſt like the Crows, cauſe there 


They build themſelves a Neſt. 
From too much Poctry, which ſhines 
With Gald in nothing bur its Lines, 

Free, O you Powers, my Breſt. 
And from Aſtronomy which in the Skies 
Finds Fiſh, and Bulls, yet doth but Tantalize. 


From your Court · Madam's Beauty, which doth carry | 
At Morning May, at Night a January. | 
From the grave City brow 
For thought it want an R, it has 
The Letter of Pythagoras ) 
Keep me, O Fortune now, 


And Chines of Beef innumerable {end me, 


Or from the Stomach of the Guard defend me. 
This only grant me: that my Means may lie 


Joo low for Envy, for Contempt too high. 


Some Honour l would have, 
Not from Great Deeds, but Good alone, 

Th' Unknowers are better than il- known ; 
Rumor can ope the Grave. 
Acquaintants I would have, but when't depends 
Not from the Number, but the Choice of Friends. 

. | Books 
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L Bodks ſhould, not Buſineſs, entertain the Light, 
Ad Sleep, as undiſturb'd as Death, the Nights 


ö My Houle a Cottage more 

Than Palace, and ſhould fitting be 

por all my Uſe, not Luxury: 

| My Garden pafnted o'er 
With Nature's hand, not Arts that Pleaſure yield, 
Horace might envy in his Sabine Field. 


Thus would 1 double my Life's fading Space, 
For he that runs it well, twice runs his Race. 
And in this true Delight, 

Theſe unbought Sports, and happy State, 
I would not fear, nor wiſh my Fate, 

But boldly ſay each Night, 
To Morrow let my Sun his Beams diſplay, 
Or in Clouds hide them; 7 have liv'd to Day. 


—— 
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A Poetical Revenge. 


Eſtminſter- Hall a Friend and I agreed 
To meet in; he (ſome Buſineſs twas did 
His Abſence) came not there; I up did go (breed 
To the next Court, for tho I could not know 
Much what they meant, yet I might ſee and hear 
(As moſt SpeRators do at Theatre? 
Things very ſtrange; Fortune did ſeem to grace 
My coming there, and helpt me to a Place. 
But being newly ſettled at the Sport, 
A Semi- Gentleman of th Inns of Court, 
In Sattin Suit, redeem d but Yeſterday; 
One who is raviſ d wich a Cock pit Play, 


Who 
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Who prays God to deliver him from no Evil 1 | 


Beſides a Tailor s Bill; and fears no Devil 
Beſides a Serjeant, thruſt me from my Seat: 

At which I gan to quarrel, till a neat 
Man in a Ruff (whom therefore I did take 
For Barreſter) open d his Mouth and ſpake: 
Boy, ger you gone, this is no School: Oh no ; 
For if it were, all you Gown'd-men would go 
Up for falſe Latin: they grew ſtraight to be 
Incens'd, I fear'd they would have brought on me 
An Action of Treſpaſs, till th young Man 
Aforeſaid, in the Sattin Suit, began 

To ſtrike me: doubtleſs there had been a Fray, 
Had not I providently skipp'd away, | 
Without replying ; for to ſcold is ill, 

Where every Tongue's the Clapper of a Mill, 
And can out- ſound Homer's Gradiuus; 10 

Away got I; but e er I far did go, 

I flung (the Darts of wounding Poetry ) 

Theſe two or three ſharp Curſes back: May he 
Be by his Father in his Study took 

Ar Shakeſpear's Plays, inſtead of my Lord Coke. 
May he (though all his Writings grow as ſoon 
As Flectno's out of Eſtimation ) 

Get him a Poets Name, and fo ne er come 
Inro a Serjeants, or dead Judges room. 

May he become ſome poor Phyſician's Prey, 
Who keeps Men with that Conſcience in delay 
As he his Client doth, till his Health be 

As far-fercht as a Greek Nouns Pedigree. 

Nay, for all that, may the Diſeaſe be gone 
Never but in the long Vacation. 

May Neighbours uſe all Quarrels to decide; 

But if for Law any to London ride, 


. 
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of thoſe Clients may not one be his, 


Unleſs he come in Forma Pauperis. 

Grant this, ye Gods that favor Poetry, 

That all theſe never · ceaſing Tongues may be 
Brought into Reformation, and not dare 

To quarrel with a Thread-bare Black; but ſpare 
Them who bear Scholars Names, leſt ſome one take 
Spleen, and another Ignoramus make. 


To the Dutcheſs of Buckingham. 


F I ſhould ſay, that in your Face were ſeen 

Nature's beſt Picture of the Cyprian Queen; 
It 1 ſhould ſwear under Minerva's Name, 
Poets ( who Prophets are) foretold your Fame, 
The future Age would think ir Flattery, 
But to the preſent which can Witneſs be, | 
'T would ſeem beneath your high Deſerts as far, 
As you above the reſt of Women arc. 

When Mannors Name with Villiers joyn'd I ſee, 

How dol reverence your Nobility! 
But when the Vertues of your Stock I view, 
(Envy'd in your dead Lord, admird in you) 


.1 half adore them: for what Woman can, 


Beſides your (elf (nay I might ſay, what Man) 

By Sex, and Birth, and Fate, and Years excel 

In Mind, in Fame, in Worth, in Living well ? 
Oh, how had this begot Idolatry, 

If you had liv'd. in the Worlds Infancy 

When Man's too much Religion, made the beſt 

Or Deities, or Semi- god at leaſt ? 

But we, forbidden this by Piety, 

Or, if we were not, by your Modeſty, 
| Will 
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Will make our Hearts an Altar, and there pray a 
Not to, but for you, nor that England may 
Enjoy your Equal, when you once are gone, 

But, what's more poſſible, t' enjoy you long. 


„ 


Jo bis very much honoured Godfather, Mr. A. B. 


Love (for that upon the Wings of Fame, 
Shall perhaps mock Death, or Time's Dart) my 
1 love it more becauſe twas given by you; ( Name. 
I love it moſt ; becauſe twas your Name too. 
For if | chance to flip, a conſcious Shame 
Plucks me, and bids me not defile your Name, 


I'm glad that City t'whom I ow'd before, 

(But ah me! Fare hath croſt that willing Score) 

A Father, gave me a Godfather too, 

And I'm more glad, becaule it gave me You; 
Whom | may rightly think, and term to be” 
Of the whole City an Epitome. 


I thank my careful Fate, which found out one 
(When Nature had not licenſed my Tongue 
Farther than Cries) who ſhould my Office do ; 
I thank her more, becauſe ſhe found out Y ou, 
In whoſe each Look, I may a Sentence ſee ; 
In whoſe each Deed, a teaching Homily, 


How ſhall I pay this Debt to you? My Fate 
Denies me Indian Pearl or Perſian Plate. 
Which tho it-did not, to requite you thus, 
Were to ſend Apples to Alcinous, 
And ſell the cunningſt Way: No, when I can 
In every Leaf, in every Verſe write Man. 1 
N | cf 
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3 my Quill reliſheth a School no more, £ 
When my Pen-feather'd Muſe hath leart to ſoar, 


And gotten Wings as well as Feet; look then 
For equal Thanks from my unwearied Pen: 


Till future Ages ſay; 'twas you did give 
A Name to me, and | made Yours to live. 


An EI EGI on the Death of John Littleton, Eſq; 
Son and Heir to Sir Thomas Littleton, who 
was drowned leaping into the Water to ſave 


his younger Brother. . 


ND muſt theſe Waters ſmile again? and play 
About the Shoar, as they did Teſterday ? 
Will the Sun court them ſtill 2 and ſhall they ſhow 

No conſcious Wrinkle furrow'd on their Brom, 
That to the thirſty Traveller may ſay, 
J am accurſt, go turn ſome other Way ? 
It is unjuſt; black Flood, thy Guilt is more, 
Sprung from his Loſs, than all thy watry Store 
an give thee Tears to mourn for: Birds ſhall be 
ind Beaſts henceforth afraid to drink with thee. 
What have I ſaid! my pious Rage hath been 
Too hot, and acts whilſt it accuſeth Sin. 
bout Innocent, I know, ſtill Clear and Bright, 
it whence ſo pure 4 Soul ſhould take its Flight. 
ow is our angry Zeal confin'd! for he 
uſt quarrel with his Love and Piety, 
Nhat would revenge his Death. Oh, I ſhall ſin, 
ind wiſh anon he had leſs Vertuous been. 
or when his Brother (Tears for him Id ſpill, 
Put they're all challeng d by the greater 1ll) 
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Struzgled for Life with the rude Waves, he poo 


Leapt in, and when Hope no faint Beam could ſhow, \ 


His Charity ſbone moſt ; thou ſhalt, ſaid he, 
Live with me, Brother, or I'll die with thee; 
And fo he did: Had he been thine, O Rome, 
Thou wouldſt have call d his Death a Martyrdom, 
And Sainted him; my Conſcience give me leave, 
Pll do ſo too: if Fate will us bereave 

Of him we honour d Living, there muſt be 

A kind of Reverence to his Memory, 

After his Death: and 'nhere more Fuſt than here, 
Where Life and End were both ſo ſingular 2 

He that had only tall d with him, might find 
Alitile Academy in his Mind; 

IVhere Wiſdom, Maſter was, and Fellows all 
Which we can Geed, which we can Vertuous call. 
Reaſon, and Holy Fear the Proctors were, 

To apprehend thoſe Words, thoſe Thoughts that err. 
His L-arnin: had out-run the reſt of Heirs, 
Stoln Beard from T ime, and leapt to tnenty Tears, 
And as th: Sun, theugh in full Glory bright, 
Shines upon all Men with impartial Light, 

And a Good. morrom to the Beggar brings 

With as full Rays, as to the mig htieſt Kings: 


So he, although his Worth juſt State might claim, 5 


And give to Pride an honourable Name, 
With conrtcfie to all, cloath'd Vertue ſo, | 
That tas not higher than his Thoughts were low, 
Ins Body too, no Critique Eye could find 
The ſmalleſt —_ to belie his Mind; 

He was all Pureneſs, and his outward Part 
But repreſents the Picture of his Heart. 
When Waters ſwallow'd Mankind, and did cheat 
The hungry Worm of its expected Meat; 
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» Gen, pluckt from the Shoar by ruder Hands, 


Refurn'd again unto their native Sands; 

Mang ſt all thoſe Spoils, there was not any Prey, 
Could equal what this Brook hath ſtoln away. 

Weep then, ſad Flood, and tho thou rt Innocent, 
Weep, becauſe Fate made thee her Inſtrument... 
And when long Grief hath drunk up all thy Store, 
Come to our Eyes, and we will lend thee mores 


On the Death of the Right Honourable Dudley 
Lord Carleton, Viſcount Dorcheſter, late Se- 
cretary of State. 


Infernal Siſters did 4 Council call 
Of all the Fiends, to the black Stygian-Hall; 

The dire Tartarean Monſters, hating Light, 

Begot by diſmal Erebus, and Night; 

here er diſpers d abroad, hearing the Fame 

Of their accurſed Meeting, thither came. 

Revenge, whoſe greedy Mind nd Blood can fill, 

And Envy, never ſatisſi d with Il. 

Thither blind Boldneſs, and impatient Rage, 

Reſorted, with Death's Neighbour, envious Age: 

Theſe to oppreſs the Earth, the Furies ſent, Rs 

To ſpare the Guilty, wvex the Innocent. 

The Council thus diſſolv'd, an angry Fever, 

Whoſe quencbleſs Thirſt, by Blood was ſated neuer: 

Envying the Riches, Honour, Greatneſs, Love 

And Vertue (Load-ſtone, that all theſe did move) 

Of Noble CARLETON; him ſhe took away, 

And like a greedy Vultar ſeiz'd her Prey: 


E 2 


Weep 
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Weep with me, each, who either reads or hears, 

And know his Loſs deſerves his Country's Tears: 

The Muſes loft a Patron by his Fate, 

Vertue 4 Husband, and a Prop the State: 

Sol's Chorus weeps, and to adorn his Herſe 

Calliope would fing a tragic Verſe. | 
And had there been before no Spring of theirs, 
They would have made a Helicon with Tears, 
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On the Death of my Loving Friend and Cou- 
ſin, Mr. Ric. Clarke, late of Lincolns. Inn, Gent. 


7 was decreed by ſtedfaſt Deſtiny, 
(The World SE od , * all ſhould die. 
He who durſt fearleſs paſs Lack Acheron 

And Danezers of th Infernal Region, 

Leading Hells triple Porter captivate, 

Was overcome himſelf, by Conquering Fate. 

Th: Roman Tully's pleafing Eloquence, 

Which in the Ears did bock up every Sence 

Of the rapt hearer ; his mellifluous Breath 

Could not at all charm ſtill remorſleſs Death, 

Nor Solon, ſo by Greece admir d, could ſave 
Himſelf, with all his Wiſdom, from the Grave. 

Stern Fate brought Maro to his Funeral Flame, 

And would have ended in that Fire his Fame; 

Burning thoſe lofty Lines, which now (hall be 

Times Conquerors, and out-laſt Eternit 
Even ſo lou'd CLARK H from Death no ſcape could find, 
The arm d with great Alcides valiant Mina. 


He 
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He was adorn'd, in Tears, tho far more Toung, 
With Learned Cicero's, or à ſweeter Tongue. 
And could dead Virgil hear his lefty Strain, 
He would condemn his own to Fire again. 
His Touth a Solon's Wiſdom did preſage, 
Had envious Time but giv'n him Solon's Age, 
Who would not therefore now, if Learnings Friend, 
Bemail his fatal and untimely End? 
Who hath ſuch hard, ſuch unrelenting Eyes, 
As not to weep when lo much Vertu: dies? 
The God of Poets doth in Darkneſs [hrowd 
His glorious Face, and weeps behind a Cloud. 
The dol:ful Mules thinking now to write 
Sad Elegies, their Tears confound their Sight: 

But him t Elyſium's laſting Joys they bring, 

Where winged Angels his ſad Requiems fing. 
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A Tranſlation of Verſes upon the Bleſſed Virgin, 
written in Latin by the Right Worſhipful Dr. A. 


Ave Maria. 

Nce thou rejoycedſt, and rejoyce for ever, 

Whoſe time of Joy ſhall be expired never: 

Who in her Womb the Hive of Comfort bears, 
Let her Drink Comfort's Honey with her Ears. 
You brought the Word of Joy in, which was born 
An Hail to all, let us An Hail return. | 
From you, God ſave, into the World there came; 
Qur Eccho Hail is but an empty Name. 
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Gratia Plena. 
How loaded Hives are with their Honey fill d, 
From divers Flowers by Chymick Bees diſtill'd: 
How full the Collet with his Jewel is, 
Which, that it cannot take, by Love doth kits: 
How full the Moon is with her Brother's Ray, 
When ſhe drinks up with thirſty Orb the Day, 
How full of Grace, the Graces Dances are, 
So full doth Mary of God's Light appear. 
It is no wonder if with Graces ſhe 

Be full, who was full with the Dezzy. - 


Dominus tecum. 
The fall of Mankind under Death's extent 
The Choir of bleſſed Angels did lament, 
And wiſh'd a Reparation to ſec 
By him, who Man hood joyn'd with Deity. 
How grateful ſhould Man's Safety then appear 
T himſelf, whoſe Safety can the Angels chear? 


Benedicta tu in mulierit us. 

Death came, and Troops of {ad Diſeaſes led 
To thi Earth, by Woman's Hand ſolicited: 

Life came ſo too, and Troops of Graces led 
To th' Earth by Woman's Faith ſolicited. 
As our Life's Spring came from thy bleſſed Womb, 
So from pur Mouths Springs of thy Praiſe ſhall come. 
Who did Life's Bleſſing give, tis fit that ſhe 
Above all Women ſhould thrice bleſſed be. 


- E Benedictus fructus ventris tui. 
With Mouth Divine the Father doth proteſt, 
He a good Word ſent from his ſtored Breſt; 
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"Twas Chriſt: which Mary without carnal Thought 
Frbm the unfathom'd Depth of Goodneſs brought, 
The Word of Bleſſing a juſt Cauſe affords, 

To be oft bleſſed with redoubled Words. 


Spiritus Sanctus ſuperveniet in te. 
As when (oft Weſt- Winds fan the Garden-Roſe, 
A hower of ſweeter Air ſalutes the Noſe. 
The Breath gives ſparing Kiſſes, nor with Power 
Ualocks the Virgin Boſom of the Flower. 
So th Holy Spirit upon Mary blow'd, | 
And from her ſacred Box whole Rivers flow'd. 
Yet loos d nat thine Eternal Chaſtity, 
Thy Roſes folds do ſtill entangled lie. 
Believe Chriſt born from an unbruiſed Womb, 
So from unbruiſed Bark the Odors come. 


Et virtus altiſimi obumbrabit tibi. 
Cod his great Son begat ere Time begun, 
Mary in time brought forth her little Son. 
Of double Subſtance, One, Life he began, 
God, without Mother; without Father, Man. 
Great is the Birth, and tis a ſtranger Deed, 
That She no Man, that God no Wife ſhould need. 
A Shade delighted the Child-bearing Maid, 
And God himſelf became to her a Shade. ; 
O ſtrange Deſcent! who is Light's Author, he 
Will ro his Creature thus a Shadow be. 
As unſeen Light did from the Father flow, 
So did (een Light from Virgin Mary grow. 
When Moſes ſought God in a Shade to lee, 
The Father's Shade, was Chriſt the Deity. l 
ets ſeek for Day, flee Darkneſs, whilſt our Sight 


In Light finds Darkneſs, and in Darkneſs Light. 
| he IE Os 
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On the Praiſe of POETRY. | 


. IS nat a Pyramid of Marble-ſtone, 
Tho high as our Ambition; 
*Tis not a Tomb cut out in Braſs, which can 
Give Life to th' Aſhes of a Man, 
But Verſes only; they jhall freſh appear, 
Whilſt there are Men to read or hear, 
When Time ſhall make the laſting Braſs decay, 
And eat the Pyramid away, 
Turning that Monument wherein Men truſt 


ĨVbeir Names to what it keeps, poor Duſt : 
Then ſhall the Epitaph remain, and be 


New graven in Eternity. 

Poets by Death are conquered, but the Vit 
Of Poets triumph over it. 

What cannot Verſe? When Thracian Orpheus took 
His Lyre, and gently on it ſtrook, 

The learned Stones came Dancing all along, 


And kept time to the charming Song. 
With artificial Pace the Warlike Pine, 


The Elm, and his Wife th' Ivy tine. 
With all the better Trees, which erſt had ſtood 
| * Unmovd, forſook their native Wood. 
The Laurel to the Poet's Hand did bow, 
Tiraving the Honor of his Brow : 
And every loving Arm embrac'd, and made 
With their officious Leaves a Shade. 
The Beaſts roo ſtrove bis Auditors to be, 
Forgetting their old Tyranny. 
The fearful Hurt next to the Lion came, 
And Wolf was Shepherd to the Lamb, 
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72 barmleſs Syrens of the Air, 
And Muſes of the Place, were there. 
Who when their little Wind- Pipes they had found 
Unequal to ſo ſtrange a > Sound, 
Oercome by Art and Grief they did expire, 
And fell uponthe conquring Lyre. 


Happy, O bappy they, whole Tomb might be, 
Mauſolus, envied by thee! 


— 


— —— 
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That a Pleaſant Poverty is to be preferr d hf 
Diſcontented Reches. 


HY, O, doth gaudy 7 agss raviſh thee, 
Tho' Neptune s Treaſurc-houle it be? 


Why 28 Pactolus thee bewitch, 
Infected yet wich Midas * Itch? 


Their dull and ſleepy Streams are not at all 
Like other Floods, Poetical, 
They have no Dance, no wanton Sport, 
No gentle Murmur, the loy'd Shore to court. 


No Fiſh inhabic the adulterate Flood, 
Nor can it feed the neighbring Wood, 
No Flower or Herb is near it found, 
But a perpetual Winter ſtarves the Ground. 


Give me a River which doth ſcorn to ſhew 


An added Beauty, whoſe clear Brow 
May be my Looking: glaſs, to ſee 


What my Face is, and what my Mind ould be. 


' Hers 
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Here Waves call Waves, and glide along in Rank, 
And prattle to the ſmiling Bank: 
Here ſad King-fi/bers tell their Tales, 


And Fiſh enrich the Brook with ſilver Scales. 


Daifies, the Firſt-born of the teeming Spring, 
On each ſide their Embroidery bring, 
Her Lilies wafh, and grow more white, 
And Daffadils to ſee themſelves delight. 


Here a freſh Arbour gives her am'rous Shade, 
Which Natere, the beſt Gard ner made, 
Here I would fir and ſing rude Lays, 

Such as the Nymphs, and Me my ſelf would pleaſe. 


Thus would I waſte, thus end my careleſs Days, 
And Robin. red- breaſts, whom Men praiſe 
For pions Birds, ſhould when I die, 
- Make both my Monument and Elegy. 


— — 
„ 


N 19 MISTRESS. 


Trian Dye, why do yon wear, | 
| You whoſe Checks beſt Scarlet are: | | 
Why do you ſo fondly pin 
Pure Linen o er your Skin, 
( Your Skin that's whiter far) 
Caſting a dusky Cloud before a Star ? 


Why bears your Neck a golden Chain? 
Did Nature make your Hair in vain ? 
Of Gold moſt pure and fine, 
With Gems, why do you ſhine? 
They, Neighbours to your Eyes ; 
Shew but like Phoſphor, when the San doth riſc. 
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I Would have all my Miſtreſs Parts 
Owe more to Nature than to Arts, 
I would not woo the Dreſs, 
Or one whoſe Nights give leſs 
Contentment than the Day. 
She's Fair, whoſe Beauty only makes her Gay. 


For tis not Buildings make a Court, 
Or Pomp, but tis the King's Reſort: 

If Jupiter down pour 

Himſelf, and in a Shower 

Hide ſuch bright Majeſt ,, 
Leſs than a Golden One it cannot be. 


— _—_—_ — — 
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On the Uncertainty of Fortune. A Tranſlation. 


' he off unfit Complaints and clear (your Brow, 
From Sighs your Breaſt, and from black Clouds 
When the Sun ſhines not with his wonted Chear, 
And Fortune throws an adverſe Caſt for you. 

That Sea which vext with Notus is, 
The merry Weſt-winds will to morrow kiſs. 


The Sun to day rides drouſily, 
To morrow 'twill put on a Look more fair, 
Laughter and Groaning do alternately 
Return, and Tears Sports neareſt Neighbours are- 
Tis by the Gods appointed ſo 


That good Fare ſhould with mingled Dangers flow. 


Who 
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Who drave his Oxen yeſterday, 8 
Doth now over the nobleſt Romans reign, 
And on the G4bii and the Cures lay 
The Yoke which from his Oxen he had ta en. 
Whom Heſperus {aw poor and low, 
The Morning's Eye behoids him Greateſt now. 


If Fortune knit amongſt her Play 
But Seriouſneſs; he ſhall again go home 
To his old Country- Farm of Yeſterday, 


To ſcoffing People no mean Jeſt become; 
And with the Crowned Ax, which he 
Had rul'd the World, go back and prune ſome Tree; 
Nay, if he want the Fuel Cold requires, 
With his own Faſces he ſhall make him Fires. 


In Commendation of the Time we live in, under the 


Reign of our Gracious King Charles II 


Urſt be that Wretch (Death's Factor ſure) who 
brought 
Dire Swords into the peaceful World, and taught 
Smiths, who before could only make 
The Spade, the Plowſhare, and the Rake; 
Arts, in moſt cruel wiſe 
Man's Life t epitomize. 


Then Men (fond Men alas!) ride poſt to th' Grave, 
And cut thoſe Threads, which yet theFates would ſave. 
Then Charon ſweated at his Trade. 
And had a larger Ferry made. 
Then 'twas, the ſilver Hair, 
Frequent before, grew rare. Then 
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Then Revenge married to Ambition, 

Behar black War, then Avarice crept on. 
Then Limits to each Field were ſtrain'd, 
And Terminus a Godhead gain d. 

To Men before was found, 
Beſides the Sea, no Bound. 


In what Plain or what River hath not been 
Wars Story, writ in Blood (ſad Story) ſten? 
This Truth too well our England knows, 
"I was Civil Slaughter dy'd her Roſe ; 
Nay then her Lily roo 
With Bloods Loſs paler grew. 


Such Griefs, nay worſe than theſe, we now ſhould feel, 
Did not juſt CHaR Les ſilence the Rage of Steel; 
He to our Land bleſt Peace doth bring, 
All neighbour-Countries envying. 
Happy who did remain 
Unborn till CHARLES his Reign! 


Where, dreaming Chymicks, is your Pain and Coſt? 
How is your Oil, how is your Labour loſt? 
Our CHARLES, beſt Alchymiſt (tho ſtrange 
Believe it, future Times) did change 
The Iron Age of old, 
Into an Age of Gold. 


ä 


Upon the Shortneſs of Man's Life. 


Ark that ſwift Arrow. how it cuts the Air, 
Hoy it our-runs thy following Eye, 
Ule all Perſuaſions now and try _ | 
Neben canſt call it back, or ſtay it there, 
21 That 
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That way it went, but thou ſhalt find 


No Track is left behind. { 0 
Fool, tis thy Life, and the fond Archer thou, 
Of all the Time thou'ſt ſhot away 0 


PII bid thee fetch but Yeſterday, 
And it ſhall be too hard a Task to do. 
Beſides Repentance what canſt find 
Tbat it hach left behind? 
Our Life is carry d with too ſtrong a Tide, 
A doubtful Cloud our Subſtance bears, 
And is the Horſe of all our Lears. 
Each Day doth on a winged Whirl. wind ride. 
We and our Glaſs run out, .and muſt 
Both render up our Duſt. * 
But his paſt Life who without Grief can ſee, 
Who never thinks his End too near, 
But ſays to Fame, Thou art mine Heir; 
That Man extends Life's natural Brevity; 
This is, this is the only way 
To out-live Neftor in a Day. 


„ a * 
—— a * 
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An Anſwer to an Invitation ts Cambridge. 


Tchols, my better ſelf, forbear, 
For if thou tell'ſt what Cambridge Pleaſures 
The School- boys Sin will light on me, (are, 

1 ſhall in Mind, at leaſt, a Truant be. 

Iell me not how you feed your Mind 
With Dainties of Philoſophy, 
In Ovid's Nat I ſhall not find 
The Taſte once pleaſed me. 
O tell me not of Logick's diverſe Chear, 
I ſhall begin to loath our Crambe here, 
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Tell me not how the Waves appear 
Oh Cam, or how it cuts the Learned Shire, 

] ſhall contemn the troubled Thames, 
On her chief Holiday, even when her Streams 

Are with rich Folly gilded, when 

The Quondam Dung-boat is made gay, 

Juſt like the Bravery of the Men, 

And graces with freſh Paint that Day. 
When th' City ſhines with Flags and Pageants there, 
And Sattin Doublets ſeen not twice a Vear. 


— 
— 


Why do l ſtay then? I would meet 8 
Thee there, but Plummets hang upon my Feet: 
Tis my chief Wiſh to live with thee, 
But not till I deſerve thy Company: 
Till then we'll ſcorn to let that Toy, 
Some forty Miles, divide our Hearts: 
Write to me, and I ſhall enjoy 
Friendſhip and Wit, thy better Parts. 
Tho' envious Fortune larger Hind rance brings, 
We lll eaſily ſee each other, Love hath Wings. 


To 4 Lady who deſired a Song of Mr. Cowley, 
he preſented this 2 | 


Ome, Poetry, and with you bring along 
| A rich and painted Throng 
Of nobleſt Words into my Song. 
Into my Numbers let them gently flow, 
Soft and pure, and thick as Snow, 
And turn thy Numbers ſtill to prove 
Smooth as the ſmootheſt Sphere above, 
And like a Sphere, like a Sphere, harmoniouſly 2 ; 
Litt 
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Lietle doſt thou, vain Song, thy Fortune know, ; 
Whar thou arr deſtin'd to, \ 

And what the Stars intend to do, 
Among a thouſand Songs but few can be 
Born to the Honour promis d thee. 

Eliza's ſelf ſhall thee receive, 

And a bleſt Being to thee give, 
Thou on her ſweet and tuneful Voice ſhalt live. 


Her warbling Tongue ſhall freely with thee play, 
Thou on her Lips ſhalt ſtray, 
And dance upon that Roſie Way. 
No Prince alive that would not envy thee, 
And count thee happier far than he. | 
And how ſhalt thou thy Author crown 
When fair Eliza ſhall be known 


To ing thy Praiſe, when ſhe but ſpeaks her own. 
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To the truly Worthy and Noble 


Sr KENELM DIGBYK 
HIS Latter Age, the Lees of Time bas known 

Few that bave made both Pallas Arts their own: 
But you, Great Sir, two Laurels wear, and are 
Victorious in Peace as well as War. 
Learning by right of Conqueſt is your own. 

And every liberal Art your Captive grown. 

As if neglected Science (for it now 
Wants ſome Defenders ) fled for Help to you; 
Whom I muſt follow, and let this for me 
An earneſt of my future Service he; 
Which I ſhould fear to ſend you, did I know 
Your Fudg ment only, not your Candour too. 
For 'twas 4 Work, ſtoln ( tbo you'll juſtly call 
This Play as fond as thoſe) from Cat or Ball, 
Had it been written (ice, I ſhould, I fear, 
Scarce have abſt ain d from « Philoſopher, 
Which by Tradition bere is thought to be 

A neceſſary Part in Comedy. 

Nor need I tell you this; each Line of it 
Betrays the Time and Place wherein *twas writ, _ 
And I could wiſh, that I might ſafely ſay : 
Reader, this Play was made but ib other day: 

Yet tis not ftnfft with Names of Gods, hard Words, 
Such as the Metamorphoſis affords. 

Nor has't a Part for Robinſon, hom they 

At School account eſſential to a Play. | 

The Stile is low, ſuch as you'll eaſily rake, 
For what a Swain might ſay, and a Boy make. 
Take it, as early Fruits, which rare appear, 
Tue not balf ripe, but worſt of all the year. 
And if it pleaſe your tafte, my Muſe will ſay, 
The Birch which crown'd her then is grown 4 Bay. 


Yours in all Obſervance, 
ta 4A CowLErY, 


The Scene Sicily. 


The Acrons Name. 


_— two old Folks of a noble Family. 
Florellus, . 
Callidors, 8 their Children. 


—_— ? two Gentlemen, both in love 

Apbron, with Callidora, 

Clariana, Siſter to Philiſtus. 

 Melarnus, a crabbed old Shepherd. 

Ttruga, his Wife. 

Hylace, their Daughter, 

Agon, an antient Country- man. 

Bellula, his ſuppoſed Daughter. 

Palemon, a young Swain, in loye with 
Hlace. 

Audis, a merry Shepherd. 

| Clarina's Maid, 
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Euter Callidora diſgnis'd in Man's Apparel. 


AD Feet, ye have been Traitors to your Maſter: 

Where have you led me? ſure my truant Mind 
Hath taught my Body thus to wander too; 
Faintneſs and Fear ſurprize me: Ye juſt Gods, 

If ye have brought me to this place to ſcourge 

The Folly of my Love, (I might ſay Madneſs) 

Diſpatch me quickly; ſend ſome pitying Man 

Or cruel Beaſt to find me; let me be 

Fed by the one, or let me feed the other. 

Why are theſe Trees ſo brave? why do they wear 

Such green and freſn Apparel? how they ſmile! 

How their proud Tops play with the courting Wind ! 

Can they behold me pine and languiſh here. 

And yet not ſympathize at all in mourning ? 

Do they upbraid my Sorrows ? Can it be 

That theſe thick Branches, never ſeen before. _ 

But by the Sun, ſhould learn ſo much of Man? 

The Trees in Courtiers Gardens, which are conſcious 

Of their Maſters Guile, Statelineſs and Pride, 

Themſelves would. pity me; yet thele—— Who's there? 


Enter Alupis Singing, 

Riſe up, thou mournful Swain. 

For tis but a folly 

To be melancholy, 
And get thee thy Pipe again. 
Come ſing away the day, 

For tis but à folly 

To be melancholy, 
Let's live here whilſt I may. 


L . 
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7. FOR RIDDLE « 
Cal. I marry Sir, this Fellow hath ſome Fire in him, 5 
Methinks a ſad and drowſie Shepherd is \ 


A Prodigy in Nature; for the Woods 

Should be as far from Sorrow, as they are 

From Sorrows cauſes, Riches and the like. 

Hail to you Swain, I am a Gentleman 

Drivn hicher by Ignorance of the way, and would 

Confeſs my ſelf bound to you for a Courteſie, 

If you would pleaſe to help me to ſome Lodging, 

Where I may reſt my.ſelf. | 
Alx. For "tis but a folly, Cc. 

Cal. Well; if the reſt be like this Fellow here, 
Then l have travel'd fairly now; for certainly 
This is a Land of Fools; ſome Colony 
Of Elder Brothers have been planted here, 

And begot this fair Generation. 

Prithee, good Shepherd, tell me where thou dwell'ſt 2 
Alu. For tis but à folly, &c. | | 
Cal. Why art thou mad? Als, What if I be? 

I hope tis no diſcredit for me, Sir; 

For in this Age who is not? Ill prove it to you: 

Your Citizen he's mad to truſt the Gentleman 

Both with his Wares and Wife. Your Courtier 

He's mad to ſpend his time in ſtudying Poſtures, 

Cringes and Faſhions, and new Complements. 

Your Lawyer he's mad to ſell away 

His Tongue for Money, and his Clients madder 

To buy it of him, fince 'tis of no uſe, | 

But to undo Men and the Latin Tongue. 

Your Scholars they are mad to break their Brains, 

Out-watch the Moon, and look more pale than ſhe, 

That fo, when all the Arts call him their Maſter, 

He may perhaps get a ſmall Vicarage, 

Or be Uſher to a School. But there's 

A thing in black calfd a Poet, who is ten 

Degrees in Madneſs above all theſe; his Means 

Is what the gentle Fates pleaſe to allow him 

By the Death or Marriage of ſome mighty Lord 

Which ehe mult ſolemnize with a new Song, 
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Cal. This Fellow's Wit amazeth me: but Friend, 
at do you think of Lovers? Alu. Wort of all; 
Ist not a pretty Folly to ſtand thus, 
And ſigh, and fold the Arms, and cry my Celia, 
My Soul, my Life, my Cælia; then to wring 
Ones Eſtate for Preſents, and ones Brains for Sonnets 2 
Oh! 'tis beyond the name of Frenzy. 
Cal. Why ſo Satyrick, Shepherd? I believe 
You did not learn theſe Flaſhes in the Woods; 
How is it poſſible that you ſhould get 
Such near acquaintance with the City-Manners, 
And yet live here in ſuch a filent Place 
Where one would think the very name of City 
Could hardly enter, Alu. Why Xl tell you, Sir; 
My Father died, ( you force me to remember 
A Grief that deſerves Tears) and left me young, 
And (if a Shepherd may be {aid ſo) rich, 
T in an itching Wantonnels to ſee, 
What other Swains ſo wonder'd at, the City, 
Strait ſold my Rural Portion ( for the Wealth 
Of Shepherds is their Flocks) and thither went, 
Where whilſt ny Mony laſted I was welcome 
And liv'd in credit; but when that was gone, 
And the laſt piece ſighd in my empty Pocket, 
I was contemn'd : then I began to feel 
How dearly 1 had bought Experience, 
And, without any thing belides Repentance 
To load me, return d back, and here I lire 
To laugh at all theſe Follies, which I ſaw. 


S O N G. 
The merry Waves dance up and down, and play, 
| Sport is granted to the Sea. 
Birds are the Queriſters of th' empty Air, 
Sport is never wanting there. 
The Ground doth (mile at the Spring's flowry birth, 
Sport 4s granted to the Earth. 
The Fire ts Chearing Flame on big b do:b rear 
Sport is never waning _ 
4 
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If all the Elements, the Earth, the Se 

Air and Fire, ſo merry be; \ 
Why is Man's Mirth ſo ſeldom, and ſo (mall ; 

Who is compounded of them all, 


r 


Cal. Vou may rejoice; but Sighs befit me better. 

Alu. Now on my Conſcience thou haſt loſt a Miſtris: 
If it be ſo, thank God, and love no more ; 
Or elle perhaps ſhe has burnt your whining Letter, 
Or kits d another Gentleman in your ſight, 
Or elſe deny'd you her Glove, or laugh'd at you, 
Caſes indeed which deſerve ſpecial Mourning, 
And now you come to talk with your God.Cupid 

n private here, and call the Woods ro witneſs, 

And all the ſtreams which murmur when they hear 
The Injuries they ſuffer; 1 am ſorry 
L have been a hind'rance to your Meditations, 
Farewel, Sir. Cal. Nay, good Shepherd, you miſtake me. 

Ala. Faith, I am very chary of my Health, 
I would be loth to be infected, Sir. 

Cal. Thou needſt not fear; I have no Diſeaſe at all 
Belides a troubled Mind. 8 

Alu Why that's the worſt, the worſt of all. 

Cal. And therefore it doth challenge 
Your Pity the more, you ſhould the rather 
Strive to be my Phyſician. | 

Alu. The good Gods forbid it; I turn Phyſician? 
My Parents brought me up more piouſly, 
Than that I ſhould play booty with a Sickneſs, 
Turn a Conſumption to Men's Purſes, and 
Purge them worſe than their Bodies, and ſet up 
An Apothecaries ſhop in private Chambers, 
Live ty Revenue of Cloſe ſtools and Urinals, 
Defer off ſick Men's Health from day to day, 
As if they went to [aw with their Diſeaſe. . | 
No, I was born for better ends, than to ſend away 
His Majeſty's Subjects to Hell ſo faſt, 
As if 1 were to ſhare the ſtakes with Charon, 

Cal, Your Wit errs much; 
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For as the Soul is nobler than the Body, 
Sogts Corruption asks a better Medicine 
Tan is applied to Gouts, Catarrhs or Agues, 
And that is, Counſel. Alu. So then: I ſhould be 
Your Souls Phyſician z why, I could talk out 
An Hour or ſo, but then I want a Cuſhion 
To thump my Precept into; but tell me, pray, 
What Name bears your Diſeaſe? | 

Cal.. A Fever, Shepherd, but ſo far above 
An outward one, that the Viciſſitudes 
Of that may ſeem but Warmth and Coolneſs only; 
This is Flame and Froſt, Alu. So; I underſtand you, 
You are a Loves, which is by tranſlation 
A Fool or Beaſt, for I'll define you; youre 
Partly Chameleon, partly Salamander, 
You're fed by th Air, and live in Fire. 

Cal. Why did you never love? have you no Softneſs, 
Nought of your Mother in you ? if that Sun 
Which ſcorcheth me, ſhould caſt one beam upon you, 
'Twould quickly melt the Ice about your Heart, 
And lend your Eyes freſh Streams. 

Alu. Faith, I think not; 
I have ſeen all your Beauties of the Court, 
And yet was never raviſht, never made 
A doleful Sonnet unto angry Cupid, ; 
Either to warm her Hearc, or elſe cool mine, 
And no Face yet could ever wound me fo, 

But that I quickly found a Remedy. p 
Cal. That were an Art worth learning, and you need not 
Be niggard of your Knowledge; ſee the Sun 

Tho it hath given theſe many thouſand years 
Light to the World, yet is as big and bright 
As Cer it was, and hath not loſt one Beam 
Of his firſt Glory; then let Charity 
Perſuade you to inſtruct me, I ſhall be 
A very thankful Scholar. 
Ala. I ſhall: for *cis both eaſily taught and learn'd, 
Come ſing away the day, Oc. 
Muth 1s the only Phy ſick. 


—— 
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Cal. It is a way which | have much defired 

To cheat my Sorrow with; and for that purpoſe \ 

Would fain turn Shepherd, and in rural Sports 

Wear my Life's Remnant out; I would forget 

All things, my very Name, if it were poſſible. 

Al. Pray let me learn it firſt, Cal. Tis Callidorus, B 
Alu. Thank you; if you your ſelf chance to forget it Ml 

Come but to me Fil do you the ſame Courteſie, 7 

In the mean while make me your Servant, Sir, 

I will inſtruct you in things neceſſary 

For the creation of a Shepherd, and 

We two will laugh at all the World ſecurely, 

And fling Jeſts gainſt the Buſineſſes of State 

Without endangering our Ears. 88 


Come, come al 
For tis but à folly, 
To be melancholy, 
Let's live bere whilſt we may. 


—— 


Enter Palzmon, Melarnus, Truga, Egon, Bellula, Hylace 
Pal. I ſee I am undone. - | „ 
Mel. Come, no matter for that, you love my Daughter? 
By Pan; but come, no matter for that; you love my Hylace? 
Tru. Nay, good Duck, do not vex your ſelf; what tho 
he loves her? you know ſhe will not have him 
Mel. Come, no matter for that; I will vex my ſelf, and vex 
him too, ſhall ſuch an idle fellow as he ſtrive to entice 
away honeſt Men's Children? let him go feed his Flocks; 
but alas! he has none to trouble Hm; ha, ha, ha, yet he 
would marry my Daughter. 

Pal. Thou art a malicious doting Man, 

And one who cannot boaſt of any thing 

But that ſhe calls thee Father, tho I cannot 

Number ſo large a Flock of Sheep as thou, 

Nor ſend ſo many Cheeſes to the City, 

Yet in my Mind [| am an Emperor 

It bur compar'd with thee. Tru. Of what place I pray? 

: Tis of ſome new diſcover'd Country, ist not? 
Pal. Prichee good Winter if thou wilt be talking, 
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Keep thy Breath in a little, for it ſmells 
Wyrle than a Goat; yet you mult talk, 

For thou haſt nothing left thee of a Woman 
But Luſt and Tongue. | 

Hyl. Shepherd, here's none ſo taken with your Wit, 

But you might ſpare it; if you be ſo lavifh, 

You'll have none leſt another time to make 

The Song of the forſaken Lover with. 

Pal. I'm dumb, my Lips are ſeald, ſeal'd up for ever; 
May my raſh Tongue forget to be Interpreter 

And Organ of my Senles, if you ſay 

It hath offended you. Hyl. Troth, if you make 

But that Condition, 1 ſhall agree tot quickly. 

Mel. By Pan well faid Girl; what a Fool was I 
To ſuſpect thee of loving him? but come, 

*Tis no matter for that; when e ec thou art married 
I'll add ten Sheep more to thy Portion 
For putting this one Jeſt upon him. 

Ag. Nay, now | muſt needs tell you that your Anger 

Is grounded with no reaſon to maintain it. 

If you intend your Daughter ſhall not marry him, 

Say fo, but play not wich his Paſſion, 

For 'tis inhumane Wit which jeers the wretched. 

Mel. Come, tis no matter for that; what I do, I do; 
I ſhall not need your Counſel. | 
 Truge. | hope my Husband and I have enough Wiſdom 
To govern our own Child; it we want any | 
*T will be to little purpoſe, I dare ſay, 

To come to borrow ſome of you, 

Eg. Tis very likely, pretty Miſtris Maukin, 
You with a Face looks like a Winter Apple 
When *tis ſhrunk up together, and halt rotten, 
I'd ſee you hung up for a thing to ſcare 
The Crows away before I'il ſpend my Breath 
To teach you any. _ Hyl. Alas good Shepherd! 
What do you imagine that I ſhould love you for? 

Pal. For all my Services, the virtuous Zeal 
And Conſtancy with which I ever wood you, 
Tho I were blacker than a Starleſs Night. 
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Or Conſciences where Guilt and Horror dwell, 
Altho ſplay- leg d, crooked, deform'd in all part 
And but the Chaos only of a Man; 
Jet if I love and honour you, Humanity 
Would teach you not to hate or laugh at me. 
Hyl. Pray ſpare your fine Petſuaſions, and ſet Speeches, 
And rather tell them to thoſe Stones and Trees, 
"Twill be co as good purpoſe quite, as when N 
Lau ſpend them upon me. 2 
Pal. Give me my final Anſwer, that I may 
Be either bleſt for ever, or die quickly; 
Delay's a crael Rack, and kills by piece- meal. 
Hyl. Then here tis, you're an Ag, 
(Take that for your Incivility to my Mother) 
And ] will never love you. Pal. Lou re a Woman, 
A cruel and fond Woman, and my Paſſion 
Shall trouble you no more ; but when I'm dead 
My angry Ghoſt ſhall vex you worſe than now 
Your Pride doth me, farewel. 
Enter Aphron mad, meeting Palæmon going out. 
Apb. Nay, ſtay Sir, have you found her? 
Pal, How now, what's the matter? 
Apb. For I will have her out of you, or elſe 
Flt cut thee into Atoms, till the Wind | 
Play with the Shreds of thy torn Body. Loak her 
Or I will dot. Pal. Whom, or where? 
Apb. I'll tell thee honeſt Fellow, thou ſhale go 
From me as an Embaſſador to the Sun, 
For Men call him the Eye of Heaven, (from which 
Nothing lies hid) and tell him---do you mark me---cell him 
From me — that if he ſend not word where ſhe is gone, 
—nay by all the Gods I will, I will 
Ag. Alas poor Gentleman 
Sure he hath loſt ſome Miſtreſs; beauteous Women 
Are the chief Plagues to Men. | 
Tru. Nay, nat lo Shepherd, when did I plague any? 
Ag. How far is he beyond the name of Slave, | 
That makes his Love his Miſtreſs? _ 
Apb. Miſtreſs! who's that? her Ghoſt ? tis ſhe; 
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It was her Voice; were all the Floods, the Rivers, 

And Seas that with their crooked Arms embrace K 
The Earth, betwixt us, I'd wade through and meet her, 
ere all the Alps heap d on each other's Head, 

Were Pelion join d to Ofſe, and they both 

Thrown on Ohmpw top, they ſhould not make 

So high a Wall, but I would ſcale't and find her. 

Bell. Unhappy Man. | 

Apb. Tis empty Air: I was too rude, too ſaucy 
And ſhe hath left me; if ſhe be alive 
What Darkneſs ſhall be thick enough to hide her ? 

If dead, I'll ſeek the place which Poets call Elyziur | 
Where all the Souls of good and virtuous Mortals 

Enjoy deſerved Pleaſures after Death. 

What ſhould I fear: if there be an Erinms, 

'Tis in this Breaſt, if a Tſipbone, | 

"Tis here, here in this Brain are all her Serpents; 

My Grief and Fury arm me. Pal. By your leave, Sir, 

Apb. No, by the Gods, that Man that ſtops my Journey 
Had better have provok d a hungry Lioneſs 
Robb'd of her Whelps, or ſet his naked Breaſt 
Againſt the Thunder. [ Exit Aphcon. 

Tru. Tis well he's gone, 

I never could endure to ſee theſe Madmen. 

Mel, Come, no matter for that, [ Exmter Alupis and 
For now he's gone, here comes another ; Callidorus, 
But tis no matter for that neither. 

How. now! who has he brought with him? 

Alu. Hail to ye Shepherds and ye beauteous Nymphs, 
I muſt preſent this Stranger to your knowledge 
When you're acquainted well, you'll thank me fore. 

Cal. Bleſt Maſters of theſe Woods, hail to you all. 
"Tis my deſire to be your Neighbour here, 

And feed my Flocks ( ſuch as they are) near yours. 
This Shepherd tells me, that your gentle Nature 
Will be moſt willing to accept my Friendſhip ; 
Which if you do, may all the Sylvan Denies 

Be ſtill propitious to you, may your Flocks 

Yearly encreaſe aboye your Hopes or Wiſhes; 


May 


* 


2 LOVES RIDDLE. 


> 9 


May none of vour young Lambs become a Prey 
To the rude Wolf, but play about ſecurely ; 
May Dearths be ever exild from theſe Woods. \ 
May your Fruits proſper, and your Mountain Strawberries L 
Grow in abundance; may no Lovers be 
'Dsſpis'd and pine away their Years of Spring, J 
But the Youngmen and Maids be ſtrucken both 
With equal Sympathy. | 
Pal. That were a golden time; The Gods forbid 
Mortals to be fo happy. | 
Ag. Ithank you; and we wiſh no leſs to you: 
Lou are moſt welcome hither. Tru. 'Tis a handſome Man, 
Il be acquainted with him; we moſt heartily 
Accept yeur Company. 
Mel. Come, no matter for that, we have enough 
Already, who can bear us company; 
But no matter for that neither; we ſhall have 
Shortly no room left us to feed our Flocks. 
By one another. Alu. What always grumbling ? 
Your Father and your Mother ſcolded ſure 
Whilſt you were getting; well, if I begin 
VII ſo abuſe thee, and that publickly. 
Ae. A rot upon you; you muſt ſtill be humour d. 
But come, no matter for that; you're welcome then. 
Ala. Wink _— _ you _— 
Take notice of him, (pray) your ſpeaking is 
Worth more than all the reſt. | | 
Bell. You're very welcome. [_ Salutes ber. 
Cal. Thank you, fair Nymph, this 1s indeed a welco 
Bell. I never ſaw Beauty and Affability AT 
So well conjoin'd before; if I ſtay long 
I ſhall be quite undone. Alu. Nay, come, put on too. 
Hyl. You are moſt kindly welcome. 
Cal. You bleſs me too much; 
The honour of your Lip is entertainment 
Princes might with for. Hyl. Bleſs me, how he looks! 
And how he talks! his Kiſs was Honey too, 
His Lips as red and ſweet as early Cherries, 
Sokter than Berers Skins. Bell. Bleſs me, how nn, 


Wokld I had that kiſs too! 
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Hyl. How his Eye ſhines! what a bright Flame it ſhoots! 
Bel. How red his Cheeks are! ſo our Garden Apples 


* 


Lok on that fide where the hot Sun ſalutes them. 


Hy. How well his Hairs become him! 


Juſt like that Star which uſhers in the Day, 


Bell. How fair he is! fairer than whiteſt Bloſſoms. 
Tru, They two have got a Kils; 
Why ſhould 1 loſe it now for want of ſpeaking ? 
You're welcome Shepherd. 
Alu. Come on: For 'tis but a Folly, &c. 
Tru. Do you hear? you are welcome. 
Alu. Here's another muſt have a Kils. 
Tru. Go you're a paltry Knave, ay, that you are, 
To wrong an honeſt Woman thus. 
Alu. Why he ſhall kiſs thee, never fear it; 
I did but jeſt, he'll do't for all this, 
Nay, becauſe I will be a Patron to thee, 
l ſpeak to him 5 
Tru. You're a ſlandering Knave, 
And you ſhall know't, that you ſhall. 
Alu. Nay, if you ſcold fo loud 
Others ſhall know it too; he muſt ſtop your mouth, 
Or you'll talk on this three hours Callidorut 
If you can patiently endure a Stink, 
Or have frequented e'r the City Bear-garden, 
Prithee ſalute this fourſcore Years, and free me, 
She ſays you're welcome too, 
Cal. I cry you mercy, Shepherdeſs, 
By Pan i did not ſee you. 
Tru. If my Husband and Alupis were not here | 
Fd rather pay him back his Kiſs again 
Than be beholden to him. Alu. What, thou haſt don't! 
Well, if thou doſt not die upon't, hereafter 
Thy Body will agree even with the worſt 
And ſtinkingſt Air in Europe. | | 
Cal. Nay, be not angry, Shepherdeſs, you know 
He doth but jeſt, as tis his Cuſtom, 


Tru. I know it is his Cuſtom ; he was always 
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Wont to abuſe me, like a Knave as he is, 
But I'll endure t no more. | 

Alu. Prithee, good Callidorus, if her Brea . 
Be not too bad, go ſtop her mouth again, 

Shell ſcold till night elſe. 

Tru. Yes marry will I, that I will, you Raſcal you, [] 
I'll teach you to lay your Fumps upon me; 

You delight in it, do you ? 

Als. Prithee be quiet, leave but talking to me 
And I will never jeer thee any more, 

We two will be fo peaceable hereafter. 

Tru, Well, upon that condition. 

Als. So, I'm deliverd. Why how now Lads ? | 
What have you loſt your Tongues? I'll have them cry'd, 
Palæmon, Agon, Callidorus, what? | | 
Are you all dumb; I pray continue ſo, 

And I'll be merry with my ſelf. 


S O N G. 


'Tis better to dance than ſing. 
| The Cauſe is, if you will know it, 
| That 1 to my ſelf ſhall bring 
= 
Voluntary 
F once I grow but 4 Poet. 


Ag. And yet methinks you ſing. 
Ala. O yes, becauſe here's none to dance, 
And both are better far than to be (ad. 
Ag. Come then, let's have a round. 
Als. A match; Palemon whither go you? | 
Pal. The Gods forbid that I ſhould mock my ſelf, 
Cheat my own Mind; I dance and weep at once? 
Lou may. Farewel. D Exit. 
Alu. Tis ſuch a whining Fool; come, come, Mclar nas. 
Mel. | have no mind to dance; but come, no matter Y 
for that, rather than break ſquares, —— | 
| Cad. By your leave, Fair one. 
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Hyl. Wou'd I were in her place. 
Als, Come Hylace, thee and I Wench, I warrant thee, 
- For tis but a folly, &c. 
Tru. So there's enough, I'm half a weary. 
Mel. Come, no matter for that, 
[ have not danc'd ſo much this year. 
Alu. So farewell, you'll come along with me? 
Cal. Yes, farewel gentle Swains. 
Tru. Farewel good Shepherd. 
Bel. Our beſt Wiſhes follow you. 
Hyl. Pan always guide you. 
Mel. It's no matter tor that, come away, 


The End of the firſt Act. 


AcTtll ScEenEtl. 


Enter Demopbil, Spodaia, Philiftus, Clariana. 
Dem AY, She is loſt for ever, and her Name 
Which us'd to be ſo comfortable, now* 
Is Poxton to our Thoughts, and to augment 
Our Miſery, paints forth our former Happineſs, 
O Callidora! O my Callidors'! 
1 ſhall neer ſee thee more. 
Spo. If curſed Apbron 
Hath carried her away, and triumphs now 
In the Deſtruction of our hoary Age 
Twere better the were dead. 
Dem. Twere better we were all dead; the enjoying 
Of tedious Life is a worſe Puniſhment | 
Than lofing of my Daughter; Oh! my Friends, 
Why have 1 liv'd fo long? | 
Cla. Good Sir be comforted : Brother, ſpeak to them. 
Spo. Wou'd 1 had died, _ firſt I brought thee forth, 
My 
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My Girl, my beſt Girl, then I ſhould have ſlept 
In quiet, and not wept now. | 

Phi. I am half a Statue. 8 
Freeze me up quite, ye Gods, and let me be 
My own ſad Monument. 

Cla. Alas! you do but hurt your ſelves with weeping; 
Conſider pray, it may be ſhe' Il come back. 

Dem. Oh! Oh! never, never, tis as impoſſible 
As to call back fixteen, and with vain Rhetorick 
Perſuade my Life's freſh April, to return, 
She's dead, or elſe far worſe, kept up by Apbron, 
Whom if 1 could ſee, methinks new Blood 
Would creep into my Veins, and my faint Sinew 
Renew themſelves, I doubt not but to find 
Strength enough yet to be reveng'd on Apbron. 

Spo. Would I were with thee, Girl, where &'er thou art. 

Cla. For ſhame good Brother, ſee if you can comfort them, 
Methinks you ſhould ſay ſomething. 

Pbi Do you think 
My Grief ſo light? Or was the Intereſt 
So ſmall which L had in her? I a Comforter! 
Alas, ſhe was my Wife, for we were married 
In cur Aflections, in our Vows; and nothing 
Stopt the enjoying of each other, but 
The thin Partition of ſome Ceremonies. 
L loft my Hopes, my Expectations, 
My Joys, nay more, I loſt my ſelf with her; 
You have a Son yer left behind, whoſe Memory 
May ſweeten all this Gall. Spo. I, we had one, 
But Fate's ſo cruel to us, and ſuch Dangers 
Attend a travelling Man, that *twere Preſumption 
To lay we have him; we have ſent for him 
To blot out the Remembrance of his Siſter ; 
But whether we ſhall ever ſee him here, 
The Gods can only tell, we barely hope. 

Dem, This News, alas! | 
Will be but a fad Welcome to him. 

Pbi. Why do I play thus with my Miſery ? 
'Tis vain ty think I can live here without her, 
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I'll ſeek her where e er ſhe.is; Patience in this 
Would be a Vice, and Men might juſtly ſay 
My Love was but a Flaſh of winged Lightning, 

And not a Veſtal Flame, which always ſhines ; 
His Wooing is a Complement not a Paſſion, 
Who can, if Fortune ſnatch away his Miſtris, 
Spend ſome few Tears, then take another choice, 
Mine is not ſo; Oh Callidera. 
Cla. Fie Brother, you're a Man, 
And ſhould not be ſhaken with every Wind; 
If it were poſſible to call her back 
With Mourning, Mourning were a Piety, 
But ſince you cannot, you mult give me leave 
To call it a Folly. 
Phi. So it is; 
And J will therefore ſhape ſome other Courſe, 
This doleful place ſhall never ſee me more, 
Unleſs it ſee her too in my Embraces, 
You, Siſter, may retire unto my Farm, 
Adjoining to the Woods, 
And my Eſtate | leave for you to manage; 
If I find her, expect me there, if not 
Do you hve happier than your Brother hath. 
Cla. Alas! how can l, if you leave me? but 
I hope your Reſolution will be alter d. 
Phi. Never: tarewel good Demopbil, 
Farewel Spodaia, temper your Laments; 
If I return we ſhall again be happy. 
Spo. You ſhall not want my Prayers. 
The Gods that pity Lovers, (if there be any) 
Attend upon you. 
Cla. Will you needs go? | 
Pj. I knit Delays ; were time I were now ready, 
And 1 ſhall fin if I ſeem dull or {low 
In any thing which touches Callidora, 
Dem. Oh! that Name wounds me; we ll bearyou company 
A little way, and Clariana look | 
To ſee us often at your Country-Farm, 
We'll ſigh and grieve together. | 
G 2 Als. 
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Enter Alupis and Palæmon. 


Alu. Come, come away, &c. 
Now where are all your Sonnets,? your rare Fancies? 
Could the Morning Muſick, which you wak'd 
Your Miſtris with, prevail no more than this? 

Why in the City now your very Fidlers 
Good morrow to your Worſhip, will get ſomething, 
Hath ſhe deny'd thee quite? 

Pal. She hath undone me; I have plow'd the Sea, 
And begot ſtorming Billows. 

Alu. Can no Perſuaſions move her? 

Pal. No more than thy leaſt Breath can ſtir an Oak, 
Which hath this many years ſcorn'd the fierce Wars 
Of all the Winds. 

Alu. Tis a good Hearing; then 
She'll coſt you no more pairs of Turtle-Doves, 

Nor Garlands knit with amorous Conceits; 

I do perceive ſome rags of the Court- Faſhions 
Viſibly now creeping into the Woods; 

The more he ſhews his Love, the more ſhe (lights him, 
Yet will take any Gift of him as willingly 

As Countrv Juſtices the Hens and Geeſe 

Of their offending Neighbours; this is right: 
Now if I lov'd this Wench, I would fo handle her. 
Fd teach her what the Difference were betwixt 
One who had ſeen the Court and Cuty- Tricks, 
And a meer Shepherd. 

Pal. Lions are tam'd, and become Slaves to Men, 
And Tygers oft forget their Cruelty 
They ſuck'd from their fierce Mothers; but a Woman! 
Ah me! a Woman! —— 

Alu. Yet if I ſaw ſuch Wonders in her Face 
As you do, I ſhould never doubt to win her. 

Pal. How pray? if Gifts would do it, ſhe hath had 
The daintieſt Lambs, the Hope of all my Flock; 
I let my Apples hang for her to gather; 

The painful Bee did never load my Hives, 
Wich Honey which ſhe taſted not. 
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Alu. You miſtake, Friend, I mean not ſo. 
Pal. How then? if Poetry would do it, what Shade 

Hath not been Auditor of my amorous Pipe? 

What Banks are not acquainted with her Praiſes ? 

Which I have ſung in Verſes, and the Shepherds 

Say they are good ones, nay they call me Poet, 

Altho' Lam not eaſie to believe them. 
Alu. No, no, no; that's not the way. | 
Pal. Why how ? 

If ſhew of Grief had Rhetorick enough 

To move her, I dare {wear ſhe had been mine 

Long before this; what day did e er peep forth 

In which I wept not dulier than the Morning ? 

Which of the Winds hath not my Sighs increas'd 

At ſundry times? how often have I cried 

Hylace, Hylace, till the docile Woods 

Have anſwered Hylace? and every Valley, 

As if it were my Rival, ſounded Hylace. 

Alu. Ay, and you are a moſt rare Fool for doing fo. 

Why 'was that poiſoned all; had I a Miſtreſs 

Pd almoſt beat her, by this Light I would, 

For they are much about your Spaniels Nature; 

But whilſt you cry, dear Hylace, O Hylace ? 

Pity the Tortures of my burning Heart 

She'll always mince it, like a Citizens Wife, 

At the firſt asking; tho her tickled Blood 

Leaps at the very mention; therefore now 

Leave off your whining Tricks, and*take my Counſel, 

Firſt then be merry; For tis but @ Folly, Cc. 

Pal. Tis a hard Leſſon for my Mind to learn, 

But I would force my ſelf, if that would help me. 

Alu. Why, thou ſhalt ſee it will; next I would have thee 

To laugh at her, and mock her pititully 

Study for jeers againſt next time you ſee her, 

PII 7 along with you, and help t abuſe her, 

Till we have made her cry, worſe than ger you did; 

When we have us'd her thus a little while, 

She'll be as tame and gentle Fr, 

Pal. But alas 
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This will provoke her more. 
Als. I'll warrant thee : beſides, what if it ſhould ? 

She hath refus'd you utterly already 

And cannot hurt you worſe ;z come, come, be rul'd ; 
And follow me, we'll put it ſtrait in Practice. 

| For tis but 4 folly, &c- | 
Pal. A match; I'll try all ways; ſhe can but ſcorn me, 

There is this Good in depth of Miſery, 

That Men may attempt any thing, 

Who know the worſt before-hand. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Callidorus. 


How happy is that Man, who in theſe Woods 
With ſecure Silence, wears away his time! 
Who is acquainted better with himſelf 

Than others; who fo great a Stranger is 

To City Follies, that he knows them not. 

He fits all day upon ſome meſſie Hill 
His rural Throne, arm'd with his Grook, his Scepter, 
A flowry Garland is his Country-Crown; 

The gentle Lambs and Sheep his Loyal Subjects, 
Which every Year pay him their fleecy Tribute; 
Thus in an humble Statelineſs and Majeſty 

He tunes his Pipe, .the Woods beſt Melody 

And is at once, what many Monarchs are not, 

Both King and Poet. I could gladly wiſh 

To ſpend the reſt of my unprofitable, 

And needleſs days in their innocuous Sports; 

But then my Father, Mother, and my Brother 
Recurr unto my Thoughts and ſtrait pluck down 

The Reſolution I had built before; 

Love names Philiftus to me, and o th' ſudden 

The Woods ſeem baſe, and all their harmleſs Pleaſures 
The Daughters of Neceflity not Vertue. 
Thus with my ſelf I wage a War, and am 

To my own Reſt a Traitor; I would fain 

Go home, but ſtill che Thought of Arbron frights me. 
How now? who's here? O *ns fair Hylace, 
The grumbling Shepherd's Daughter. 


Brighteſt 
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Enter Hylace. 


Brighteſt of all thoſe Stars that paint the Woods, 
And grace theſe ſhady Habitations, 
You're welcome ; how ſhall I requite the benefit 
Which you beſtow upon ſo poor a Stranger 
With your fair preſence? 
Hyl. It it be any Courteſie, tis one 
Which I would gladly do you, I have brought \ 
A rural Preſent, ſome of our own Apples. 
My Father and Mother are ſo hard, 
They watch'd the Tree, or elſe they had been more. 
Such as they are, if they can pleaſe your taſte, 
My Wiſh is crown'd. 
Cal. O you're too kind. 
And teach that Duty to me, which I ought 
To have perform'd; I won'd I could return 
The half of your Deſerts; but I am poor 
In every thing but Thanks. 
Hyl. Your Acceptance only is Reward 
Too great for me, : 
Cali. How they bluſh? 
A Man may well imagine they were yours, 
They bear ſo great a ſhew of Modeſty. 
Hyl. O you mock my Boldneſs 
To thruſt into my Company; but truly 
I meant no hurt in't, my Intents were virtuous, 
Cal. The Gods forbid that I ſhould nurſe a Thought 
So wicked ; thou art innocent I know, 
And pure as Venus Doves, or Mountain-Snow 
Which no Foot hath defild, thy Soul is whiter 
If there be any poſſibility of it) | 
Than that clear Skin that cloaths thy dainty Body. 
Hyl. Nay, my good Will deſerves not to be jeer d, 
You know I am a rude and Country-Wench. 
Cal. Far be it from my Thoughts, I {wear I honour 
And love thoſe Maiden- Virtues, which adorn you. 
Hyl. | wou'd you did, as well as I do you, 
MW But the juſt Gods intend me not fo happy, 
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Erter Bellula. 5 


And I mult be contented. I'm undone. 
Here's Bellula, what is ſhe grown my Rival? 

Bel. Bleſs me! whom fee 1? Hylace? ſome Cloud 
Or friendly Miſt involve me. | : 

Hy!. Nay, Bellula, I ſec you well enough. 

Cal. Why doth the Day ſtart back? are you ſo cruel | 
To ſhew us firſt the Light, and having firuck | 
Wonder into us, ſnatch it from our fight ? 
If Spring, crown'd with the Glories of the Earth, 
Appear upon the heavnly Ram, and ſtreight 
Creep back again into a grey hair'd Froſt, 

Men will accuſe its Forwardneſs. | 

Hyl. Pray Heaven 
He be not taken with her ; ſhe's ſomewhat fair ; 

He did not make ſo long a Speech to me, 
I'm ſure oft, tho I brought him Apples. 

Bel. I did miſtake my way; pray pardon me. 

yl. I wou'd you had elle. 

Cal. I muſt thank Fortune then which led you hither, 
But you can ſtay a little while and bleſs us? 

Bel. Les; ( and Love knows how willingly ) alas! 

I ſhail quite ſpoil my Garland er'e I give it him, 

Wich hiding it from Hylace, pray Pan 

She hath not ſtoln his Heart already from him, 

And cheatcd my Intentions. 

Hyl. I would fain be going, but if I ſhould leave her, 
It may be I ſhall give her opportunity 

To win him from me, for | know ſhe loves him, 

And hath perhaps a better Tongue than I, 

Altho 1 ſhould be loth to yield to her 

In Beauty or Complexion. 

Bel. Let me ſpeak 
In private with you; I am bold to bring 
A Garland to you, 'tis of the beſt Flowers 
Which I could gather, I was picking them 
All Veſterday. 

Ca/, How you oblige me to you ! 
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I thank you, Sweeteſt, how they flouriſh ſtill! 
Sure they grow better ſince your Hand has nipt them. 
Bel. They will do, when your Brow hath honour'd them; 
Then they may well grow proud and ſhine more freſhly: 
Cal. What Perfumes dwell in them! 
They ow theſe Odors to your Breath. 
Hyl. Defend me, ye good Gods, I think he kiſſes her, 
How long they have been talking! now perhaps 
She's woing him ; perhaps he forgets me 
And will conſent, III put him in remembrance. 
You have not taſted of the Apples yet, 
And they were good ones truly. 
Cal. I will do preſently, beſt» Hylace. | 
Hyl. That's ſomething yet, wou d he would ſpeak ſo always. 
Cal. I would not change them for thoſe glorious Apples, 
Which give ſuch Fame te the Heſperian Gardens. 
Bel. She hath out-gone me in her Preſent now, 
But I have got a Beechen Cup at home. 
Curiouſly graven with the ſpreading Leaves, 
And gladſome Burthen of a fruitful Vine, 
Which Damon, the beſt Artiſt of theſe Woods 
Made and beſtowed upon me. I'll bring that to morrow 
And give it him, and then ['ll warrant her 
She will not go beyond me. 
Hyl. What have you got a Chaplet? Oh! 
This is I ſee of Bellala's compoſing. 
Bel. Why Hylace ? you cannot make a better, 
What Flowers pray doth it want? 
Cal. Poor Souls! I pity them, and the more, 
Becauſe I have not been my ſelf a Stranger 
To theſe Love Paſſions, but I wonder 
What they can find in me worth their Affection; 
Truly I would fain ſatisfie them both, 
But can do neither; tis Fates crime, not mine. 
Bel. Whither go you, Shepherd? | 
Hyl. You will not leave us, will you? = 
Cal. Indeed | ought not, | 
You have both bought me with your Courtelies, 
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And ſhould divide me. 
yl. She came laſt to you. 
Bell. She hath another Love. 

And kills Palæmos with her Cruelty, | 

How can ſhe expect Mercy from another? 

Into what a Labyrinth doth Love draw Mortal ? | 

And then blindfolds them ! what a Miſt it throws 

Upon their Senſe! if he be a God, | 

As ſure he is (his Power could not be ſo great elſe ) 

He knows the Impoſſibility which Nature 

Hath ſet betwixt us, yet entangles us, 

And laughs to ſee us ſtruggle. 

Cal. Dye both love me? 

Bel. I do, I'm ſure. 

Hyl. And J as much as ſhe. 

Cal. I pity both of you, for you have ſow d 

Upon unthankful Sand, whoſe dry'd up Womb 

Nature denies to bleſs with Fruitfulneſs, 

You are both fair, and more than common Graces 

Inhabit in you both; Bella's Eyes 

Shine like the Lamp of Heav'n, and ſo do Hylace's, 

Hylace's Cheeks are deeper dy'd in Scarlet 

Than the chaſt Morning's Bluſhes, ſo are Bella's, 

And I proteſt I love you both. Yet cannot, 

Let muſt not enjoy either. | 
Bell. You ſpeak Riddles. | 

Cal. Which Times Commentary 

Muſt only explain to you; and till then 

Farewell good Bellula, fare wel good Hylax, | 

I thank you both. Exit. 

Hyl. Alas! my Hopes are ſtrangled. [ Ext, 
Bell. 1 will not yet deſpair : He may yet grow milder, 

He bad me farewel firſt; and look'd upon me | 

Wich a more ſtedfaſt Eye, than upon her, 

When he departed hence: twas a good Sign; 

At leaſt I will imagine it to be fo, 

Hope is the trueſt Friend, and ſeldom leaves one. [ Exit. 
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Enter Truga. 
doubt not but this will move him, 
For they are good Apples, but my Teeth are gone, 
I cannot bite them; but for all that tho, 
III warrant you I can love a young Fellow 
As well as any of them all: ay that I can, 
And kiſs him too as ſweetly. Oh! here's the Mad-man. 


Eater Aphron. 


Hercules, Hercules, ho Hercules, where are you ? 
Lend me thy Club and Skin, and when I ha done, 
Vil fling them to thee again: why Hercule: 
Pox on you, are you drunk? can you not anſwer ? 
ll travel then without them, and do Wonders. 
Tru. I quake all over, worſe than any Fit 
Of the Palfie which I have had this forty years, 

Could make me do. 

Aph. So I ha' found the Plot out, 
Firſt Ill climb up on Porter Aslss ſhoulders, 
And craul into Heaven, and Tm fure 
I cannot chuſe but find her there. 

Tru. What would become of me, if he ſhould ſee me? 
Truly he's a good proper Gentleman, 
If he were not mad, I would not be fo 'fraid of him. 


Apb. What have I caught thee, faireſt of all Women? 
Where haſt thou hid thy ſelf fo long from Apbron? 


Apbron, who hath been dead till this bleſt minute? 
Tra. Ha, ha, ha, whom doth he take me for? 


Apb. Thy Skin is whiter than the ſnowy Feathers 
Ot Leda Swans. 


Tra. La' you there now, — -- 
I thought I was not unhandſome as they'd make me. 

Apb. Thy Hairs are brighter than the Moons, 

Than when ſhe ſpreads her Beams, and fills her Orb. 
Tru. Beſhrew their Hearts that call this Gentleman mad. 

He hath his Senſes Ill warrant him, about him, 

As well as any Fellow of them all. 
Apb. Thy Teeth are like two Arches made of 3 : 
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Of pureſt Ivory. | 
Tru. Ay for thoſe few I have, 
I think they're white enough. 
Ab. Thou art as freſh as May is, and thy Look 
Is Picture of the Spring. 
Tru, Nay, I am but ſome fourſcore years and ten, 
And bear my Age well; yet Alupis lays 
I look like January, but I'll teach the Knave 
Another Tune Ill warrant him. 
Apb. Thy Lips are Cherries, let me taſte them, Sweet, 
Tru. You have beg d ſo handſomly. 
Abb. Ha! ye good Gods defend me! Tis a Witch, a Hag. 
Tru. What am 1? | 
Ab. A Witch, one that did take the ſhape 
Of my beſt Miſtris, but thau could'ſt not long 
Bely her Pureneſs. : 
= Now he's ſtark mad again upon the ſudden 
He had ſome Senſe e'n now. 
Aphb. Thou look ſt as if thou wert ſome wicked Woman 
Frighted out of the Grave; defend me, how 
Her Eyes do fink into their ugly Holes, 
As 1! they were afraid to ſee the Light. | 
Tu. | will not be abus d thus, that I will not. 
My Hair was bright en now, and my Looks freſh. 
Am I ſo quickly chang d? 
Aph. Her Breath inſects the Air, and ſows a Peſtilence 
Where. ever it does comes; what hath ſhe there? 
1! theſe are Apples made up with the Stings 
Of Scorpions, and the Blood of Baſilisks; 
Which being {wallow'd up, a thouſand Pains 
Eat on the Heart, and gnaw the Entrails out, 
Tru. Thou ly'ſt; ay, thou doſt, 
For theſe are honeſt Apples, that they are; 
I'm ſure I gather'd them my ſelf. 
Apb. From the Stygian Tree, give them me quickly, 
or I mill — 
Tru. What will you do? pray take them. | 
Aph. Get thee gone quickly from me, for I know thee; 
Thou art T:/iphone. 3 
Ts. 
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Tru. Tis falſe ; for I —_— {ſuch Woman. 
I am glad I am got from him, would I had 
My Apples too, but tis no matter tho, 
Il have a better Gift for Callidorus 
To morrow, | 
Apb. The Fiend is vaniſh'd from me, 
And hath left theſe behind for me to taſte of, 
But I will be too cunning : Thus Ell ſcatter them, 
Now I have fpoil'd her Plot; unhappy he 
Who finds them. 


The End of the ſecond AG. 


Ac x III. SCENE |. 


Enter Florellus. 


* HE Sun five times had gone his yearly Progreſs, 
Since laſt I ſaw my Siſter, and returning 

Big with Deſire to view my native Sicily, 

I found my aged Parents ſadly mourning 

The Funeral ( for to them it ſeems no leſs) 

Of their departed Daughter ; what a Welcome 

This was to me, all in whoſe Hearts a Vein 

Of Marble grows not, may eaſily conceive 

Without the dumb Perſuaſions of my Tears. 

Yet, as if that were nothing, and it were 

A kind of Happineſs in Miſery, 

It 'r come without an Army to attend it. 

As I paſsd through theſe Woods, 1 ſaw a Woman 
Whom her Attire call'd Shepherdeſs, but her Face 

Some diſguisd Angel, or a Sylvan Goddeſs; 
It ſtrack ſach Adoration (for I durſt not 
Harbour the Love of ſo divine a Beauty) 

That ever ſince I could not teach my Thonghes 


Another 
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Another Object; in this happy Place. 

(Happy her Preſence made it) the appear'd, 

And breath'd freſh honors on the ſmiling trees, 

Which owe more of their gallantry co her 

Than to the Musky kiſſes of the Weſt winds. 


Ha! ſhre'tis ſhe; thus doth the Sun break forth 
From the black curtain of an envious Cloud, 


Enter Alupis, Bellula, Hylace, 
Alu. For tis but a folly, &c. 
Hyl. We did not ſend for you; pray leave us. 
Alu. No by this light, not till I ſee you cry; 5 
When you have ſhed ſome penitential tears | 
For wronging of Palamon, there may be | 
A truce concluded betwixt you and me. 
Bel. This is uncivil, 
To thruſt into our company; do you think 
That we admire your wit? pray go to them 
That do, we would be private” © 
Alu. To what purpole ? 
You ask how many Shepherds he hath ſtrooken? 
Which is the propereſt man? which kiſſes ſweeteſt? 
Which brings her the beſt Preſents? and then tell 
What a fine man woos you, how red his lips are? 
How bright his Eyes are? and what dainty Sonnets 
He hath compoſed in honour of your Beauty ? 
And then at laſt, with what rare Tricks you fool him ? 
Thele are your learnd Diſcourſes ; but were all 
Men of my Temperance, and Wildom too, 
You ſhould woo us, I and woo hardly too, 
Beſore you got us. 
Flo. O prophaneneſs! . 
Can he ſo rudely ſpeak to that bleſt Virgin, 
And not be ſtrucken dumb ? 
Alu. Nay, you have both a mind to me; I know it, 
But I will marry neither; I come hither 
Not co gaze on you, or extol your Beauty 3 
I come to vex you, 
Ho. Ruder yet? I cannot, 
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I will not ſuffer this; mad fellow, is there 
No other Nymph in all theſe ſpacious Woods, 
To fling thy wild, and ſaucy laughter at, 
But her 2 whom thy great Deity, even Pas 
Himſelf, would honour; do not dare to utter 
The ſmalleſt accent, if not cloath'd with reverence. 
Nay, do not look upon her but with eyes 
As humble and ſubmiſſive as thou wouldſt 
5 the brow of Majeſty, when it frowns: 
I ſpeak but that which Duty binds us all to. 
Thou ſhalt not think upon her, no not think, 
Without as much reſpect and honor to her 
As holy Men in ſuperſtitious Zeal - 
Give to the Images they worſhip. 
Bell. Oh! this is the Gentleman courted me th' other day, 
Alu. Why ? have you got a Patent to reſtrain me? 
Or do you think your glorious ſute can fright me? 
'Twould do you much more credir at the Theatre, 
To riſe betwixt the Acts, and look about 
The Boxes, and then cry, God ſave you, Madam; 
Or hear you out in quarrelling at an ordinary, 
And make your Oaths become you; have you ſhown 
Your gay Apparel every where in Town, 
That you can afford us the fight of t, or 
Hath that grand Devil whole eclipſed Sergeant, 
Frighted you out o th City ? 
Flo. Your looſe Jeſts 
When they are ſhot at me, I ſcorn to take 
Any Revenge upon them, but Neglect, 
For then tis raſhneſs only, but as ſoon 
As you begin to violate her name, 


Nature and Conſcience too bids me be angry, 
For then tis Wickednels. 


Alu. Well, if t be fo, 

hope you can forgive the fin that's paſt 

Without the doleful ſight of trickling Tears, 

For I have Eyes of Pumice; Fm content 

To let her reſt in quiet; but you have given me. 
Free leave tabuſe you, on the condition 


You 
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You will revenge it only with Neglect, | 
For then tis Raſhneſs only Flo What are you biting ? 
Where did you pick theſe fragments up of Wit? | 
Alu. Where I paid dear enough 2 Conſcience for them 
They ſhould be more than fragments by their price, 
I bought them, Sir, even from the very Merchants. 
I ſcorn'd to deal with your poor City- Pedlers, that (ell 
By Retail; but let that pals, For tis but a Folly, &c. 
Flo. Then you have ſeen the City. 
Als. I, and felt it too, I thank the Devil; Pm ſure 
It ſuckt up in three Years the whole Eſtate | 
My Father left, tho he were counted rich: 
A pox of forlorn Captains, pitiful things, 
Whom you miſtake for Soldiers, only by 
Their ſounding Oaths, and a Buff Jerkin, and 
Some Hiſtories which they have learn'd by roat, 
Of Battels fought in Perſia, or Polonia, 
Where they themſelves were of the conquering fide, 
Although God knows one of the City-Captains, 
Arm'd with broad Scarf, Feather, and Scarlet Bree 
When he inſtructs the Youth on Holy-days, 
And is made ſick with fearful noiſe of Guns, 
Would poſe them in th' Art Military; theſe 
Were my firſt Leeches. 
Flo. So, no wonder then you ſpent ſo faſt. 
Alu. Piſh, theſe were nothing: 
I grew to keep your Poets Company, 
Thole are the Soakers, they refin'd me firſt 
Of thoſe groſs Humours that are bred by Mony, 
And made me ſtrait a Wit, as now you lee, 
For tis but 4 Folly, &c. 
- Flo. But haſt thou none to fling thy Salt upon, 
But theſe bright Virgins? | 
Alu. Yes, now you are here, 
You are as good a Theme, as I could wiſh. 
Hyl. Tis beſt for me to go, while they are talking, 
For if | ſteal not from Alupis fight, 
He'll follow me all day to vex me. U Exit, 
Alu. What are you vaniſhing, coy Miſtris Hylaece? 
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Nay, I'll be with you ſtrait, but firſt I'll fetch 
Pal emon, now if he can play his part 
And leave oft whining, we'll have Princely Sport; 
Well, I may live in time to have the Women 
Scratch out my Eyes, or ſcold me ſoon to Death, 
I ſhall deſeive it richly: Farewel Sir, 
I have Employment with the Damſel gone, 
And cannot now intend you. | [ Exit. 
Flo. They're both gone, | 
Direct me now, good Love, and teach my Tongue 
Th' Inchantments that thou wood'ſt thy PHyebe with. 
Bell. Farewel, Sir. 8 
F,o. Oh! be not fo cruel, 
Let me enjoy my ſelf a little while, 
Which, without you I can'c. 
Bell. Pray let me go 
| To tend my Sheep, there's none that looks to them, 
And if my Father miſs me, he'll ſo chide. 
Flo. Alas! thou needſt not fear, for th Wolf himſelf, 
Tho hunger whet the fury of its nature, 
Would learn to ſpare thy pretty Flocks, and be 
As careful as the Shepherds Dog to guard them, 
Nay, if he ſhould not, Pan would preſent be 
And keep thy tender Lambs in ſafety for thee, 
For tho he be a Cod he would not bluſh 
To be thy Servant. g 


Bell. Oh! You'ce courtly, Sir: J 
But your fine Words will not deſend my Sheep, 
Or ſtop them if they wander; let me go. 
Flo. Are you fo fearful of your Cattles Loſs? 
Yet fo neglectful of my periſhing, 
(For without you how can I choole but periſh?) 
Tho I my felt were moſt contemptible, 
Yer for this reaſon only, that I love 
And honour, you, I deſerve more than they do. 
Bell, What would you do that thus you urge my Stay? 
Flo. Nothing 1 {wear that ſhould offend a Saint, 
Nothing which can call up the Maiden- Blood, 1 
H — 


o8 LOVES RIDDLE. 
To lend thy Face a Bluſh, nothing which chaſt 
And virtuous Siſters can deny their Brothers, 
1 do confeſs I love you, but the fire 
In which Fove courted his ambiticus Miſtris, 
Or that by holy Men on Altars kindled, 
Is not fo pure as mine is; I would only 
Gaze thus upon thee; feed my hungry Eyes 
Sometimes wich thoſe bright Treſſes, which the Wind 
Far happier than I, plays up and down in, 
And ſometimes with thy Cheeks, thoſe roſi Twins; 
Then gently touch thy Hand, and often kiſs it, 
Till thou thy ſelf ſhouldſt check my Modeſty, 
And yield thy Lips, but farther, tho thou ſhoud'ſt 
Like other Maids with weak refiſtance ask it, | 
(Which | am ſure thou wilt) I would not offer 
Till lawful Hymen joyn us both, and give 
A Licence unto my Defires. 

Bill. Which I 
Need not beſtow much Language to oppoſe, 
Fortune and Nature have forbidden it, | 
When they made me arude and homely Wench, 
You (if your Cloaths and Carriage be not Lyars ) 
By State and Birth a Gentleman. 
Flo. I hope Be | 
I may without ſuſpicion of a Boaſter 
Say that 1 am fo, elſe my Love were ne 


For do you think wiſe Nature did inten 
You for a Shepherdeſs, when ſhe beſtow'd 


Such pains in your Creation? would fhe fetch 


The Perfumes of Arabia for your Breath? 
Or ranſack Peſtum of her choiceſt Roſes ; 
T* adorn your Cheeks? would ſhe bereave the Rock 
Of Coral for your Lips, and catch two Stars LE 
As they were falling, which ſhe form'd your Eyes of? 
Would ſhe herſelf turn Work. woman and ſpin 
Threads of the fineſt Gold to be your Trefles ? 
Orc rob the Great to make one Microcoſm ? 

And having finiſh'd quits the beauteous Wonder, 
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Hide it from publick View and Admiration? 
No; ſhe would fer it on ſome Pyramid, 
To be the Spectacle of many Eyes: 
And it doth grieve me that my niggard Fortune, 
Rais'd me not up to higher Eminency, 
Not that I am ambitious of ſuch Honours 
But that through them I might be made more worthy 
To enjoy you. ; g 
Bell. You are for ought I ſee | 
Too great already; I will either live, 
An undefiled Virgin as I am, 
Or if I marry, not belye my Birth, 
But join my. ſelf to ſome plain vertuous Shepherd. 
(For Calid. is ſo) and I will be either his or no Bodies [ A/ide, 
Flo. Pray hear me. 
Bell. Alas! I have Sir, and do therefore now 
Prepare to anſwer ; if this Paſſion 
Be Love, my Fortune bids me deny you ; | 
If Luſt, my Honeſty commands to ſcorn you. 4 
Farewel. | es | 
Flo. O ſtay a little! but two words; ſhe's gone, 
Gone, like the glorious Sun, which being ſer, 
Night creeps behind and covers all; ſome way 
I muſt ſeek out to win her, or what's eaſier 
(And the blind Man himſelf without a guide 
May find) ſome way to die; would I had been 
Born a poor Shepherd in theſe ſhady Woods, 
Nature is cruel in her Benefits, 
And when ſhe gives us Hony, mingles Gall. 
She ſaid that, it ſhe married, the Woods. 
Should find a Husband for her. rr" 
I will woo her 
In Silvan Habit, then perhaps ſhe'll love me 
But yet I will not, that's in vain ; 1 will coo, 


| It cannot hurt to try. 


[ Exit. 
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Enter Alupis, Palæmon, after them Hylace. 
Als. Nay come, ſhe's juſt behind ns, are you ready ? 
When ſhe (colds, be you loudeſt, if ſhe cry, 
Then laugh abundantly, thus we will vex her 
Into a good conceit of you. 125 
Pal. I'll warrant you; you have inſtructed me enough, 
She comes. 
Hyl. Ist poſſible that Bella — 
Pal Fair Creature 
Hyl. Sure thou wert born to trouble me: who ſent for thee ? 
Pal. Whom all the Nymphs (tho Women uſe to be 
As you know, envious of anothers Beauty) 
Confeſs the Pride and Glory of theſe Woods. 
Hl. When did you make this Speech? *tis a moſt neat one: 
Go, get you gone, look to your rotten Cattle, 
You'll never keep a Wife, who are not able 
To keep your Sheep. 
Alu. Good! ſhe abuſes him. 
Now 'tis a Miracle he doth not cry. 
Pal. Thou whom the Stars might envy *cauſe they are 
Our ſhone by thee on Earth. 
Hyl Pray get you gone, 
Or hold your prating Tongue, for whatſoever, 
Thou ſayeſt, I will not hear a Syllable: | 
Much leſs anſwer thee. x 
Pal. No, I il try that ſtrait, 
I have a Preſent here— 
Which if you'll give me leave, I ſhall preſume 
To dedicate to your Service. 
Hy. Youre ſo cunning, | 
And have ſuch pretty ways to entice me with; 
Come let me fee it. 
Pal. Oh! have you fcund a Tongue? 
Ithought I had not been worth an Anſwer. 
Hyl. How now; what Tricks are theſe? 
Give it me quickly, or — 
Pal, Pray get you gone, or hold your prating Toons: 
/ of 
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For whatſoever thou ſay'ſt 1 will not hear 
A Syllable ; and much leſs anſwer thee. i 
2 Alu, Good Boy faith: now let me come. 
yl. This is ſome Plot I ſee, would I were gone, 
I had as live ſee the Wolf as this Alupis « 
Alu. Here's a fine Ring, I faith, a very pretty one, 
Do your Teeth water at it Damſel? ha? | 
Why, we will ſell our Sheep and Oxen, Girl, | 
Hang them, ſcurvy Beaſts, to buy your pretty Knacks; 
That you might laugh at us, and call us Fools, 
e And jger us too, a as our Wit reaches, 
Bid us be gone, and when we have talk'd two Hours. 
Deny to anſwer us; nay you mult ſtay | She offers to be gone. 
And hear a little more. | 
e: Hyl. Muſt I? are you 
The Maſter of my Buſineſs ? I will not. 
Als. Faith but you ſhall; hear therefore and be patient. 
Ill have thee made a Lady, yes a Lady, 
For when thou'ſt got a Chain about thy Neck, 
And comely bobs to dandle in thine Ears : 
re MW When thou'ſt perſum d thy Hair, that if thy Breath 
Shouid be corrupted, it might ſcape unknown, 
And then beſtow'd two Hours in curling it, 
Uncovering thy Breaſt hither, thine Arms hither, 
And had thy Fucis curiouſly laid on; 
Thoud'ſt be the fineſt proud thing, I'll warrant thee 
Thou would'ſt out-do them all. | 
So, now go thee to her, 
And let me breath a little; 
For 'tis but a Folly, &c. 
Hyl. Oh! is t your turn to ſpeak again? no doubt 
But we ſhall have a good Oration then, 
For they call you the learned Shepherd; well! | 
This is your Love, I ſee. _ 
Pal. Ha, ha, ha, | 
What ſhould | love a Stone? or woo a Picture? = 
Alas! I muſt be gone, for whatſo er 
e? | lay, you will not hear a Syllable, . 8G 
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Much leſs anſwer; go, you think you are 
So ſingularly handſom, when alas, 
Galla Menalca s Daughter, Bellula 
Or Amaryllis overcome you quite. | 
yl. This is a ſcurvy Fellow; Ell fit him for't, 
No doubt they are; I wonder that your Wiſdom 
Will trouble me ſo long with your vain Suit, 
Why do you not woo them ? 
Pal. Perhaps Ido; 
Fll not tell you, becauſe you'll envy them, 
And always be diſpraiſing of their Beauties. 0 
Hyl. It ſhall appear I will not, for I'll ſooner 
Embrace a Scorpion, than thee, baſe Man. 
Pal. Ha, ha, ha, 
Alupis, do ſt thou hear her; ſhe'll cry preſently, 
Do not deſpair yer, Girl, by your good Carriage 
You may recall me ſtill; ſome ſew Entreaties 
Mingled with Tears may get a Kiſs perhaps. 
Hl. I would not kiſs thee for the Wealth of Sicily, 
Thou wicked perjur'd Fellow. 
Pal. Alupis, Oh! 1 4 
We have incens d her too much ! how ſhe looks? 
Prithee Alupit, help me to intreat, 
You know he did but jeſt, dear Hylace, 
Alupi, prichee ſpeak, beſt beauteous Hylace, 
I did but dot to try you, pray forgive me, 
Upon my Knees I beg it. 
Alu. Here's a precious Fool. | 
yl. Dot thou ſtill mock me? haſt thou found more ways? 
Thou need ſt not vex my Wit to move my Hate, 
Sooner the Sun and Stars ſhall ſhine together, 
Sooner the Wolf make Peace with tender Lambs, 
Than I with thee; thou rt a Diſeaſe to me, 
And wound'ſt my Eyes. [ Exit. 
Pal. Eternal Night involve me! if there be | 
A Puniſhment (but ſure there is not any) 
Greater than what her Anger hath inflicted, 
May that fall on me too | how have ] fooi'd N 
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Away my Hopes? how have I been my ſelf 
To my own ſelf a Thief? 
Als. I told you this. G 
That if ſhe ſhould but frown, you muſt needs fall 
To your old Tricks again. 
Pal, Is this your Art? : 
A Lovers Curſe upon it; Oh! Alupi 
Thou haſt done worſe than murther'd me: for which 
May all thy Flocks pine and decay like me, 
May thy curſt Wit hurt all, but moſt its Maſter : 
May'it thou (for I can wiſh no greater ill) 
Love one like me, and be, like me, contemn'd. 
Thou'ſt all the Darts my Tongue can fling at thee, 
But 1 will be reveng'd ſome other way. 
Before | die, which cannot now be long. 
Alu. Poor Shepherd! I begin to pity him. 
I'll ſee if can comfort him; Palemon, 
Pal. Nay, do not follow me, Grief,” Paſſion, 
And troubled Thoughts are my Companions, 
Thoſe 1 had rather entertain than thee, 
It you chooſe this way, let me go the other, 
And in both Parts diſtracted Error, thee 
May Revenge quickly meet, may Death meet me, [ Exit. 
Alu. Well, I ſay Pan defend me from a Lover, 
Ot all came mad-men certainly they're the worſt, 
would not meet with two ſuch Creatures more 
For any good, they without doubt would put me, 
If it be poſſible, into a Fit of Sadneſs, 
Though it Be but folly, &c. | 
Well; I muſt find ſome Plot yet to ſalve this, 
Becauſe I have engaged my Wit in the Buſinefs, 
And 'twould -be a greater Scandal to the City, 
]f I who have ſpent my means there, ſhould not be 
Able to cheat theſe Shepherds. N 
How now, how now, 
Have we more diſtreſſed Lovers here? 
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Enter Aphron. f 
Apb. No, I'm a Mad man. 
Alu. I gave ſhrewd gueſs at it at firſt ſight, | 
I thought thee little better, Apb. Better, why? 
Can there be any better than a Mad man? 
Itell thee, I came here to be a Mad: man, ] 
Nay, do not diſſuade me from't, I would be 


A very Mad-man. 
Can there be any better than a Mad-man ? ; 
I tell thee, I came here to be a Mad man, | 

Ala. A good Reſolution ! 
[is as genteel a courle, as you can take, 
I have known gieat ones have not been aſham'd oft ö : 
But what cauſe pray drove you into this Humour? 
Apb. Why a Miſtris, 
And ſuch a beauteous one doſt thou ſee no body? 
She {its upon a Throne amongſt the Stars 

And out- ſhines them, look up and be amazed, 

Such was her Beauty here, — ſuch theie do lie 
A thouſand Vapours in the {I:epy Eyes, 

Vo ſt thou not lee her yet? nor yet? nor yet ? 
Alu. No, in good troth. 
Apb, 1 hou'rt dull and ignorant, 
Not skill'd at all in deep Aſtrology. 
Let me inſtruct thee, Alu. Prichee do, for thou 
Art in an admirable caſe to teach now 
Apb. Ill thew thee firſt all the Celeſtial Signs, 0 
And to begin, look on that horned Head, 5 
Alu. Whole is t? Jupiter? a 
-  Apb. No, 'tis the Ram; 
Next that, the ſpacious Bull fils up p che Place. 
Alu. The Bull? tis well, the Fellows of che Guard 
Intend not to come hither ; if they did 
The Gods might chauce to loſe their Beef. 
Abp. And then, 
Yonacr's the Sign of Gemini, doſt ſee't? 
Alu. Yes, yes, I lee one of the zcalous Siſters 
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Mingled in Friendſhip with a holy Brother 
To beget Reformations, 
Apb. And there fits Capricorn. Alu. AWelchman, ist not? 
Apb. There Cancer creeps along with gouty pace, 
As if his Feet were ſleepy, there, d'ye mark it? 
Alu. I, I, Aldermanlike a walking after Dinner, 
His Paunch o'ercharg'd with Capon and with White-brath. 
Apb. But now, now, now, now, gaze eternally, 
Hadſt thou as many Eyes as the black Night, 
They would be all too little, ſeeſt thou Virgo? 
Alu. No, by my Troth, there are ſo few on Earth, 
I ſhould be loth to {wear there's more in Heaven, 
Than only one. 
Aph. That was my Miſtris once, but is of late 
Tranſlated to the height of deſerv'd Glory, 
And adds new Ornaments to the wondring Heavens, 
Why do I ſtay behind then, a meer nothing 
Without her preſence to give Life and Being ? 
If chere be any Hill whoſe lofty Top 
Nature has made contiguous with Heaven, 
Tho it be ſteep, rugged as Neptune: Brow, 


Tho arm'd with Cold, with Hunger, and Diſeaſes, 


And all the other Soldiers of Miſery, 
Yer I would climb it up, that I might come 
Next place to.thee, and there be made a Star. 
Alu. | prithee do, for amongſt all the Beaſts 
That help to make up the Celeſtial Signs, 
There's a Calf wanting yer. 
Apb. But ſtay 
Alu. Nay, | have learnt enough Aſtrology. 
pb. Hunger and Faintneſs have already leiz'd me, 
Tis a long Journey thither, I ſhall want 
Proviſion; canſt thou help me, gentle Shepherd? 
And when I am come thither, I will ſnatch 1 
The Crown of Ariadne, and fling't down 
To thez for a Reward. Alu. No doubt you will; 
But you ſhall need no Victuals, when you have ended 
Lour toilſom Journey, kill the Ram you talk of, 1 
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And feed your ſelf with moſt celeſtial Mutton. 
Aph. Thou'rt in the right, if they deny me that, 
Il pluck the Bear down from the Artique Pole, 
And drown it in thoſe Waters 1t avoids, 
And dares not touch; i tug the Hyades 
And make them to fit down in ſpight of nature; 
Fll meet with Charl:s his Wain and overturn't, 
And break the Wheels oft, till Bootes ſt art 
For fear, and grow more {low than e er he was. 
Alu. By this good light he'll ſnuff the Moon anon, 
Here's words indeed would fright a Conjurer, 
"Tis pity that theſe huge Gigantick Speeches 
Are not upon the Stage, they would do rarely, 
For none would underſtand them, I could wiſh 
Some Poet here now, with his Table-Book. 


Apb. I'll cuff with Pollux and out- ride thee, Caſtor, 


When the fierce Lion roars I'll pluck his Heart out, 

And be call'd Cordelien; I'll grapple with the Scorpion, 

Take his Sting out and fling it to the Earth, S721 
Alu, To me, good Sir, 

It may perhaps raiſe me a great Eſtate 

With ſhewing't up and down for Pence apiece. 


Apb. Alcides freed the Earth from ſavage Monſters, 


And I will freethe Heavens, and be call'd 
Don Hercules Alcido de ſecunds. 
Ala. A brave Caſtilian Name. 
Apb. Tis a hard Task, 
But if that Fellow did ſo much by Strength, 
I may well do't arm'd both with Love and Fury. 
Als. Of which thou haſt enough. 
Aph. Farewel thou Rat : 
The Cedar bids the Shrub adieu. 
Alu. Farewel 
Don Hercules Alcido de ſecundo. 
If thou ſcar'ſt any, twill be by that Name. 
This is a wonderful rare Fellow, and | 
like his Hamour mightily — who's here? 
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Euter Truga. 


The Chronicle of a hundred Years ago! 
How many Crows has ſhe out-liv'd? ſure Death 
Has quite forgot her; by this Memento mori 
I muſt invent ſome Trick to help Palemon. 
Tru, | am going again to Callidorus, 
Bur I have got a better Preſent now, 
My own Ring made of good Ebony, 
Which a young handſom Shepherd beſtowed on me 
Some tourſcore Years ago, when they all lov'd me, 
I was a handſome Laſs, I was in thoſe Days. | 
Alu. I, ſo thou wert, I'll warrant; here's good fign oft, 
Now [ll begin the Work, Reverend Trugs, 
Whole very Autumn, ſhews how glorious 
The Spring-time of your Youth was 
Tru. Are you come 
To put your Mocks upon me; 
Als. 1 do confeſs indeed my former Speeches 
Have been too rude and ſaucy; I have flung 
Mad Jeſts too wildly at you; but conſidering 
The Reverence which is due to Age and Vertue, 
I have repented, will you ſee my Tears ? 
And believe them: Oh for an Onion now! 
Or 1 ſhall laugh aloud, ha, ha, ha! [ A/ide. 
Tru. Alas good Soul! I do forgive you truly; 
I would not have you weep for me, indeed 
I ever thought you would repent at laſt. 
Alu, You might well, 
But the right valuing of your Worth and Vertue 
Hath turn'd the Folly of my former Scorn 
Into a wiſer Reverence, pardon me 
It I ſay, Love. 
Tru. I, I, with all my Heart, 
But do you ſpeak ſincerely? 
Alu, Oh! it grieves me 
That you ſhould doubt it, what I ſpake before 
Were Lies, the oft-{pring of a fooliſh Raſhneſs, 
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I fee ſome Sparks ſtill of your Beauty, 
Which in ſpight of time ſtill flouriſh. 
Tra. Why I am not 

So old as you imagined, I am yet 
But Fourſcore Years. Am I a January, now? 
How do you think ? I always did believe 
You'd be of another Opinion one Day, 


I know you did but jeſt. 
Alu. Oh-no, ob- no, (I ſee it takes) L Aide, Wb | 
How you belye your Age--: for- let me ſee--- | 


A Man would take you- let me ſee . for | 
Some torty years or the eabouts (I mean four hundred) Ae. 
1 Not à Jot more I (wear. | 
= Tru. Oh no! you flatter me, ; | 
But I look ſomething freſh indeed this Morning. 
I ſhould pleaſe Callidorys mightily, 
But I'il not go; perhaps this Fellow 1s 
As handſom quite as he, and I perceive 
| He loves me hugely, 1 proteſt 1 will not 
Have him grow mad, which I may chance to do 
If 1 ſhould 1corn him. 
Alu. I have ſomething here | 
Which 1 wou'd fain reveal co you, but dare not 

Without your Licence. 
| Tru. Do in Pan; Name, do; now, now. 

Alu. The comely Gravity which adorns your Age, 
And makes you ſtill ſeem lively, hath fo ſtricken me- 

Tre. Alas good Soul! I muſt ſeem coy at firſt, 
But not too long, tor fear I ſhou'd quite loſe him. 

Alu. That 1 ſhall periſh uttecly, uniefs, 
Your gentle Nature help me. | 

Tru. Alas good Shepherd! 
And in troth 1 fain would help you. 
But | am paſt thoſe Vanities of Love. 

Alu. Oh no! in 
Wiſe Nature which pieſerv'd your Life till now 
Doth it becauſe you ſhou'd enjoy theſe Pleaſures 
Which do belong to Life, if you do deny me, 
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I am undone. 

Tru. Well, you ſhou'd not win me 
But that Iam loth co be held the Cauſe 
Of any young Man's Ruin, do not think it 
My want of Chaſtity, but my good Nature 
Which wou'd ſee no one hurt. 

Alu. Ah pretty Soul! [ Aſide. 
How ſupple tis, like Wax before the Sun! | 
Now. cannot I chuſe but kiſs her, there's the plague of t, 
Let's then joyn our Hearts, and ſeal them with a Kits. 

Tru, Well, let us then: | 
Twere Incivility to be your Debtor, 5 
Fll give you back again your Kiſs, Sweet heart, 

And come in th' Afternoon, I'll ſee you; 

My Husband will be gone to ſell ſome Kine, 

And Hylace tending the Sheep, till then: 

Farewell good Duck : [ Offers to go, 
But do you hear, becauſe you ſhall remember [ Turns back. 
To come, Il give thee here this Ebon Ring. 

But do not wear it, left my Husband chance 

To ſee't; Farewel Duck. 

Alu Leſt her Husband chance 
To ſee t: ſhe can't deny this, here's enough 
My Scene of Love is done then; is ſhe gone? 

III call her back; ho Tryge; Truga ho: 

Tru. Why do you call me, Duck? 

Ala. Only to ask one fooliſh Queſtion of thee : 
Ha'n't you a Husband? 

Tru. Yes, you know [ have. 

Alu. And do you love him? 

Tru. Why d'ye ask? I do. 

Alu. Yet you can be content to make him a Cuckold. 

Tru. Rather than ſee you periſh in your Flames, 

Alu. Why, art thou now two hundred Years of Age, 
Yet haſt no more Diſcretion but to think 
That I cou'd love thee ? ha, ha, ha, wert nne, 

I'd fell thee to ſome > bon thou would'ſt ſerve 
To ſcare away the Taifes as well as Crows, g 
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Tra. Oh, you're diſpoſed to jeſt I ſee, Farewel. 
Alu. Nay, I'm in very earneſt; I love you! 
Why thy Face is a V1zard. | 
Tru. Leave off theſe Tricks, I ſhall be angry elſe, 
And take away the Favours I beſtow'd: 
Alu. Tis known that thou haſt Eyes by the Holes only, 
Which are crept farther in, than thy Nole out, 
And that's almoſt a Yard; thy. quarreling Teeth 
Of ſuch a Colour are, that they themſelves: 
Scare one another, and do ſand at a diſtance; 
Thy Skin hangs looſe as if it fear'd the Bones, 
(For Fleſh thou haſt not) and is grown ſo black 
That a wild Centaur wou'd not meddle with thee, 
To conclude, Nature made the$ when ſhe was 
Only d1ſpos'd to jeſt, and length of time 
Has made thee more ridiculous. 
Tru. Baſe Villain, is this your Love? 
Give me my Ring again. 
Alu. No, no; ſoft there: 
I intend to beſtow it on your Husband : 
He'll keep it better far than you have done. 
Tru. What (hall I do? Alupis, good Alupir, 
Stay but a little while, pray do but hear me. 
Alu. No. I'll come to you in the Afternoon, 
Your Husband will be ſelling of ſome Kine, 
And Hylace tending the Sheep. 
, Tru, Pray hear me, command me any thing 
And be but ſilent of this, good Alupis; 
Hugh, Hugh, Hug. | 
Ala, Yes, yes, yes, I will be filent, 
Til only blow a Trumpet on yon Hill, 
Till all the Country-Swains are flockt about me, 
Then ſhew the Ring, and tell the Paſlages 
I wirt you and me. 
Tru, Alas! I am undone, 
Ala, Well now tis ripe; I have had ſport enough, 
Since I behold your Penitential Tears; | 
r1! propoſe thus to you, if you can Ft 
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Your Daughter to be married to Palæmon 
This Day, for I'll allow no longer time; 
To morrow 11! reſtore your Ring, and ſwear 
Never to mention what has paſt betwixt us, | 
If not — you know what follows take your Choice. 
Tru, I'll do my beſt Endeavour. 
Alu. Go make haſt then, | | 
You know your time's but ſhort, then uſe it well 
[ Exit, Truga, 
Now if this fail, the Devil's in all Wit. 
Ill go and thruſt it forward, if it take, 


Tit fing away the Day, 
For tis but @ Folly, 
To be melancholy, 


Let's live here whilſt we may. 


The End of the Tbird ACT. 


% 


Ac VI. S EXE I. 


Enter Callidorus, Belluls, Florellus. 


Cal. RAY follow me no more, methinks that Modeſty 
Which is ſo lively painted in your Face, 
Shou'd prompt your Maiden Heart with Fears and Bluſhes 
To truſt your ſelf in ſo much privateneſs | 
Wich one you know not. 
Bell. I ſhou'd love thoſe Fears, 
And call them hopes, cou'd I perſwade my ſelf 
W There were ſo much heat in you as to cauſe them; 
Prithee leave me; if thou doſt hope ſucceſs [To Folrellus. 
Io thine own Love, why interrup' thou mine? 
Flo, If Love cauſe you 
To follow him, how can you angry be? 
Becauſe Love forces me without reſiſtance 
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To do the ſame to you? * 

Bell Love ſhou d not grow * 
So ſubtil as to play with Arguments. 


Fls. Love ſhou'd not be an Enemy to Reaſon. 
Cal. Tho' Love is of it ſelf a kind of Folly, 


Bat to love one who cannot render back 


Equal deſire, is nothing elſe but Madneſs, 
Bell. Tell him fo; tis a Leſſon he ſhou'd learn. 

Flo. Not to love is of its felt a kind of hardueſs, 

- But not to love him who has always woc d you 
With chaſt Deſires, is nothing leis than Tyranny. 

Bell. Tell him ſo; tis a Leſſon he ſhou'd learn. 

Cal. Why do you follow him that flies from you? 

Flo. Why do you flie from him that follows you? 

Bel. Why do you follow? Why do you flie from me? 

Cal. The Fates command me that I muſt not love you. 

Flo. The Fates commands me that I needs muſt love you. 

Bell. The Fates impoſe the like command on me, 
That vou, I muſt, that you I cannot leve. 

Flo. Unhappy Man! when I begin to cloath 
My Love with Words, and court her with Perſuaſions, 
She ſtands unmov'd, and doth not clear her Brow 
Of the leaſt Wrinkle which ſat there before; 

So when the Waters with an amorous noiſe 
Leap up and down, and in a wanton Dance 
Kiſs the dull Rock, that ſcorns their fond Embraces, 
And darts them back; till they with Terror ſcatter'd, 
Drop down again in Tea. 
Bell. Unhappy Woman! 

When J begin to ſhew him all my Paſſion. 
He flies from me, and will not clear his Brow 
Of any Cloud which cover'd it before; 
So when the raviſhing Nightingale has tun'd 
Her mourntul Notes, and lilenc'd all the Birds, 
Let the deaf W ind flirts by, and in diſdain 

With a rude Whiſtle leaves her. 
Ca Were all three 
Uahappy ; bora to be the proud Example 
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Of Loves great God- head, not his God-like-· goodneſs, 
Let us not call upon our ſelves thoſe Miſeries 
Which Love has not, and thoſe it has, bear bravely, 
Our Deſires yet are like ſome hidden Text, 
Where one Word ſeems to contradict another, 
They are Loves Nonſence, wrapt up in thick Clouds, 
Till Fate be pleas'd to write a Commentary, 
Which doubtleſs 'twill ; till then let us endure, 
And ſound a Parlee to our Paſſions. 
Bell. We may join hands tho, may we not ? 
Flo. We may, and Lips too, may we not? 
Bell. We may, come let's fir down and talk. 
Cal. And look upon each other. 
Flo. Then kils again. Bed. Then look. 
Cal. Then talk again. 
What are we like? the hand of Mother Nature 
Would be quite pos d to make our Simile. 
Flo. We are the Trigon in Loves Hemiſphere, 5 
Bell. We are three Strings on Venus dainti'ſt Lute, 
Where all three hinder one anothers Muſick, 
Yet all three join and make one Harmony. 
Cal. We are three Flow'rs of Venus dainty Garden, 
Where all three hinder one anothers Odor, 
Yet all three join, and make one Noſegay up. 
Flo. Come let us kits again. 
Bell. And look. Cal. And talk. 
Flo. Nay, rather ſing ; your Lips are Natures Organs, 
And made for nought leis {weer than Harmony. 
Cal. Pray do. 
Bell, Tho I forfeit 
My little Skill in ſinging to your Wit, 
YetI will At, ſince you command. 


SONG. 


Ii Puniſhment to "ove, 
And not to love @ Pun” Y 'm doth proves 
| But of all pains thne's no ſuch pain 
A1 tis to love, and not * loy'd agam. 
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Till ſixteen, Parents we obey, 
After ſixteen, Men ſeal our Hearts away. 
How wretched are we Women prown, 
N boſe Willi, whoſe Minds, whoſe Hearts are ne er our own! 


Cal. Thank you, 

Flo, For ever be the Tales of Orpbes- ſilent. 
Had the ſame Age ſeen thee, that very Poet, 
Who drery all to him by his Harmony, 

Thou wouldſt have drawn to thee. 
Cal. Come, ſhall we riſe? Bell. I it pleaſe you, I will | 

Cal. I cannot chuſe | 
But pity theſe two Lovers, and am taken | 
Much with the ſerious Trifles of their Paſſion. 
Let's go and ſee, it we can break this Net 
In which we all are caught; if any Man | 
Ask who we are, we'li ſay, we are Loves Riddle, | Excunt | 


Enter Ægen, Palæmon, Alupis. 
Pal. Thou art my better Genius, honeſt e/ Egon, 
Alu, And what am 1? 
Pal. My Self, my Soul, my Friend. 
Let me hug thee Alupis, and thee Ægon, 
Thee for inventing't, thee for putting it 
In Act; But do you think the Plot will hold? 
Alu. Hold! why Ill warrant thee it ſhall hold, 
Till we have ty'd you both in Wedlock faſt, 
Then let the Bonds of Matrimony hold you, 
If 't will; if that will not neither, I can tell you 
What will I'm ſure; a Halter. Ther» ſing, &C=—— | 
g. Come, ſhail ws knock? Alu. I do; For tis &c | 
Ag. Ho Truga; who's within there? | 
Alu, You, Minter, Ho, you that the Grave expected 
Some hundred Years ago, you that intend a 
To live till you turn Skeleton, and make 
All Men weary of you but Phyſicians, 
Pox on you, will you come? 
Enter Truga. 
Tru. I come, I come, who's there? who's there? 
Alu. Oh, in good time, 
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Are you crawl'd here at laſt? what are you ready 
To give your Davghter up? the time makes haſte, 
Look here, do you know this Ring ? 
Tru. Hark aſide, pray, 
You have not told theſe, have you ? 
Alu. No, good Duck, 
I only told them that your Mind was altered, 
And that you lik d Palæmon; ſo we three 
Came here to plot the Means. 
Tru. So, ſo, you're welcom, 
Will you go in and talk about it? [ Exeunt 
Enter Hylace. 


yl. I wonder why my Mother ſhou'd invite 
Alupis and Palemon into th Houle : 


She is not of my Mind, nay, not the mind 


Which ſhe herſelf was of but Yeſterday, 

Beſides, as ſoon as they came in, ſhe bid me 

To get me gone, and leave them there in private, 
By your good favour Mother, I mult be 

For this time diſobedient; here Ill hear ken. 


a Enter Truga, Palæmon, e/£gom, Alupis. 
g. Come, 11] tell you, 
You know your Husband has refuſed Palæmon, 
Becauſe his Means were not uncqual only 
To his Deſires, but to your Daughters Portion. 
To ſalve this grand Exception of Melarnus, 
Vil promiſe that Palæ mon ſhall be made 
My Heir. Tru. Alas,he knows you have a Daughter, 
e£g. It is reported ſhe 1s taln in Love 
With the new Shepherd, for which cauſe I'll ſeem 
To be incens d molt ſharply, and forſwear 


| | Fer to acknowledge her tor Child of mine, 


Tru. Tis very well; 
It grieves me truly that Palæmon ſhou'd —— 
Alu. Periſhin his own Flames; is t not fo, Traga? 
I know you re gentle; and your peeviſh Daughter 
Had not her Cruelty from you, good Soul. (only 
Pal. Why do we ſtay? e * Minute that we loſe to you » 
A 
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A Minute, but tomea Day at leaſt, 
Why ate we not now ſeeking of Melarnus ? 
Why, is he not yet found? alas, that's nothing, 
Methinks he ſhould have given conſent er'e this, 
Why are not I and beauteous Hylace 
Married together? 
Hyl. Soft, good haſty Lover, 
I {hall quite break the Neck of your large Hopes, 
Or I'm miſtaken much. 
＋ Come, let's be gone. 
Traga, Farewel. Be ſilent and aſſiſtant. 
Alu. Or elſe you know what I have; go, no more. 
Tru: Il warrant you I am not to be taught 
At this Age, I thank Pan, in ſuch a Buſineſs, 
Farewel all. Alu. Come, ſing, &. | Exeunt. 
H. I know not whether Grief or elſe Amazement 
Seizes me moſt, to ſee my aged Mother 
Grow ſo unnatural I fain would weep, 
But when 1 think with what an unfear'd Blow 
{ ſhall! quite daſh their cunning, I can hardly 
Bridle in Laughter, Fate helps the Innocent, 
Altho my Mother's falſe, the Gods are true. [ Exit, 
Enter Clariana and ber Maid. 
Clo Did you command the Servants to withdraw? 
Ma. I did torfooth, 
Cla. And have you ſhut the Doors? Ma. Les. 
Cla. Is there none can over-hear our Talk? 
Ms. Your curious enquiry much amazes me, 
And I cou'd wiſh you wou'd excuſe my Boldneſs, 
Tf I ſhou'd ask the Reaſon. 
Cla. Thou knowſt well 
That thou haſt found me always liker to 
Thy Kinſwoman than Miſtris, that thy Breaſt 
Has been the Cabinet of all my Secrets : 
This I tell thee, not as an Exprobration, 
But becauſe I muſt require thy Faith == 
And Counſel here. And therefore prithee {\wcar—m—" 
Ma. Swear, to do what ? 


Ca. To be more ſilent than the dead of Night, 
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And to thy power to help me. Ma. Wou'd my Power 
To aſſiſt you were as ready as my Will, 1 
And for my Tongue, that Miſtris I'll condemn 

Unto perpetual ſilence, ere it ſhall 

Betray the ſmalleſt Word that you commit to't. 


By all —— 


Cla. Nay do not ſwear. I will not wrong thy Vertue 
To bind it with an Oath. I'Il tell thee all. 
Doth not my Face ſeem paler than twas wont? 
Doth not my Eye look as it borrow'd Flame 
From my fond Heart? cou'd not my frequent Weepings, 
My ſudden Sighs, and abrupt Speeches tell thee 
What I am grown ? 
Ms. You are the ſame you were, 
Or elſe my Eyes are Lyars: 
Cla. No, I'm a wretched Lover: couldſt thou not 
Read that out of my Bluſhes? fie upon thee ; 
Thou art a Novice in Loves School I ſee; 
Truſt me, LI envy at thy Ignorance. 
Thou canſt not find out Cupids Characters 
In a loſt Maid, ſure thou didſt never know him. 
Ma. Wou'd you durſt truſt me with his Name, 


ure he had Charms about him that might tempt 


Chaſt Votaries, or move a Scythian Rock 
When he ſhot fire into yeur chaſter Breaſt. 
Cla. I am aſham'd to tell thee; prithee gueſs him. 
Ma. Why *cis impoſſible, 
Cla, Thou ſaw' the Gentleman whom I this Morning 
Brought in to be my Gueſt, 


Ma. Yes, but am ignorant, who, or from whence he is. 
Cla. Thou ſhalt know all; 


be freſhneſs of the Morning did invite me 


Lo walk abroad, there I began to think 

How 1 had loſt my Brother, that one Thought 

Like Circles in the Water begat many, 

Thoſe and the pleaſant Verdure of the Fields 

Made me forget the way, and did entice me 

erther than either Fear or Modeſty 

lde would have ſuffer'd me, beneath an Oak ; 

E 3 | Which 
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| Wh1.h ipread a flouriſhing Canopy round about, 

! And was it ſelf alone almoſt a Wood, 

| I found a Gentleman diſtracted ſtrangely, 

C:ying aloud for either Food or Sleep, 

A knocking his white Hand againſt the Ground, 

Making that Groan like me, when I beheld it, 

Pity, and Fear, both proper tous Women, 

Drave wy Feet back far iwitter than they went. 

When | came home, I took two Servants with me 

And letch'a the Gentleman, hither I brought him, 

Ai. with ſuch Cheat, as then the Houſe afforded, 

Replemſh'd him, he was much mended ſuddenly, 

Is now a tleep, and when he wakes, I hope, 

Wii find his Senſes perfect. Ma. You did ſhew 

In this, what never was a Stranger to you, 

Much Piety; but wander from your Subject: 

You have not yet diſcover d, who it is 

Deſe:; ves your Love. Cia. Fie, fie, how dull thou art, 

Thou doſt not uſe in other things to be ſo; 

Why | love him; his Name I cannot tell thee ; 

For tis my great unhappineſs to be 

Stil ignorant of that my felt. He comes, (chooſe, | 

Look, this is he, but do not grow my Rival, if thou canſt | 
Ma. Lou need not fear't, forſooth. [ Enter Aphron. 
Cla. Leave me alone with him; withdraw. | 
Ma. I do. [ Exit Maid, 
Apb. Where am I now? under the Northern Pole 

Where a perpetual Winter binds the Ground 

And glazeth up the Floods ? or where the Sun 

With Neighbouring Rays breaks the divided Earth, 

And diinks the Rivers up? or do I ſleep? 

I: not {ome fooliſh Dream deludes my Fancy? 

Who am [? l begin to queſtion that. 

Was not my Country Sil; ? my Name 

Cali'd Apbron, wretched Apbron? Cla. Ye good Gods 

Forbid ; is this that Man who was the cauſe | 

Of all the Grief for Calidora's Loſs ? 

Is this the Man that I fo oft have curſt ? 

Now I could almeſt hate him, and methinkg _-* 
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He is not quite ſo handſom as he was; 
And yet alas he is, tho by his Means, 
My Brother is gone from me, and Heav'n knows 
If I ſhall ſee him more. Fool as I am, 
I cannot chuſe but love him. 

Aph. Cheat me not, good Eyes, 
What Woman, or what Angel do l ſee? 
Oh ſtay, and let me worſhip ere thou goeſt ; 
Whether thou art a Goddeſt, which thy Beauty 
Commands me to believe, or elle ſome Mortal, 
Which I the rather am induc'd to think, 
Becauſe I know the Gods all hate me fo, 


1 es 


They would not look upon me. Ca. Spare theſe Titles, 


I am a wretched Woman, who for pity 


(Alas that I ſhould pity! t had been better [ 4/ide, 


That I had been remorſleſs) brought you hither, 


*Where with ſome Food and Reſt, Thanks to the Gods 


Your Senſes are recover d. Apb. My good Angel! 
I do remember now that I was mad 

For want of Meat and Sleep: thrice did the Sun 
Cheac all the World but me, thrice did the Nighe 
With filent and bewitching Darkneſs give 

A reſting time to every thing but Apbron. 

The Fiſh, the Beaſts, the Birds, the ſmalleſt Creatures 
And the moſt deſpicable, ſnor'd ſecurely. 
The aguiſh Head of every Tree by e£olus 
Was rock d aſleep, and ſhook as if it nodded. 
The crooked Mountains ſeem d to bow and ſlumber, 
The very Rivers ceas'd their daily Marmur, 

Nothing did watch, but the pale Moon and I, 

Paler than ſhe. Grief wedded to this Toil, 

What elſe could it beget but Frantickneſs? 

But now methinks, 1 am my own, my Brain 

Swims not as it was wont; Oh brighteſt vie 
She me ſome way by which I may be grateful 

And if I do't not, let an eternal Phrenzy, 
Immediately ſeize on me. Cla. Alas! twas only 
My Love, and it you will reward me tor't, 


f 
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The Principal's enough. Apb. You ſpeak in Miſts. 
Cla. You're loth perhaps to underſtand. 
Apb, If you intend that I ſhould love and honour you, 
Ido by all the Gods. | 
Cla. But I am covetous in my Demands, 
I am not ſatisfied with wind- like Promiſes 
Which only touch the Lips; I ask your Heart, 
Your whole Heart for me, in exchange of mine, 
Which ſo I gave to you. Api. Ha! you amaze me, 
Oh! You have ſpoken ſomething worſe than Lightning, 
bat blaſts the inward Parts, leaves th outward whole, 
*y Gratitude commands me to obey you, 
I am born a Man, and have thoſe Paſſions 
ing within me, which I muſt obey. 
alt Callidora lives, although ſhe be 
As cruel, as thy Breaſt is ſoft and gentle; 
'Tis Sin for me to think of any other. 
Cla. You cannot love me then? Apb. I do, I ſwear, 
Above my ſelf I do; my felt! what ſaid I? 
Alas! that's nothing; above any thing 
But Heaven and Calidora, Cla. Fare you well then, 
I would not do that wrong to one 1 love, 
Tourge him farther than his Power and Will; 
Farewel, remember me when you are gone, 
And happy in the love of Callidora. [ Exit. 
Apb. When I do not, may | forget my ſelf, 
Would I were mad again; then I might rave 
With Privilege, I thould not know the Griets 
That hurried me about, 'cwere better far 
To loſe the Senſes, than be tortur'd by them. 
Where is ſhe gone? I did not ask her Name, 
Fool that I was, alas, poor Gentlewoman'! 
Can any one love me? ye cruel Gods 
Is't not euough that I my ſelf am miſerable ? 
Muſt I make others fo too? III goin 
And comfort her; alas! how can I tho ? 
F'll grieve with her, that is in Ills a comſort. [ Exit, 
| Enter Alupu, Melarnus, Truga, Palæmon, «/Egon, 
| = - Pal. Before when you denied your Daughter to * 
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Twas Fortunes Fault, not mine, but ſince good Fate, 
Or rather Agon, better far than Fate, 
Hath rais'd me up to what you aim'd at, Riches, 
I ſee not with what countenance you can 
Coin any ſecond Argument againſt me. 
Mel. Come, no matter for that: 
Yes, I could wiſh you were leſs eloquent, 
You have a Vice call'd Poeſie which much 
Diſpleaſes me, but no matter for that neither. 
Alu. Alas! hell leave that ſtreight 
When he has got but Money ; he that ſwims 
In Tagus, never will go back to Helicon. 
Beſides, when he hath married Hylace, | 
Whom fhould he woo to praiſe her comely Feature, 
Her Skin like falling Snow, her Eyes like Stars, 
Her Cheeks like Roſes ( which are common places 
Of all your Lovers Praiſes) Oh! thoſe Vanities, 
Things quite as light, and fooliſh as a Miſtris, 
Are by a Miſtris firſt begot and left | 
When they leave her. Pal. Why do you think that Poeſie, 
An Art which even the Gods— Als. Pox on your Arts, 
Let him think what he will; what's that to us? | 
Ag. Well, I would gladly have an Anſwer of you, 
Since I have made Palemon here my Son, 
It you conceive your Daughter is ſo good, 
We will not preſs you, but ſeek out ſome other 


Who may perhaps pleaſe me, and him as well. 
Pal. Which is impoſſible —— 


Alo. Rot on your Poſſible 
Thy Mouth like a crackt Fiddle never ſounds 
But out of Tune; come, Trugs put in, Truga, 
You'll never ſpeak unleſs I ſhew the Ring. 
Tru Yes, yes, I do; do you hear Sweet- heart? 
Are you mad to fling away a Fortune 
That's thruſt upon you, you know Ægon's rich. 
Mel. Come, no matter for that, | 
That's thruſt upon me! I would fain ſee any Man 
Thruſt ang upon me; But no matter for that; 
I will do that which 1 intended to do, 


And 
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And tis no matter for that neither, that's thruſt upon me! 
Pal. Come, what ſay you, Melarnus ? 

Mel. What ſay 1 ? "tis no matter what I ſay, 

PF]! ſpeak to Agon, if I ſpeak to any, 

And not to you, but no matter for that; 

Hark you, will you leave all the Means you have 

To this Palzmon ? | 
Tru. I, Duck, he ſays he will. 

Mel. Piſh, tis no matter for that, I'll hear him ſay fo. 
Fg. I will, and here do openly proteſt, 

That fince my Bellula, (mine that was once) 

Thinks her ſelf wiſer than her Father is, 

And will be govern'd rather by her Paflions 

Than by the Square that I preſcribe to her. 

That I will never count her as my Daughter. 

Alu. Well ated, by God Pan. See but what tis 

To have me fora Tutor in theſe Rogueries. 

Mel. But tell me now, good Neighbour, what Eſtate 

Do you intend to give him? 

Ag. That Eſtate 

Which Fortune and my Care hath given to me, 

The Money which I have, and thar's not much, 

The Sheep, and Goats. | | p 
Mel. And not the Oxen too? ep. Yes, every thing, 
Mel. The Horſes too? Ag. I tell you, every thing. | 
Alu. By Pan he'll make him promiſe him particularly 

Each thing above the value of a Bean- ſtraw: 

You'll leave him the Pails too, to milk the Kine in, 

And Harnels for the Horſes, will you not? a 

Mel. I, I. what elſe? but tis no matter for that. 

Ag. Well, ſince w'are both agreed, why ſtay we here? 

I know Palæmen longs Cembrace his Hylace. 

Med. I, I, tis no matter for that, within this hour 

We will be ready, <Aipon, pray be you lo, 

Farewel my Son in-law that ſhall be, 

But's no matter for that: Farewell all: 

Come, Truga. [ Exeunt Melarnus and Truga. 

Ag. Come on then, let's not ſtay too long in trifling, 

Palæ mon go, and prepare your ſelf againſt the time. 
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Il go acquaint my Bellala with your Plot, * 
Leſt this unwelcome News ſhou'd too much grieve her, 
Before ſhe know my meaning, 

Alu. Do, do; and Fl go ſtudy 
Some new - found way to vex the Fool Melarnus! 

For tis but a folly, 
To be melancholy, &c. 
Enter Florellus 

Whilſt Callilorus lives, I cannot love thee: 
Theſes were her parting Words; FI] kill him then; 
Why do I doubt it, Fool? ſuch Wounds as theſe 
Require no gentler Med'cine; methinks Love 
Frowns at me now, and ſays, I am too dull, 
Too {low in his Command; and yet I will not, 
Theſe Hands are Virgins yet, unſtain'd with Villany, 
Shall I begin to teach them? — methinks Piety 
Frowns at me now, and ſays, Iam too weak 
Againſt my Paſſions, Piety ! 
Iwas Fear begot that Bugbear ; for thee Bellula 
I durſt be wicked, tho' I ſaw Foves Hand 
Arm'd with a naked Thunderbolt: Farewel, 
(It thou art any thing, and not a ſhadow 
To fright Boys and Old-Women) farewel, Conſcience, 
Go and be ſtrong in other petty things, | | 
To Lovers come, when Lovers make uſe of thee, 
Not elſe: and yet,---what ſhall I do or ſay? 
I ſee the better way, and know tis better, 
Yet ſtill this devious Error draws me backward. 
So when contrary Winds ruſh out and meet, 
And wreſtle on the Sea with equal Fury; 
The Waves ſwell into Mountains, and are driven 
Now back, now forward, doubtful of che ewa 
Which Captain to obey. 

| Enter Alupis. 

Alu. Ha, ha, I'll have ſuch excellent Sport, 

For tis but à folly, &c. 

Flo. Why here's a Fellow now makes Sport of every thing, 
See one Man's Fate how it excels another, 
He can fit, and paſs away the Day in Jollity, 


—— 
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My Muſick is my Sighs, whilſt Tears keep time. 
Als. Who's here? a moſt rare poſture! 
How the good Soul folds in his Arms! he dreams 
Sure that he hugs his Miſtriſs now, tor that 
Is his Diſeaſe without all doubt; ſo, good! 
With what judicious Garb he plucks his Hat 
Over his Eyes; fo, ſo, good! better yet; 
He cries; by this good light, he cries, the Man 
Is careful, and intends to water his Sheep 
With his own Tears ; ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Flo. Doſt thou ſee any thing that deſerves thy Laughter, 
Fond Swain ? 
Als. 1 ſee nothing, in good troth, but you. 
Flo. To jeer thoſe who are Fates May-game 
Is a redoubl'd Fault; for tis both Sin, 
And Folly too; our Life is fo unceitain 
Thou canſt not promiſe that thy Mirth ſhall laſt 
To morrow, and not meet with any rub, 
Then thou may'lt act that 7 to day thou laugh ſt at. 
Alu. 1 act a part, it muſt be in a Comedy then, 
I abhor Tragedies; beſides, I never 
Practis d this Poſture: Hey ho! woe, alaſs! 
Why do Llive? my Mulick is my Sighs 
Whilſt Tears keep time. | 
Flo, You take too greata Licence to your Wit ; 
Wit, did I ſay? I mean, that which you think ſo: 
And it deſerves my Pity more than Anger. 
Elſe you ſhou'd find that Blows are heavier far 
Than the moſt ſtudied Jeſts you can throw at me. 
Alu. Faith, it will be but Labour loſt to beat me, 
All will not teach me how to act this part; 
Woe's me! alas! Pma dull Rogue, and fo 
Shall never learn it. Flo. You're unmannetly 
To talk thus ſaucily with one you know not, 
Nay, hardly ever law before, be gone, 
And leave me as you found me, my worſt Thoughts 
Are better Company than thou, 
Alu, Enjoy them then, 
Hece's no body delices to rob you of them, 
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I would have left your Company without bidding, 

Tis not fo pleaſant. I remember well, 

When I had ſpent all my Money, I ſtood thus, 

And therefore hate the poſture ever ſince. 

D'ye hear? I'm going to a Wedding now; 

If you've a mind to dance, come along with me, 

Bring your hard-hearted Miſtris with you too, 

Perhaps I may perſuade her, and tell her 

Your Muſicks Sighs, and that your Tears keep time. 

Will you not go? Farewel then good Tragical Actor. 

Now have at thee Melarnus; Fortis but a folly, &c- [ Exit. 
Flo. Thou art a Prophet, Shepherd ; She is hard 

As Rocks which ſuffer the continual Siege 

Of Sea and Wind againſt them; but I will 

Win her, or loſe (which I ſhould gladly do ) 

My ſelf: my ſelf 2 why ſo I have already : 

He! who hath found Florellus? he is loſt, 

Loſt to himſelf, and to his Parents like wiſe, 

( Who having mifs'd me, do by this time ſearch 

Each corner tor to find me) Oh! Florellus, 

Thou muſt be wicked, ar for ever wretched, 

Hard is the Phyſick, harder the Diſeaſe. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 


Acer V. Scuns L 


Enter Alupis, Palæmon, gon, 


THE Gods convert theſe Omens into good, 
| And mock my Fears; thrice in the very Thre- 
Wichout its Maſters leave my Foot has ſlipt, ( ſhold, 


P al. 


Thrice in the way it ſtumbled, Alu. Thrice, and thrice 


You were a Fool then for obſerving it. 

Why theſe are Follies that the young Years of Trugs 

Did hardly know; are they not vaniſh'd yet? : 
| Pat. 


— 
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Pal. Blame not my Fear: that's Cupid's Ulher always; 
Tho Hylace were now m my Embraces, 
I ſhould half doubt it. Alu. If you chanc'd to ſtumble; 
Ag Let him enjoy his Madneſs, the ſame Liberty 
He'll grant to you, when you're a Lover too. 
Au. k, when 1 am, he may; yet if I were one 
I ſhould not be diſmay'd becauſe the Threſhold —— 
Pal. Alas! That was not all, as I came by 
The Oak to Faunus ſacred, where the Shepherds 
Exerciſe ural Sports on Feſtivals, 
On that Trees top an inauſpicious Crow 
Foretold ſome ill to happen. 
Ag. And becauſe Crows 
Foretel wet Weather, you interpret it 
The Rain of your own Eyes; but leave theſe Tricks 
And let me adviſe you. | 
Melarnus ſpeaking to Hylace within his door. 1 
Mel. Well come, no matter for that; I do believe thee, Girl, 
And would they have ſuch Sport with vexing me! 4 
But's no matter for that; Ill vex them fort, ! 
I know your fiery Lover will be here ſtrait, 3 
But | ſhall cool him; but come, no matter for that: 
Go, get you in, for I do ſee them coming. 
Ag. Here comes Melarnus. 
Pal. He looks cheartully, I hops all's well. 
Ag · Melarnus, opportunely: we area coming 
Juſt now to you. 
Mel. Yes, very likely; would you have ſpoken with me! 
Ag. Spoken with you? 
Why, are you mad? have you forgot your Promiſe 2 
Mel. My Promile ? oh! 'tis true, I laid indeed 
I would go with you to day to (ell ſome Kine; 
Stay but a little, Pl] be ready ſtraight. 
Pal. I am amaz d; good Agen, (peak to him. 
Alu. By this good light, : 
I ke no likelihood of any Marriage, 
Except betwixt the Kine and Oxen. Hark you hither ; 
A Rot upon your Beaſts; is Hylace ready? ; 
Mel. It's no matter tor chat; who's there? Alupis? 
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Give me thy Hand, *faith thou'rt a merry Fellow, 
I have not ſeen thee here theſe many Days, 

But now I think on't, it's no matter for that neither; 
Ala. Thy Memory's fled away ſure with thy Wit. 
Was not I here leſs than an Hour ago 
With Agon, when you have made the Match? 

Mel. Oh! then you'll go along with us. 


Faith do: for you will make us very merry: 


Alu: 1 ſhall, if you thus make a Fool of me. 
Mel. Oh no! you'll make you Sport with vexing me. 
But mum; no matter for that neither: there 
I bob'd him privately, I think. [ 4/ide. 
Ag. Come, what's the Buſineſs? 
Alu. The Buſineſs? why he's mad, beyond the cure 
Of all the Herbs that grow in Asticyra. 
Ag. You ſee we have not fail'd our Word, Melarnus, 
I and my Son are come. Mel. Your Son! good lack! 
I thought, I ſwear, you had no other Child 
Beſides your Daughter Bellala. </£g. Nay then 
I {ce you are diſpos'd to make us Fools, 
Did not I tell you that *ewas my Intent 
T' adopt Palemon for my Son and Heir? 
Alu, Did not you examine 
Whether he would leave him all, leſt that he ſhould 
Adopt ſome other Heir to the Cheeſe preſſes, 
The milking Pails, the Cream-bowls? did you not? 
Mel, In troth cis well; but where is Bellula ? 
Ag. Prithee leave theſe Tricks, and tell me 
What you intend, Is Hylace ready? 
Mel. Ready? what elſe? ſhe's to be married preſently 
To a young Shepherd ; but no matter for that. 
Pal. That's I, hence Fears ; 
Attend upon the I nfancy of Love, 
She's now mine own 


Als. Why I; did not the Crow on the Oak forttel you this 
Mel. Hylace, Hylace, come forth, 


Here are ſome come to dance at your Wedding, 
And they're welcome. 


Fal. The light appears, juſt like the riſing Sun, 


When 
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When o'er yon Hill it peeps, and with a Draught 

Of Morning-Dew ſa lutes the Day, how faſt 

The Night of all my Sorrows flies away, 

Quite baniſh*d with her tight! Hyl. Did you call for me? 
Mel. Is Damætas come? ne, how {low he is 

At ſuch a time? but it's no matter for that; 

Well, get you in, and prepare to welcome him. | 
Pal. Will you bs gone lo quickly? oh! bright Hylace, 

That bleſſed Hour by me ſo often bege'd, 

By you ſo oft deny d, is now approaching. 


Mel, What, how now? what do you kils her? [Exis Hyl. 


If Damætas were here, he would grow jealous, 

But 'tis a parting Kiſs, and ſo in manners 

She cannot deny 1t you ; but it's no matter for that. 
Alu. How! - Mel. What do you wonder at? 

Why do you think, as ſoon as they are married, 

Dameatas ſuch a Fool, to let his Wife 

Be kiſs'd by every Body? Pal. How now, Dametas ? 

Why what hath he to do with her? Mel. Ha, ha! 

What hath the Husband then to do with's Wife? 

Good: tis no matter for that tho; he knows what. 
Ag. You mean Palemon lure, ha, do you not? 
Mel, Tis no matter for that, what I mean, I mean. 

Well, reſt ye merry Gentlemen, I muſt in 

And ſee my Daughters Wedding, if you pleaſe 

To dance with us; Dametas ſure will thank ye; 

Pray bring your Son and Heir, Palæmon, with you. 
Bellula's caſt away, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

And the poor Fool Melarnus muſt be cheated, 

But it's no matter for that; how now Alups ? 

I thought you would have had moſt excellent Sport 

With abuſing poor Melarnus, that ſame Coxcomb, 

For he's a Fool; but no matter for that, 

Agon hath cheated him, Palemon is 

Married to Hylace, and one Aluapis 

Doth nothing elſe but vex him, ha, ha, ha! 

But it's no matter for that ; farewel Genteels, 

Or, if ye'll come and dance, ye ſhall be welcome, 

Will you Palæmon? tis your Miſtris Wedding, 
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I am a Fool, a Coxcomb, gull'd on every ſide, 

No matter for that tho; what I have done, 1 have done: 
Ha, ha, ha! Exit. 
Ag. How now? what are you both dumb? both thunder- 
This was your Plot, Alzpiss Als. Vi begin. (ſtruck? 
May his Sheep rot, and he for want of Food 

Be foro d to eat them then; may every Man 

Abuſe him, and yet he not have the Wit 

To abuſe any Man, may he never ſpeak - 

More Senſe than he did now ; and may he never 

Be rid of his old. Wife Truga; may his Son- 

In law be a more famous Cuckold made 

Than any one I knew when I liv'd in the City. 

Pal. Fool as thou art, the Sun ſhall loſe his courſe 

And brightneſs too, er'e Hylace her Chaſtity. 

Oh no! ye Gods, may ſhe be happy always, ; 
Happy in the Embraces of Dametas; 

And that ſhall be ſome comfort to my Ghoſt 

When am dead; and dead J ſhall be ſhortly. 

Alu. May a Diſeaſe ſeize upon all his Cattle, 

And a far worſe on him, till he at laſt 

Be carried to ſome Hoſpital i th City, 

And there kil'd by a Chirurgion for Experience. 

And when he's gone, I'll wiſh this good thing for him, 
May the Earth lie gentle on him---that the Dogs 

May tear him up the eafier. eg. A curſe upon thee! 
And upon me, for truſting thy fond Counlels ! 

Was this your cunning Trick? why thou haſt wounded 
My Conſcience, and my Reputation too: 

V/ith what Face can I look on th other Swains? 
Or who will ever truſt me, who have broke 
My Faith thus openly? Pal. A Curſe on thee. 


his is the ſecond time that thy Perſuafions $ 


Made me not only Fool, but Wicked too; 

l ſhould have died in quiet elſe, and known + 
No other Wound, but that of her Denial; * 
Co now, and brag how thou haſt us'd Palæmon; 

Bat yer methinks you might have choſe ſome other 
For Subject of your Mirth, _ me. eg. Nor * 
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Alu. And yet if this had proſpered (as I wonder 
Who it ſhouid be, betray'd us, ſince we three 
And Trug onlv knew it, whom, if ſhe 
Betray d us, I- if this, I ſay, had proſpered, 
You would have bugg'd me for inventing it, 
And him for putting it in Act; fooliſh Men 
That do not maik the Thing but the Event! 
Your Judgments hang on Fortune, not on Reaſon. 
Ag Do'ſt thou upbraid us too? 
Pal. Firſt make us wretched, 
And then laugh at us ? believe, Alupis, 
Thou ſhalt not long have cauſe to boaſt thy Villany. 
Alu. My Villany ! do what ye can: you're Fools, 
And there's an end; Tll talk with you no more, 
J had as good ſpeak Reaſon to the Wind 
As you, that can but hiſs at 1t. 
Ag We will de more; Palamon, come away, 
He hath wrong'd both, and both ſhall ſatisfie. 
Alu. Which he will never do; nay, go and plod, 
Your two wile Brains will invent certainly 
Politick Gins to catch me in. [ Exeun, 
And now have at thee, Truga, if I find 
That thou art guilty ; mum — I have a Ring 
Palemon, Agen, Hylace, Melarnus. 
Are all againit me? no great matter: hang care, 
For tis but a Filly, &c. [ Exit 
| Enter Bellula. 
This, way my Callidorus went, what change 
Hath ſnatch'd him from my fight? how ſhall I find him? 
How ſhall I find my ſelf, now I have loſt him? 
Wich you, my Feet and Eyes, I will not make 
The ſhorteſt Truce, till ye have fought him out, [ Exit: i, 
Enter Callidorus and Florellus. 3 
Cal. Come, now your Buiinels. Flo.*Tis a fatal one, 
Which wil almoſt as much thame me to ſpeak, 
Much more to act, as cwill fright you to hear it. 
Cal. Fright me! it mult be then ſome Wickedneſs, 
I am accuſtom'd lo to Milery, 


That cannot doc. Flo, Oh! 'tis a Sin, young Man, 
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A Sin which every one ſhall wonder at, 
None not condemn, uf ever it be known: 
Methinks my Blood ſhrinks back into my Veins 
And my affrighted Hairs are turn'd to Briſtles 
Do not my Eyes creep back into their Cells; 
As if they ſeem'd to wiſh for thicker Darkneſs, 
Than either Night or Death, to cover them ? 
Doth not my Face look black and tori id too? 
As black and horrid as my Thoughts? ha! tell me. 
Cal. I am a Novice in all Villanies, 
If your Intent be ſuch, diſmiſs me, pray, 
My Nature is more eaſie to diſcover 
Than help you; fo farewel. 
Flo. Yet ſtay a little longer; you maſt ſtay ; 
You are an Actor in this Tragedy. Cal. What would you do? 
Flo. Alas! I would do nothing; but I muſt — - 
Cal. What muſt you do? | 
Fl. I muſt — Love, thou haſt got the Victory 
Kill thee. Cal. Who me? you do but jeſt. 
1 ſhould believe you, if 1 could tell how 
", To frame a Cauſe, or think on any Injury 
Worth ſuch a foul Revenge, which 1 have done you. 
Flo. Oh no! there's all the Wickedneſs, they may ſeem 
To find Excuſe for their abhorred Fact; 
That kill when Wrongs, and Anger urgeth them; 
Becauſe thou art ſo good, fo affable, 
So full of Graces, both of Mind and Body, 
Therefore I kill thee. Wile thou know it plainly 2? 
Becauſe whilſt thou art living, Bellula, 
Proteſted ſhe would never be ancthers, 
Theretore I kill thee. Cal. Had 1 been. your Rival 
ou might have had ſome Cauſe ; Cauſe did | ſay? 
Lou might have had Pretence for ſuch a Viliany : 
ne, i He who unjuſtly kills is twice a Murtherer, | 
FP. He whom Love bids to kill is not a Murtherer. x 
Cal. Call not that Love that's Ill: 'tis only Fury. 
Flo. Fury im Ills is half excuſable: 
herefore prepare thy ſelf: if any Sin 
( Tho I believe thy hot * Youth 
4 As 
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As innocent as other Men's Nativities) 

Hath flung a Spot upon thy purer Conſcience, - 
Waſh it in ſome tew Tears. 

Cal. Are you reſolved to be ſo cruel ? 

Flo, I muft, or be as cruel to my ſelf. 

Cal. As ſick Men do their Beds, ſo have J yet 
Enjoy'd my felt, with little reſt, much trouble: 
1 have been made the Ball of Love and Fortune, 
And am almoſt worn out with often playing; 
And therefore I would entertain my Death 
As {ome good Friend whole coming I expected; 
Where it not that my Parents 

Flo. Here; ſee, I do not come [ Draws two Swords 
Like a foul Murtherer to entrap you falſly, from under bis 

Take your choice, and then defend your ſelf. garment and of- 

Cal. Tis nobly done; and ſince it muſt be ſo, fers one to Cal. 
Altho my Strength and Courage call me Woman, 
J will not die hke Sheep without reſiſtance; 
If Innocence be Guard ſufficient, 
I'm ſure he cannot hurt me. (Tree 

Flo. Are you ready? the fatal Cuckow on yon ſpreading 
Hath ſounded out your dying Knell already. 

Cal. lam. Flo. Iis well, and I could wiſh thy Hand 
Were ſt: ong enough, tis thou deſerv'ſt the Victory, 
Nay, were not th' hope of Bellala engraven 
In all my Thoughts, I would my felt play Booty 
Againſt my felt; but Bella — come on. [ Fight. 

Enter Philiſtus. 

This is the Wood adjoining to the Farm, 
Where l gave order unto Clariana 
My Siſter, to remain till my return; 
Here tis in vain to ſeek her, yet who knows? 4 
Tho it be in vain II] ſeek; to him that doth 
Propole no Journeys end, no Paths amiſs. (Shepherds. 
Why how now? what do you mean? for ſhame part 
I thought you honeſt Shepherds, had not had [ Sees t bem 
So much of Court and City Follies in you. fig bring. 

Flo. Tis Philitus; J hope he will not know me, 
Now I begin to {ge how black and horrid 
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My Attempt was; how much unlike Florellus ; 
Thanks to the juſter Deities for declining 
From both the Danger, and from me the Siu: 

Phil. Twould be a wrong to Charity to diſmiſs ye 
Before I ſee you Friends, give me your Weapons. 

Cal. Tis he: why do I doubt? moſt willingly 
And my ſelf too, beſt Man; now kill me, Shepherd. Savon: 

Phil. What do you mean ? | 
Riſe, prithee riſe; ſure you have wounded him. 

Enter Bellula 8 
Deceive me not, good Eyes; what do I ſee? 
My Callidorus dead? Tis impoſſible! 

Who is it that lies ſlain there? ate you dumb? 

Who is't I pray? Flo, Fair Miſtris — 
Bell. Piſh, Fair Miſtris, — 

Lask who 'tis; if it be Callidorus 
Phil. Was his Name Callidorms ? it is ſtrange, 
Bell. Yon are a Villain, and you too a Villain, 

Wake Callidorus, wake, it is thy Bellula, 

That calls thee, wake, it is thy Bellula 

Why Gentlemen! why Shepherd! fie for ſhame, 

Have you no Charity? Oh my Calidorus 3 

Speak but one word 
Cal. *Tis not well done to trouble me, 


* 


Why do you envy me this little Reſt ? 


Bell, No; I will follow thee. | [ Sw00xs, 
Flo, O help, help quickly. OY 
What do you mean? your Calljdorns lives, 
Bell. Callidorus AP 
Flo, And will be well immediately, take courage, 
Look up a little ; wretched as I am, 
I am the cauſe of all this Ill. 
Phil. What ſhall we do? I have a Siſter dwells 
Cloſe by this place, let's haſte to bring them thither. 
But lets be ſudden. Flo. As wing d Lightning is. 
Come, Bellula. In ſpight of Fortune now 
do embrace thee. 
Phil. I did proteſt without my Callido rs 
Neꝰer to return, but pity hath o'ercome. Bell. Where am L? 
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Flo. Where I could always wiſh thee : in thoſe Arms 
Which would infold thee with more ſubtle Knots, 
Than am'rous Ivy, whilſt it hugs the Oak. 
Cal. Where do ye bear me? is Pbiliſtas well? ED. 
Pbil. How ſhould he know my Name, tis to me a Riddle, 
Nay Shepherd, find another time to court in, 
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Make haſt now with your Burthen. DExeunt. 
Flo. With what eaſe ſhould I go always, were I burthened 
Enter Aphron. (thus? 


She told me ſhe was Siſter to Pbiliſtus, 
Who having mils'd the Beauteous Callidera, 
Hath undertook a long and hopeleſs Journey 
To find her out; then Callidora's fled, 
Without her Parents Knowledge, and who knowz 
When ſhe'll return, or if ſhe do, what then? 
Lambs will make Peace, and join themſelves with Wolves 
E're ſhe with me, worle than a Wolt to her: 
Beſides, how durſt 1 undertake to court her? 
How Gare I look upon her after this? 
Foo! as Jam, I will forget her quite, 
And Clariana (hall hencetorth but yet 
How fair ſhe was! what then! ſo's Clariana; 
What Graces did {he dart on all Beholders! 
She did; but fo do's Clariana too, | 
She was as pure and White as Parian Marble. 
What then? ſhe was as hard too; Clariana 
Is pure and white as Erycina's Doves, 
And is as ſoft, as gall-leſs too as they 
Her pity ſav d my Life, and did reſtore : 
My wandring Senles, if I ſhould not love her, 
I were far madder now, than when ſhe found me. 
I willgo in and render up my ſelf, 
For her moſt faithful Servant. 2 51 | 
Wonderful! | [ Exit. Enter again, 
She has lockt me in, and keeps me here her Priſoner; 
In theſe two Chambers. What can ſhe intend? 
No matter, ſhe intends no hurt, I'm ſure, 


I'll patiently expect her coming to me. L Exit, 


Enter 
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Enter Demopbil, Spodaia, Clariana, Plorellus, Callidora, 
Bellula, Philiſtus, 
Dem. My Daughter found again, and Son return'd! 
Ha, ha! mecthinks it makes me young again. 
My Daughter and my Son met here together ! 
Philifus with them too! that we ſhould come 
To grieve with Clariana, and find her here, 
Nay, when we thought we'd loſt Horellus too, 
To find them both ! Methinks it makes me young again, 
Spe. | thought I never ſhould have ſeen thee more 
My Callidora; come Wench ; now let's hear 
The Story of your Flight, and Lite in the Woods. 
Phi. Do, happy Miltris, for the due Remembrance 
Of fore-paſt Ills, makes us the ſweetlier reliſh 
Our prelent Good. 
Cai. Ot Apbron's Love to me, and my Antipathy 
To him, there's none here ignorant; you know too 
How guarded with his Love, or rather Fury, 
And ſome few Men, he broke into our Houſe 
With Reſolution to make me the Prey 
Of his wild Luſt. | 
Spo. I, there's a Villain now; oh! that I had him here. 
Cla. Oh! ſay not ſo; 
The Crimes which Lovers for their Miſtris act, 
Bear both the Weight and Stamp of Piety. 
Dem Come Gul; go on, go on. Cal. His wild Luſt — 
What ſhould I do? you both were out of Town, 
And moſt of th* Servants at that time gone with you, 
Jon the ſudden found a Corner out, 
And hid my elf, till they, wearied with ſearching, 
Qaitted the Houſe, but fearing leſt they ſhould 
Attempt the ſame again ere your return, 
I cook with me Money and other Neceſſaries; 
And in a Sute my Brother left behind 
Diſguis'd my ſelf: thus to the Woods [ went, 
Where meeting with an honeſt merry Swain, 
I by his help was furniſh'd, and made Shepherd. 
Spo. Nay, I muſt needs ſay for her, ſhe was always _ 
A wiuty Wench, Dem. Piſh, piſh ; and made a Shepherd-» 
R 4 Cal. 
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Cal. Ir hapned that this gentle Shepherdeſs 

(I can attribute it to nought in me 

Deſerv'd ſo much) began to love me. 

Phi. Why ſo did all beſides, Ill warrant you, 
Nor can | blame them, tho they were my Rivals. 
Cal. Another Shepherd with as much defice 

Woo'd her in vain, as She in vain wood me, 
Who ſeeing that no hope was left for him. 
Whilſt I enjoy'd this Life, t enjoy his Bellala, 
(For by that Name ſhe's known ) fought to take me 
Out of the way as a Partition 
- Betwixt his Love, and him, whilſt in the Fields 
We wo were ſtrugling, ( him his Strength defending 
And me my Innocence.) 
Flo. T am aſham'd to look upon their Faces. 
What mal! lay? my Guilt's above Excuſe. 
Cal. Pbiliſtus; as if the Gods had all agreed 
To make him mine, juſt at the nick came in 
And parted us; with ſudden Joy I ſwoon d, 
Which Belula perceiving (for even then 
She came to ſeek me) ſudden Grief did force 
The ſame Effect from her, which Joy from me. 
Hither they brought us both, in this Amazement, 
Where being ſtraight recovered to our ſelves, 
I found you here, and you your dutiful Daughter. 
Spo. The Gods be thank d. 
Dem. Go on. 
| Cal. Nay, you have all, Sir. 
| Dem. Where's that Shepherd ? 
Flo. Here. Dem. Here, where? 
Flo Here, your unhappy Son's the Man; for her 

I put on Sylvan Weeds. For her ſake 

would have ſtain d my innocent Hands in Blood, 

Forgive me all, 'twas not a Sin of Malice, 

*T was not begot by Luſt, but ſacred Love; 

The Cauſe muſt be th Excuſe for the Effect. 
Dem. Lou ſhould haye uſed ſome other mean, Florelus, 
Cal. Alas! *cwas the Gods Will, Sir, without that 

I had been undiſcovered yet; Philiſtus 

7 | Wandted 
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Wandred too far, my Brother yet a Shepherd, 
You growning for our Loſs upon this Wheel 
All our Felicity is turn'd. 
Spo. Alas you have forgot the power of Love, Sweet heart. 

Dem. Be patient Son, and temper your Deſire, 

You ſhall not want a Wife that will perhaps 
Pleaſe you as well, I'm ſure befit you better. 

Flo. They marry not, but ſell themſelves t a Wife, 
Whom the large Dowry tempts, and take more pleaſure 
To hug the wealthy Bags than her that brought them 
Let them whom Nature beſtows nothing on, 

Seek to patch up their Wants by Parents plenty; 
The Beautiful, the Chaſt, the Virtuous. 
Her ſelf alone is Portion to her felt. 
Enter gon. 
By your leave; I come to ſeek a Daughter, 
Oh! are you there? tis well. Flo. This is her Father, 
I do conjure you Father, by the Love 
Which Parents bear their Children, to make up 
The Match betwixt us now, or if you will not 
Send for your Friends, prepare a Coffin for me, 
And let a Grave be digged, I will be happy, 
Or elſe not know my miſery to morrow. 

Spo. You do not think what ill may happen, Husband,. 
Come, let him have her, you have Means enough 
For him, the Wench is fair, and if her Face 
Be not a Flatterer, of a noble Mind, 

Altho not Stock. 

Ag. I do not like this ſtragling, come along, 
By your Leave Gentlemen, I hope you will | 
Pardon my bold Intruſion. Cla. You're very welcome. 
What are you going Belula? pray ſtay, 

Tho Nature contradicts our Love, I ho : 
That I may have your Friendſhip. Flo. Beluls! 

Bell. My Father calls; farewel; your Name, and Memory 
In ſpite of Fate, I'll love, farewel. 
Ho. Would you be gone, and not beſtow one word 
Upon your faithful Servant ? do not all 
My Griefs and Troubles for your lake ſuſtain d. 
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Deſerve, farewel Florelus? Bell. Fare you well then. 
Flo. Alas! how can I, Sweet, unleſs you ſtay, 
Or I go with you? you were pleas d erewhile 
To ſay you honour'd me with the next place 
To Callidorus in your Heart, then now 
I ſhould be firſt ; do you repent your Sentence? 
Or can that Tongue ſound leſs than Oracle? 
Bell. Perhaps I am of that Opinion ſtil], 
But muſt obey my Father. 
Ag. Why Belula? would you haveought with her, Sir? 
Flo, Yes, I would have her ſelf; if Conſtancy 
And Love be meritorious, I deſerve her. 
Why Father, Mother, Siſter, Gentlemen, 
Will you plead for me? 
Dem. Since it muſt be fo, I'll bear it patiently. 
Shepherd, you ſee how much our Son is taken 
With your fair Daughter ; therefore if you think 
Him fitting for a Husband, ſpeak, and let it 
Be made a Match immediately, we ſhall 
Expect no other Dowry than her Vertue. 
Ag. Which only I can promile; for her Fortune 
Is beneath you fo far, that I could almoſt 
Suſpect your words, but that you ſeem more noble. 
How now, what ſay yon, Girl? 
Bell. J only do depend upon your Will. | 
eg. And Il not be an Enemy to thy good Fortune, 
Take her, Str, and the Gods bleſs you. a 
Flo. With greater Joy than I would take a Crown. 
Alu. The Gods bleſs you. Flo. They have done t already. 
Ag. Leſt you ſhould think when Time, and oft enjoying 
Hath dull'd the Point, and Edge of your Affection, 
That you have wrong'd your ſelf and Family, 
By marrying one whole very Name, a Shepherdels, 
Might fling ſome Spot upon your Birth, I'll tell you, 
She is not mine, nor born in theſe rude Woods, 
Flo. How! you ſpeak myſtick Wonders. 
«Ap. I ſpeak Truths, Sir, » 
Some fifteen Years ago, as I was walking, 
1 tound a Nurſe wounded, and gioaning aut 


Her 
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Her lateſt Spirit, and by her a fair Child, 
And, which her very dreſſing night declare, 
Of wealthy Parents; as ſoon as 1 came to them, 
I asked her who has uſed her fo inhumanely: 
She anſwered, Turkihh Pyrates, and withal 
Deſired me to look unto the Child, 
For cis, ſaid ſhe, a Nobleman's of Sicily. | 
His Name ſhe would have ſpoke, but Death permitted not, 
Her as I could, I did cauſe to be buried. | 
And then brought home the little Girl with me. 
Where by my Waves Perſuaſions we agreed, 
Becauſe the Gods had bleſs'd us with no Iſſue, 
To nouriſh as our own, and call it Bellala, 
Whom now you ſee, your Wife, your Daughter. 
Spe. Is t poſſible? Flo. Her Manners ſhew'd her noble. 
Ag. | call the Gods to witneſs, this is true. 
And tor the farther Teſtimony of it, 
I have yet kept at home the Furniture, 
And the. rich Mantle, which ſhe then was wrapt in, 
Which now perhaps may ſerve for ſome good uſe ' 
Thereby to know her Parents. 
Dem. Sure this is Apbron's Siſter then, for juſt 
About the time he mentions, I remember, 
The Governour of Pacbynus, then his Father, 
Told me that certain Pyrates of Argier | 
Had broke into his Houle, and ſtoln from thence 
With other things his Daughter, and her Nurſe, 
Who being after taken, and executed, 
Their laſt Confeſſion was, that they indeed 
Wounded the Nurſe, but ſhe fled with the Child, 
Whilſt they were buſie ſearching for more Prey; 
Whom ſince, her Father neither ſaw nor heard of. 
Cla, Then now I'm ſure, Sir, you would gladly pardon 
The raſh Attempt of Apbron, for your Daughter; ; 
Since Fortune hath join'd both of you by Kindrec, 


Dem. Moſt willingly. Spo. I, I, alas! twas Love. 
Flo. Where ſhould we find him out? | 


Cla. Ell fave that Labour. [ Exit Clariana. 5 
Cal. Where's Hylace, pray Shepherd? and the reſt 


* 
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Ot my good Sylvan Friends? methinks I would 
Fain take my leave of them. | 
Ag. I'll fetch them hither. 
They're not far off, and if you pleaſe to help 
The Match betwixt Hylace and Palemon, 
:T would be a good Deed, I'll go fetch them. [ Exit, 
Enter Apbron, Clarians. 
Apb. Ha! whither have you led me, Clariana? 
Some ſteepy Mountain bury me alive, | 
Or Rock intomb me in its ſtony Entrails ? 
Whomdol ſee? Cla. Why do you ſtare, my Apbron? 
They have forgiven, all. 
Dem. Come, Aphron, welcome, 
We have forgot the Wrong you did my Daughter, 
The Name of Love hath cover'd all; this is 
A joyful Day, and ſacred to great Hymen. 
?Twere Sin not to be Friends with all Men now. 
Spo. Methinks, Ih much ado to forgive the Raſcal. [ 4/ds; 
Apb. I know not what to ſay; do you all pardon me? 
I have done Wrong to you all, yea, to all thoſe 
That have a ſhare in Virtue. Can ye pardon me? 
Alu. Moſt willingly. 
Apb. Do you ſay fo, fair Virgin? 
You l have wjur'd moſt; with Loye, 
With ſaucy Love, which I henceforth recall, 
And will look on you now with Adoration, 
Not with Deſire hereafter. Tell me, pray, 
Doth any Man yet call you his? 
Lal. Yes; Philiftus, Apb. I congratulate it, vir. 
The Gods make ye both happy: Fool, as I am, . 
You are at the height already of Felicity, 
To which there's nothing can be added now, 
But Perpetuity ; you ſhall not find 
 Yovr Rival any more, though I confeſs 
I honour her, and will for ever do fo. 
Clariana, I am ſo much unworthy 
Of thy Love. That— | P 
Cla. Go no farther, tis I ſhould ſay fa 
Of my own (elf, . 
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P Phil, How, Siſter! are you two ſo near upon a Match? 
Apb. In our Hearts, Sir, 

We are already join d; it may be tho 


You will be loth to have unhappy Apbron, | 
Stile you his Brother? Phi. No Sir, if you both 


* Agree, to me it ſhall not be unwelcome. 


Why here's a Day indeed; ſure Hymen now | 
Means to ſpend all his Torches. Dem. Tis my Son, Sir, 
Now come from Travel, and your Brother now. * 
Aph. I underſtand not. Dem. Had you not a Siſter ? 
Apb. 1 had Sir; but where now ſhe is none knows, 
Beſides the Gods. 
Dem. Ist not about ſome fifteen Years ago 
Since that the Nurſe ſcap'd with her from the Hands 
Of Turkifh Pyrates that beſet the Houle? Apb. It is, Sir. 
Dem. Your Silter lives then, and is married | 
Now to Florellus ; this is ſhe. You ſhall be 
Informed of all the Circumſtances anon. 
Apb. Tis impoſſible. 
I ſhall be made too happy on the ſudden. 
My Siſter found, and Clariana mine 
Come not too thick, good Joys, you will oppreſs me. 
Enter Melarnus, Truga, e/Egon, Hylace, Pal zmon. 
Cal. Shepherds, you're welcome all; tho I have loſt 
Your good Society, I hope I ſhall not 


Lour Friendſhip and beſt Wiſhes. 


Ag. Nay, here's Wonders; 
Now Calidorus is found out, a Woman, 
Bellula not my Daughter, and is married 
To yonder Gentleman, for which I intend 
To do in earneſt what before I jeſted, 2 
To adopt Palemon for my Heir. Mel. Ha, ha, ha! 
Come, it's no matter for thatz do you think 
To cheat me once again with your fine Tricks ? 
No matter for that neither. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Alas! She's married to Dametas. 
Ag. Nay, that was your Plot, Melarnus, 
I met with him, and he denics it to me. (ts Callidora: 
Hyl. Hencetorth I muſt not love, but honour you — 


Agen 


How mw you thus betray us to Melarnus ; 
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Ag. By all the Gods I will. Tru, ts will, he will; Duck 
Mel. Of every thing? Ag Of every thing; I call 

Theſe Gentlemen to witneſs here that fince 

I have no Child to take care for; I will make 

Palemen Heir to thoſe ſmall Means the Gods 

Have. bleſsd me with, it he do marry Hylace. 
Mel. Come, it's no matter for that, I icarce believe you 
Dem. Well be his >uicties. Mel. Hylace, 

What think you of Palemon ? can you love him? 

Has our Conſents, but it's no matter tor that, 

If he do pleaſe you, ſpeak, or now, or never. 
Hy. Why do 1 doubt, fond Girl? I'm now a Woman. 
Mel. No matter for that, what you do, do quickly. 
Hy. My Dutv binds me not to be averſe 

To what likes you. 
Mel. Why take her then, Palæmon, ſhe's yours for ever. 
Pal. With far more Joy | 

Than I would do the Wealth of both the Indie: 

Thou art above a Father to me, «Egon, 

W' are freed from Miſery with Senſe of Joy, 

We are not born ſo; oh! my Hylace, 

It is my comfort now that thou wert hard. 

And cruel till this day. Delights are ſweeteſt 

When poiſoned with the trouble to attain them. 
| Emer Alupis. 

For 'tis but a folly, &c. , | | . 
By your leave, I come to ſeek a Woman, 
That hath out-liv'd the Memory of her Youth, 


With Skin as black as her Teeth, if ſhe have any, 


With a Face would fright the Conſtable and his Watch 
Outgt their Wits (and that's eaſily done you'll lay ) it they 
Meet her at Midnight. (ſhould 
Oh! are you there? I thought I ſmelt you ſomewhere; 
Come hither, my ſhe- Neſtor, pretty Truga, 
Come hither, my ſweet Duck. 3 

Tru. Why ? are you not aſham'd t abuſe me thus, 
Before this Company? Alu. I have ſomething more; 
1 come to ſhew the Ring before them all; 


Tru, 


u 
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Tru. Tis falſe, was Hylace that over heard you; 

She told me ſo; but they are married now. 

Alu. What do you think to flam me? why ho! here's News, 
Pal Alupis, art thou there? forgive my Anger. 

J am the happieſt Man alive, Alupis, 

Hylace is mine, here are more Wonders too. 

Thou ſhalt know all anon. Tru. Alupis, give me 
Alu. Well, rather than be troubled 
Ag. Alupis welcome, now w' are Friends I hope; 

Give me your Hand, Mel. And me. 
Alu. With all my Heart, 

I'm glad to ſee y' have learn'd more Wit at laſt: 

Cal. This is the Shepherd, Father, to whoſe care 

] owe for many Favours in the Woods.- - | 

You're welcome heariily ; here's every Body 

Pair d of a%.idden ; when ſhall's ſee you married? 

Alu. Me? when there are no Ropes to hang my ſelf, 

No Rocks to break my Neck down; 1 abhor 

To live in a perpetual Beltery ; - 

I never could abide to have a Maſter; 

Much lels a Miſtris, and 1 will not marry, 

Becauſe, TI fing away the day, 

For 'tu but a folly, to be melancholy, 
Th be merry whilſt I may. 

" Phi. You're welcome all, and I deſire you all 

To be my Gueſts to Day; 2 Wedding-Dinner, 

Such as the ſudden can afford, we'll have. 

Come, will ye walk in, Gentlemen? Dem, Les, yes 

What Croſſes have ye born before ye join d! 

What Seas paſs d through before ye touch d the Port! 


Thus Lovers do, e er they are croum d by Fates 
With Palm, the Tree their Patience imitates. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by A LUSYSꝰ IS. 


HE Author bid me tell you-- faith, I have 
Forget what 'twas ; and I'm a very Slave, 


VI know what to ſay; but only this, 
Be merry ; That my Counſel always is. 


Let ns grave Man knit up his Brow, and ſay, 


"Tis fooliſh: why? twas a Boy made the Play; 
Nor any yet of thoſe that fit behind, 


Becauſe be goes in Pluſh, be of his Mind. 


Let none his Time, or his ſpent Money grieve. 
Be merry; give me your Hands, and Tl believe, 
Or if you will not, TIl go in, and ſee, 

If 1 can turn the Author's Mind with me. 


To ling away the Day, 
For tis but a Follyr 
To be Melancholy, 


Since that can't mend the Play. 


NA U- 


1 


— 


Naufragium Joculare : 


COMOEDIA- 


Publicè coram AcApemicis Acta, 


0 


Collegio SS. & IndividuzTrinitatis, 


4 Nonas Feb. Ann. Dom. 16 38. 


— — 


Authore Abrahamo Cowley. 


1 3 „ * 


Mart. ——— Non diſplicuiſſe meretur 
Feſtinat, Lector, qui placuiſſe tibi. 


— —_— 


LONDINT: 
Typis B. Motte ; veneunt apud C. Harper. 
M DCC vll. 


- 


EE ————— ˖— .... ˙ p ̃ 1“ wN 
— 


2 Ars ——_ eg ot 


Tee ⏑— at 
ww» ” a — * — — A at ern — 2 


« 
—— ä 


. ** i . 
— — — 


Doctiſſimo, Graviſſimoque Viro 


Decano Carleolenſi colendiſſimo, & Collegii SS. 
& Individuz /r:initatis Magiſtro Vigilantiſlimo. 


8 Iſte gradum : qu6nam temeraria pagina tendis, 
Aurata nimium fatta ſaperba togà? 
Subdita Virgifero te volvat turba Tyranno ; 
Er ramen, ah, nucibus ludere pluris erit. 
I, pete, ſollicitos quos tædia dota Scholarum, 
Et Logicæ pugno carmina ſcripta ttnent. 
Poſt Ca, vel Hip. Qualis ? ne. vel, af. un. Quanta? par. in ſin, 
Deſtruit E dictum, deſtruit Ique modum. 
Tum tu grata aderis, tum blandias ore ſonabit; 
Setenus, dicent, quid velit iſte ſibi? | 
I, pete Cauſidicos : poreris fic culta videri, 
Et bene Romanis fundere verba modis. 
Fallor: poſt 1E gens cautior illa eſt; 
Et didicit Muſas, Granta, rimere tuas. 
I, = Le&orem nullum ; fic falva larebis ; 
| poteris Criticas ſpernere tuta manus. 
Limine ab hoc caveas : Procul 6, procul ito profana. 
Diſſimile hic Domini nil decet eſſe ſuo. 
lle ſacri calamo referat myſteria verbi, 
Non alia illius ſanQa lucerna videt. 
Talis in Altari trepidat Fax pæne timenda, 
Et Fla vum attollit fic venemnda capur. 
At ſcio, quid dices: Noſtros Academia luſus 
SpeQavit; nugz tum placuere mez. 
Pagina ſtulta nimis! Granta eſt Hic altera ſolus; | * 
Vel Grantz ipſius non Caput, at Cerebrum. * 
Sed ſi authore tuo, pergas, audacior, ire: | 3 
(Audacem quemvis candidus ille facit.) 7 
Accedas tanquam ad numen formidine blandũ 
Triſtis, & hæc illi paucula metra refer. 


Sub veſtro auſpicio natum bonus accipe carmen, , 
Viventi auſpicium quod ſibi vellet idem. - 
Non peto ut iſta probes; tantùm, Puerilia, dicas, 
 Sunt, fateor ; Puerum ſed ſatis illa decent. 
Collegii nam qui noſtri dedit iſta Scholaris, 
Si docius tandem fir, meliora dabit. 


Veftri Favoris Stadioſiſimus, 
ABR. COWLEY. 


2 


Ad Letorem. 


ON ſum neſcius quanto cum periculo emanare in 
vulgus hanc Fabulam paſſus fim; tantum intereſt 
Spectator. an Lecter fis Comædiæ, quamvis amicus. adeo 
ut miſellum hoc opus, quod ſatis ex fe deforme eſt, pul- 
chritudinem ſuam amittere neceſſe fit, quam illi Lucerne, 
Veſtes, Actor, nobiliſima Frequentia addiderunt. Sed 
Hoc cum cæteris commune, illud noſtræ proprium eſt, quod 
plurimis in locis, eiſque, qui, neſcio quo fato, maxime 
placuerunt, ne intelligi quidem, niſi a quibuſdam paſſit, 
ut in Morionis & Gelaſimi partibus, præcipu vers cum 
aperitur Schola; ita at huic libro accidat, quod ſolet ige 
nobililus, qui, niſi in civitate ſua ubique ignorantur, ita 
naſcuntur Calendarii fimiles in uſum unius tantùm regio- 
nis. Sed voluntati amicorum ſatisfaciendum eſt, non ti- 
mori meo; & effecit benevolentia illa, qua priores meas 
nugas, & veluti vagitns Poeticos (nam (proh pudor l) 
pæne ab infantia nugatus ſum) excepiſti, ut Ingrati cri- 
men ſubeam, fi tibi negem luſus meos; Immemoris fi for- 
midem. Aliquis autem dicat vir grauiſimus (& for- 
taſſis etiam dixit) Eone impudentie ventum eft ut hornus 
adhuc Academicus, Comæ diam doceat? Dnod nunquam 
quiſquant ea «tate aggreſſus eſt, idne fibi arrogat inſolens 
puer Egone tale quid in me admifi > nod fi crimen 
guidem fit, Illius invidia nunquam tanti erit, at huic 
ſaltem crimini expurgationem aliquam parem. Nam tibi, 
amice Leclor, ft audacia nora placuit, ego vel iterùm 
tui causd tam inſolen, ferem. ä 
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Scena Dunkerka. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Morion, 


Bomba rdomachides, 


Eucomifſſa, 
Egle, 
Pſecas, 
Emylio, 


Calliphanes, P. 
Calliphanes, F. 


Polyporus, 
Academicus 1. 
Academicus 2. 
Mulier: 

Bajuli 2. 


Perſonæ mutæ. 
Lorarũ 2. 
Bajulus. 
Exorciſta. 


Galen 
Gelaſimus, 


Tutor Gel. & Mor. 
Hzres dives, amicus Morionis. 
Suppoſititius Filius Poly pori. 


Miles. 

Filia Bombardom. 

Captiva Bombard. Emylionis ſoror. 
Ancilla Eucomiſſæ. ; 
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PROLOGUS. 


A foras inepte; nullamne habebunt hic Comæ diam? 
Exi, inquam, inepte : aut incipiam ego cum Epilogo. 
Tun jam Sophiſta junior, & dſo _ 2 1 
Ego ni hil poſſe um, preter quod Cetera ſolent, 

Salvete cives Attici, & corona florentiſſima. 
Utinam illam videretis, plus hoc ſpectaculo 
Niſuros voſmet credo, quam tots in Comedia. 
Jam nunc per rimam aliquam ad vos omnes adſpicit. 
Nifi placide intueamini, act um eſt de Puero. 
Tragedia ifthec ſiet, & Naufragium verum. 
Dictuus modo Prologum, noui, inquit, peccatum meum. 
Prodire, niſi perſonatus, in hanc frequentiam 
Neon audet, & plus ſua rubeſcit purpuri. 

Illius ergo cauſa, finite exorator fem 

Ut nequis Foeta vitio vortat novitio, 

Quodque non ſolet fieri, inſolentiam puter. 

Niſi fari inceptaverit, Nemo eſt futurus eloquens. 

Qui modo pulpitum fortius, aut Scenam concutit, 
Aliquando ballutivit ac timuit loqui. | 
Neque annos novem peſcite; non eſt, 
Adulta res, ſed Puerilis, Ludere. 
Vetus Poeta Comico ceſſit in convitium. 

Auis ſuum dieculæ invidet crepuſculum d 

Auis viole, quod primo oritur, extinguit purpuram? 
Favete & huic Flori, ne tanquam Solftitialis Herbula 
Repentè e xortus, repent ino Keil. wy 


Spectatores opt imi, 
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nibus: Mirum herclè eſt quin malo caveant, tam propinqut 
funibus. Qui ſuum quotidie fatum quaſi accurate complicant. 
Ut clamarunt modd ! uſurrare pre his Tempeſtatem diceres. Gratias 
habeo quod abs ſeſe, & his ſuis nos amiſit mare. Utrumque eſt æque 
turbulentum, & ad adſpeQum utriuſque vomeres. Iraque incolumem 
hic te videre ſerid lætor, Dinon: Polyporus huc me miſit Herzs, cum 
Filio ſimul ejũſque ſodali, ut euntibus ſervirem peregre quorum alter, 
naturà bardus, nihil ultrà queritat, alter & induſtriam addidit, uti in- 
ſanirer ſtrenu. Hos ducit quaſi Tutor eorum Gnomicus, ita homo, Qui 
rectè ſi ſaperent ſtultos cis annum redderet, nil extra carmina, atque 
ſententias loquitur carnifex : vix ſoleas, niſi ex Virgilis poſcer, ita poe· 
ti abutitur. Hem Dinos, vin tu homini ſtulto auſcultare mihi ? Suc- 
centuti jam nunc graviter in corde Sycophantias : Nam fi bolus iſte 
tantus eripiatur ex faucibus, nunquam iterum occaſio dabitur, fortu- 
natus ut ſies. Ignota regio; heri ſtolidi, ac divites : tum ego, Dinon, 
Plenus fallaciz ſervus, & pecunie indigens. Næ Oves commilit lupo, 
hos mihi qui concredidit. Atque eccos ipſos de navi; eccum autem 
Gnonicum ; Ut magnifice infert ſeſe ! ore Jambum crederes, conce- 
dam iſthuc : hem Bejali, an dormitis ſuper farcinas? 


SCENA I. 


_ Gnomicus, Morion, Gelaſimur, Dinon. 
Guo. Quod felix fauſtumq; fir (qui formula deleQabantur Veteres) 


Egreſſi optatà Troes poriuntur areni. Ne A Virgilio noſtro poetarum 
omnium facile principe, quem ego honoris causã nomino, tranſverſum 


. digitum, aut unguem latum excedamus, ut pulchre in proverbio. 
Mor. Tutor, gratulor tibi huc adventum meum. 
no. Dixiſſes potius tuum, nam hoc on more Aulico. - 
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Mor. Imd utrumque, mi Tutor, Gzomice, [Dinon, Bajuli] 
Quem ego honoris causà nomino; ſed quænam eſt hæc Regio? Nam 
mihi non magis nota eſt de facie, quem ſi eſſet Tetra incognita. 

Din. Adſunt Bajuli cum ſarcinulis. 

Baj. Quo portamus Domine ? 

Din Adcabernam proximam diverſoriam; ego oſtendam locum. 

Gno, Quid Bajuli edjco vobis, quod Simo ſenex in Comcaedii, vos iſt» 
hzc intro auferte ; abite ; Dinon, ſequere. Nam paucis te velo. 

Afr. Dinon, ſt! ego paucis te volo. Memento de vino bono. 

Din. Here factum puta, nam nihil mihi potius eſt, quam in hac te a* 
nimo tuo obſequi. ; 

Mor. St! Bajuli ! quin dice, ſiſtite vos mihi Bajali. 

Baj. Quid eſt quod nos velis? | | 13 

Mer. Cavete de ſarcinulis, ne quaſſs ſint vehementer aut jadtæ in 
terran tortiter. Bhs 

Baj. Numnam inſunt vitra ? | | 

Mor. Non, non, non, ſed nolo aurum Himis premi. Ne forte imago 
regia aliquid detriment capiat, & leſs Majeſtatis reus fiam ; ſar ſapio 
mihi, diis gratias. [Exeunt Dinon, Bajul:. 

Guo. Piſh, verbum ſapienti ſat eſt : norunt quid velis, abite. Audin' 
lætitiam nautarum ! ferit aurea ſydera clamor. [Celeuſma intus. 

Mor. O mulicos homies ! utinam ego efſem navita : Vix mg abſti- 
neo quin clamem. [Clamat] Gelaſime, quid tu triſtis es? 

GA. Quid frontem, ut dicam metaphorice, caperas Gela/ime ? 

Gel. Egon triſtis? non; Meditabar tanthm de .patura maris. Cui 
Dii Dezque malefaciant omnes, nunquam navigabo poſteà. Nam ni- 
hil navigatione magis incommodum eſt ingenio bono. Adeo non po- 
tui modo unum jocum exprimere, quem dicerem Bajulis. At antequam 
conſcendi navim ſolebant vel invito mihi effluere, donicum omnes 
dicerent, ſatis, ſatis, ſatis, ſatis eſt. | 
. Gno. Gelajime, ut arrider tihi Navigatio tua? quid jam de mati? 

Gel. Amara res eſt ; oh! bene eſt, quod meipſum colligo: Hic primus 
jocus eſt quem dixi in his regionibus; & eſt tantum parvus jocus, me» 
liores certè ſoleo. Adeſte æquo animo, & meliores audietis poſtea · 

Nor. Hei ho! ohi me! 


Sus, Quid eſt, rien? cur imo gemitum de peQore ducis ? Secun - 


— 


. 


dum Poetam. 


Mer. Totus contremiſco cum de rebellante meo ſtomacho cogitem, 
O jentaculumillud, quod ego de tabulatis totum evomui ! O ova! ò vi- 
num ! ò ſumen! hæc omnia infelix perdidi. Obſonavi piſcibus largiter. 

Ens. Quis talia fando Myrmidonum Dolopumve, aut duri miles 
Ulyſi (euphoniæ gratia) temperet a lachrymis? video cert? tecte dici 
- 3, veteribus. Top, dur, Juin, Tea N. Sive ut ego juvenis in 
Penmametrum Latinum trauituli. Sunt tria malz viris? Ignis, Aqua, 

ulier. 
Ar. Preterei, Tutor, aliquid aliud certè, me nimis mald habuit, 
nam, cum ex lo terram procul proſpezimus : Continu ut nos pro- 


pals accetimus, ills apfugir lpyguls | Idqus ita ego obſeryayj ipſe. 
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Gno. Vides ergo, quod poſt nubem Phœbus, Dulcia non meruit qui 
non guſtavit amara : Multa diũque tuli: Difficilia quæ pulchra! Per 
varios caſus, per tot diſcrimina rerum tendimus in Latium. Plutimà- 
que alia commodè a veteribus dicta ſunt in hanc ſententiam. 

Gel. Omittis, Morion, tempeſtatem reminiſci. ns 

— ReQt mones: nunquam tam male metui ne ad cœlum irem in- 

atlis. 
of Jam jam tacturos ſidera ſumma putes, ſed cho tu, adeon vero 
metuis &mi@oy ? 9 5 

Mor, Quidni metuam? Nolo tam durum in me dici quicquam voca- 
bulum: mf 2 

G Ego mchercule tunc temporis guttam non habui ſanguinis, pre 
timars, ne ſub Ponti marmore ſepulturo nobis fierer. Intelligis Tutor ? 
ambiguum id verbum eſt : ludo in ms Marmore. Numnam auditis 
hoc? ſtabo promiſſis meis ſi attenditis. Pots 

Mor. Dii te perdant aded in omni ſermone facetus es. 

Gel. Ain' verd ? tunc maledicis ingenio meo ? 33 

Mor. Quidni ? quæſo annon ad hereditatem nati ſumus? Tun Fili- 
us uy maximus daQtis dictis animum applicas ? Vitium Gelaſime, viti- 
um eſt. f 

Gno. Quid eſt, adoleſcentes ? revocate animos, mœſtumque timotem 
mitrite, nam jam ia vado ſumus, cum Proverbio. | 
Mor. Obſecro te atque etiam oro uri ne reyortamur domum. Nam 


- Oppidd mihi arridet hujus loci facies. 


Gno, Potin' igitur, ut ſuſtineas animum, ſi nunquam patrem ſis viſu- 
tus denuo ? | 

Mor. Hercle vero ſatin' mihi exciderat Pater de memoria? Per quam 
moleſta res eſt Pater, ſed ni fallor non ſemper vivunt ſenes. 

Gel. Video me fruſtra eſſe, neceſſe eſt ut revocem ad me fugitivum 
meum ingenium. 

Mor. Nimis diu hercle eſt, ex quo ego ebrius fui, atque adeo annus 
videtur, donicum in hac regione probe madeam. | 3 

Gel. Tutor, cedo, quid faciendum eſt jam nunc: petimuſne diver- 
ſorium? Ibique omnem hanc ex animo eximimus laſſitudinemꝰ 

Mor. Imo illie bibamus ſtrenue. | 

Gel. Rectè, & poſt illa faciam carmina. 
Nor. Atque ego dormiam. 


Gno, Facieſne adoleſcens carmina ; at non conſtabunt tibi pedes poſt- 
eaquam ſtrenus biberis, intellextinꝰ Gelaſime, quod velim per pedes annon? 
Gel. Ha, ha, he, Eugepz! ob iſtuc te dictum amo plurimum. At 
niſſ eripuiſſes ex ore mihi, æquidem prevortiſſem re, Et certè magnus 
jocus eſt : donabo hunc pugillaribus, Carmina tibi pedes bibe- 
1is—— Ha, ha, ha, he. g [ ſcribit.] 


Mor. Ne iſtos omnes jocos Dii perdant ; nam ante hoc temporis ma- 
dere potuiſſem, niſi quod diem male amiſimus. _ Sos 

Cuno. Eamus igitur; nam ſcriptum in Poetà invenimus, Ennius ipſe 
Pater nunquam niſi potus ad arma proſiluit dicenda ; ubi Pater quiz e- 
- Fat primus; Arma, metaphorich & alig loco, Fœcundi calices, quem 
paß feeere Foetm ? | 


Cel, 
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Gel. Pulcherrimè! Quem non fecere Poetam ! 
Mor. Si me certe facere poſſent, nunquam vel pitiſſatem poſtea. Po- 

etam ! vah ! ſumne ego Filius Polipori natu maximus? | 
Gno, Bene habet: jam vos inſtiruam optimis ſecundum hunc locum 

atque ætatem moribus. Docebo peregrinandi artem, atque edicam For- 

mulas, Perſuadendi, deridendi, atq; adorieadi.homines : Donec om- 

nes mortales vos admirentur æquè ac me. Sed prius introeamus, nam 

melius hanc rem præſtabimus impleti veteris Bacchi, pinguilq; ferine. | 
Mer. Longe hercle melius. | 


SCEN A Il. | 


. Enylio. [ 

Em. Enimvero ego jam nunc incedo vir ornatiſſimus, meque ipſe J 
dum contemplor m 55 continud in mentem venit, Hominum catenu- l 
l 


lis ſuſpenſorum jamdiu in via regia : Ne illi veſtitu ſolent eſſe ac iſtam 
lane faciem. Neutiquam hoc placet omen: quanquam fi eveniat, 
volupe eſt mihi quod hiſce ego veſtibus commodare non poſſim 
carnifici. Nolo ille homo per me diteſcat : ſed inteteà temporis, Dit 
voſtram fidem ! quid mihi faciendum eſt miſero ? Num fiam (qui hic 
rara avis eſt) Philoſophus denuo ? Qui poſſim, niſi fortè Cynicus, aded 


oblatrat ſtomachus? Num impendam operam foro, ac contorquendis n 
ibus ? At malum herclè omen eſt auſpicari id ſtudium, in Forma 

Pauperis. Dicet aliquis, bono ingenio es: adjunge animum Poetice : J 

Quamobrem vero? adeone parum inops ſum, ut fiam magis? Nam If 


hæc refta via'ſt ad egeſtatem : præterea fruſtra hoc ſpetat animus. Nun- 

quam ego evadam Literatus homo, ſat ſcio, unam de me ipſo niſi ſi 

Literam longam faciam. Quid * agere inſtiruam ? nam agendum n 

eſſe aliquid id venter admonet: Er plurimum præſtat manu mea, quam 

laborare in hunc modum fame: Quanquam cum magis cogito, quid 

eſt, opera quod conficiat mea? Niſi ſi ad abigendos Corvos memet a] 
lano collocem. Quod preſtare optimè poteram cum ornatu hoc | 

formidoloſiſſimo. At non eſt, uti nimium properem properare ad id v. 

muneris, nam velim nolim, fat citò ad Corvos eundum eſt mihi. Lu- 

ber mehercule ſuſcipere meam veterem denuo provinciam. Aliqui in- 


zendenda eſt in aliquem.fallacia : hoc fixum maneat. - ; m 
| 9 
SCENMN 4 IV. - 


Emylio, Dinon. a 
Eu. Sed quis hie homo eſt, qui ſermonem noſtrum auſcultatut ex N 
versà platea? Quantum ex vultu colligo eodem laborat morbo, quo te 
ego & multi magni viri laborarunt. 
Dun. Herus mevs Merion cum Tutore Gnomico, ejuſdem farinæ homi- 
ne & Gelaſimo * ſuo benè intus potat, ibi illi tres conveniunt opti - ef] 
me, hos ego niſi emungam aliqui pecunj2, ſumne ipſe ſtultus iſtorum £01 


guid faciat auto; at eo quid faciam ſcip, 


mulò maximus? Nam heri Poliporus pater adptimè diyes eſt, neſcit lin 
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En Ade pol ſetvum graphicum ! ad amuflim ſententiam meam Lo- 
cutus eſt aded : hunc mihi notum eſſe oportuir, nam idem ſentimus 
ambo, quod eſt in propinquà parte amicitiæ. | 

Din, Age Dinon. | 

Am. Oh, idne tibi nomen eſt ? 

Din. Nunc ſpecimen ſpecitur Dino ingenii tui, niſi aliquam fabrĩ - 
cam facias, non cauſam dico, quin omues te uno ore prediceat ſervum 
minimi pretii. 

Am. A me non impetro herclè, ut abſtineam diutiùs, ita hominem 
amo perditè. Dinon, ſalve, gaudeo ſane, quandoquidem huc falvus 
veneiis, Valuiſtin' uſque? 

Din. Quænam hec Jarva eſt ? Quantum de veſte conjecto hic ſtipem 
petit; Oh! ſcio quid difturus : Msles ſum, potirus hoſtium, occilus 
jam bis in bello, confoſſus millies, &c. Parcas labori tuo: nihil do: 
bene vale. 

En. Quaſi non norimus nos inter nos, mitte has nugas, Dinon, U- 
bi eſt Herus tuus ? pulchrè os ſublinemus homini. 

Din. Quin (malum) vis tibi? tun' herum noſti meum ? 

En Tanquam te. 

Din. Ita ſentio. 


Em. Non novi fungum illum ? Bardum, Baronem, ſtipitem, aſi- 
num, ovem? Quem tondebimus auro hodie uſque ad vivam cutem. 
Din. Hic pol herum meum (quicquid id eſt) ſuo appellat nomine. 
Jurares noviſſe hominem, ita depinxit probe. Quoniam vero tam fami- 
liaris es; facito ut ſciam, quod nomen tibi ſit amico atq; neceſſario meo. 

Em. Quaſi vero obliviſci potis ſis, facetus es, Dinon. [amplectitur. 

Din. Non, non, quæſo move te abs me longius, nam licet te amem, 
memini me ſemper odiſſe ſervulos tuos, nihili beſtias. 

Em. Quos ſervulos memoras ? Ego meos reliqui domi. 

Din. Nempe a tergo ſunt, funguntur officio ſuo ; nam tu, tanquam 
alter Bias, omnes tuas tecum portas. ; 

Em. Ah nequam ! idem es, video, qui fuiſti prius. A puero te no- 
vi, ſemper mordebas aliquem. 

Din. Egon' mordebam vero ? id ſervuli faciunt tui. 

Em. Non eſt ut ab illis timeas, Dinon, licet confitear. Me feſtas 
meas veſtes non induiſſe hodie. Cogitabam domi me manſurum, ſed 
qnid refert > Omnes me norunt, non eſt uti laborem de veſtitu. 

Din. Falſum : ego te non novi, Diis grarias, fed red, mi vetus a+ 
mice, adeò ornatum negligis, nam virtute formæ evenit, te, ut, quic- 
quid habeas deceat. Sed i tenebris fortè ſurgeres, diligentia opus eſt. 
Ne induas ſubligacula in diploidis loco, adeò difficile eſt uttumque ia 
te diſtinguere. 211 
En. ¶Æſtivè tectus ſum de induſtria: ſudor me enecat. 

Din. Conſilium dabo, amice, fi me audias. perbonum, in rem tuam 
eſſe arbitror, ut moriaris quam primum poteris; Nam tunc te, /Ediles 


2 ad ſepulturam duint, Et, quod non feciſti, obvolurus jacebis 
inteo. 8 6 


Em. Nolo obſonate vermes. ; 
_ * ,>4 * 4 TYC BL Dir: 
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Din. Quam pediculos ſatius eſt. Obſecro amice, quo avolavit colla- 
re, & ſubucula? Ne tantillum quidem uſquequaque gerit lintei quod 
digitum tegat, ſi cum caſu vulneret. 

[| Em. Lotrix habet, quid tua? 

Din. Iſte galerus jam cribrum eſt. Revereri me neceſſe eſt ; operire 
non potes capur. | 

Em. Admitri ſolem volo; quæſo an id invides ? 

Din. Nunquam auteà oculis vidi meis ambulare ſterquilinium. 

Em. Nunquid dignum habes familiarem ludo ludere ? Si ſeriò face» 


= : DO So en G — | 
Din. Quid tum? 
Em. Acciperem joco. 

Din. Ædepol hominem petpaucorum hominum ! ingenium perpla- 
| ext. Sed negotioſum me decer eſſe aliis negotiis. Vale, bone vir, 
cum revocarim in memoriam qui ſis, reyortar tibi. | 
£m. Obſecro, num amicum deſeris? Din. Teipſum penſilem. 

En. Da igitur drachmam, non placet ita prodigere de meo. Quin 
morare, verbo expediam quid eſt quod te velim. In Morionem herum 
tuum tragulam injicere animum induxiſti, ne nega ; induxti, ſcio. 
Hanc fi devolvas mihimer provinciam, ita argento illum circumvor- 
tam conſutis dolis, ut revera me dicas poſteà neceſſarium tuum. Miles 
hanc domum noſtre commiſit fidei ſervandam in reditum ſuum Bem- 
bardomachbides. Peropportunus iſtic locus eſt, tum autem ego (dimidi- 
um mearum laudum prætereo pre modeſtia) ita retexo omnes morta- 
les, quemqʒ prehendero,ut oppido ſe tactos credant modo fi conſpexerim, 

Din. Ut loquitur, ne crumena pertuſa fir, mihi valde cautio ell. 

| Nimio fuit familiaris. 5 Ye : 

Em. Idem i te caveo, Dinon, nam prope adftiriſti : falva res, nihil 
nattus es. | 

Din. Dii me amant, quandoquidem hunc hominem objecerunt mihi 
nunc aggrediar facinus auſpicio liquido. Nam cum iſthoc comite vel 
ipſi Mercurio verba darem, ita omnes articulos callet Sycophantiæ. 
Quod nomen tibi dicam eſſe? Em. Amylioni. 

Din. Tum bene, £mylie,da mihi manum, conditionem accipio. Da- 
bin” verd jusjurandum te fidelem fore? _— 

Am, Do Deos reſtes: quæſo cui mortalium præſtanda eſt, fidem 
fi inter noſmet frangimus ? Sed moram dictis creas, dic qui (int homi- 
nes, unde, quid veniant, nam adibo, quaſi ætatem noſſem. It dies, 

& nondum pecuniz injicio ungulas. 
Din. In via tibi dicam omnia: ſed cum iſtoccine ornatu, mi Emyllo? b 
En. Piſh, potin' ut quieſcas? Annon veſtitus tibi videor ſatis baſi- te 
. 


e: 
Dow. Ut voles, eſto : ſatin ex improviſe tandem amigitja tanta icta gi 


Em. Meus bonus Genius ! ſ; 
Din. Meus alter idem ti 

En. Meus Pylades ; 

Din, Oreſtes meus! | : = L 
262 An. 
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Em. Meus—— Gt amd warns ! | 3 

Din. Mitte tricas, I prez, ſequar. - 

Am. Quaſi eſſem tam male moratus, mi Pylades? 'peregrino ſem- 
| oe" > 

Din. Vis audeo te i tergo relinquere, tibi herelè locum cedo, tu 
major nebulo es. 

Am, Eamus ergo ſimul, mea commoditas. 

Din. Mea opportunitas, eamus. rennt] 


SCEMNA YN: 


Gnomicus, Gelaſimus, Morion, Puer. 
| Gn, Uti in primo Au Menzchmi, Sceni ſecundã dicitur Sepul- 
N chrum habeamus, & hunc comburamus diem. Eugè Plautus, am M 
| . dictus ! fic Horatius Diem conderet, & à mum Latii per ex- 
cellentiam, jamque diem clauſo componit veſper Olympo. 


I 08 An dies mortua eſt ? ha, ha, ha, ha, an inquam dies mortua ſt, 
I utor ? 

. Mer. Moriatur ſane, aut ſuſpendat fe, fi volt. Puer, cedo vinum. 
Þ Hum nullumne mag! vetus ? 

O Pier, IIlicò, Illicd.  [6ibit.] Nullus eſt in tori urbe qui tibi melius 
Þ præbeat, fi ejus frater eſles. 8 
* Mor. Frater, carnifex? Non ſum ego Polyporo unicus? fed pericu- 
* lum faciam, [6ibir.} 
I, Pu. Et ſcintillulat, quaſi | 

. Mor. Scintiſlulat? videam. Fortaſſis hoc præſtat dertè ſcintillat 


a probe. [bibir.} Quid (malum) an captas pedes meos? 
11 Pu. Egon Domine ? 5 


: Mor. Dimidiatum tibi cyathum nunquam Tutor, porrigam. Mora 
u, tus ſum melius— da Tutori, Puer. Lbibit.] 


e Pu. Tllico, illico, inquam, non poſſum eſſe hic & illic ſimul. 

. Gel. Obſtupefaciam jam ego puerum ingenio meo. Adi ſis. . 
Pu. Maxime. | | 

2 Gel. Adeſdum verò Minime. Ut verbum retorqueo? quid agis Mi- 

5 nime ? 

m Pu. Vides. 

ni- Ge. Ita nimiò exiguus fueras, ut vix hegcle poteram. s 

es, Pu. Illico, illico, jam venio, jam jam, vinum ocius in Cotonam. 
Gel. Avolavit : unico plane dicto occidi hominem. Ita omnes qui- 

io? buſcum loquor ſemper macto infortunio. Hominem tetigi jocis quar- 

aſi- to Nonas Februarii ſub ſigno Roſe.  {ſeribis.} 
Gno. Ah parcas irridere illum Gelaſime. Ingenui vultus puer eſt, in- 

E genuique pudoris. Adi ſis propius : quid oculos defigis adeo? attollas 


capur. Neſcis derivari &rvgwny «m7 ) 4v9gety; Pronaque cum 
ſpeQent animalia cætera rerram, Os homini ſublime dedit, cœlumque 
tueri Jufſir, & erectos ad fidera tollere vulcus. © 
Gel. Non quit reſpondere ; ita joco interfeci modo. Euge Gelaſſma, 
| nunquam commuratus clues. 3 
Em. | thy, 


Fd 


= 
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Mor. Puer pete ocius vinum : quid horas bonas perdimus? 

Guo. Audin'? fit Coum, Maſſicum, vel Leucadium, Falernum, Leſ- 
bium, Czcubum, atque audin'? ne fit Aut Vaticanum, aut Vejenta- 
num, aut Laletanum cave; Namque hæc in aliam partem accepta apud 
Authores legimus. | 

Pu. Factum puta: Vinum ocius in Roſam. 

Me. Puer revertere ſis: Fac poculum teipſo majus uti ſimul afferas. 
Nam pro vitello ovi ebibere te ex cyatho poteram. 


SC ENA VI. 


Emylis iiſdem. 

Pu. Quo pergis bone vir? nolunt hi fidicinem : Abi cum cantiun- 
culis novis. 

Em. Ain Nanule, Ramentum ! Triental hominis! Naturæ avari- 
tia! Non licet amicos alloqui ? 

Pu. Amicos tuos? In popinã cæcã quzrites : vinum non bibunt, 
Niſi forte in Principis natali cum ex canalibus funditur. 

Am. Quin abi in malam rem furciferule.—— 

Pu. Illico; illico. [Exit.] 

Em. Salvere vos plurimam jubet amicus voſter vetus : Et vivos 
valenteſque huc adveniſſe id volupe eſt mihi. Facit hoc fortaſſe veſtis 
inſolentia Ut fugiat vos memoria qui ſim. 

Gel. Non multum falleris. 

Guo, Rem acu tetigiſti, nam ſic melius dictum reor. * 
N Em. At veſtrum ego & memini & ſemper faciam ut meminero, 
iſ Nam Moerionis patri Polyporo jam olim ſummus fui, Poſtquam peregrd 

| advenientem hoſpitio me exceperat. 

| Gne. Næ bona memorial es: didiciſſe artem, arbitror, Quam (refe+ 

| rente Cicerone) inveniſſe dicitur Simonides. 

| Em. Gelaſime ſalve (Dii faciant ne falſus ſim) ſalve Morin. : 
4 Ego non magis te novi quam Hominem in Luna. Sed fi vis, 

ve. 

Gel. Hunc etiam hominem ludos faciam. Nunquid veſtes etiam tua 
(ha, ha, hæ,) abierunt peregre ? * 

£m, Modd admodum ex bello redii, commutare non licuit. Ita 
vos ut audivi adveniſſe properavi viſere. 

Gel. Idepol veſtes malas l an ex bello aufugerunt ? An oſtenderunt 
terga? tua terga hic intelligo. - 8 f 

Em. Oh; benè herclè gaudeo quod ſignificaras mihi, Nam illic 
jocus eſt. Gelaſime, antiquum obtines. | 

Gel. Novit me iſte proculdubid, non urgebo amplius, Ha, ha, ha! 
An oſtenderunt terga? Nolo jam coram peregrino, poſt ſcribam tamen. 
En. Hane mihi quam videtis, ſtragem effecerunt gladii, Tum ga- 
lerum cernite, eccam tormentorum operam, Annon odos Pyrii pulve- 
ris objectuꝰ eſt naribus ? 
. Gel. O bellum quaſi minimè bonum ! Ibi ego iterum ; nunquam 
ceſſabo hodie. | | 


* 
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Gno. Bella per Aan * civilia campos. Satin his ho- 
mo excidit mihi memoria ? Fu der obliviſci familiaris tam male, Ne 
ſuperbum dicat, aſſimulabo quaſi ſciam. Incertus ſum quis lier, ſed 
hoc nil refert, Amicus certus in re incerta cernicur. 

£m. Ut valet uxor Polypori ? ut ſeneQturem fert? ? 

Gel. Quali injuriam Male ? St centum peregrini adſint Nemo 
men omittam iitoc ſcribere. Seribit.] 

Gne. Ohe! jam ſatis eſt, nunc — 1 optime, Diſſimulavi per 
jocum (ur aiunt) quaſi non poſſem pr 

Gel. Noſtin' yerd, Tutor ſerid ? — nomen obſecro. 

Gne. Nomen? quaſi— vorſatur mihi in labris primoribus. 

Em. Perii : nomen amiſi: oh! 2 lemarchus eſt. 


Gno. Dii boni! ira eſt profectò: ſepe obliviſcimur Que callemus, ut 
P—_— — tanquam digitos. 


moe cum animo cogitem, quafi per nebulam meeini 
Me. A1 l illam faciem. 

Mor. Tum ego me mini quoque. Iraque propinabo übi. Hem ! Pe- 
e Non multum refert, noſti quid velim, tibi pre* 


_ Sedeamus omnes, in re omni ſervanda ef Merhodus. Sic me- 
lius carpemus munera Bacchi. Clama puerum Gelaſime. 

Cel. Non parebit mihi Tutor, ita deriſi modo. 
Ono. Heus puer, aſcende ad culmins teQi. 

Tuer. [Subs] Statim venio, IIlico. 


Gno. At quam coquuntut aſparagi, En, age, ſegnes Rumpe 
moras. 
Am. Dinezis illa vor eſt; Eugepz ! fatum eſt oprime. 


2 Apparent adhuc ſideta: > e Pollux, illic Caſtor [ad lucerns:) 


Em. Hem ! nauclere, nauclere inquam ! quamdiu vivimus ? 
Dm. Vix hore dimidinm ? periimus! 
Mor, Heu quid faciam miſer ? Pre timore iterum vomam ; ſt j i m 
undis obruar, Nunquam navigabo poſtea. - 

£m. Adeſdum, adeſdum inquam, Gnowice, Video flugum mag 


decimum? 
Su. Decimæ venit impetus unde ; Poſterior nono eſt, undecimoque 


rior, 
f Gel. O fi quis bibere jam queat Salutem mihi! Non poſſum non 
jocari hoc x ip in artigulo. Expirabo animam joco. 

Mer. Non paſſum patt ma mi. .] 
O quoties peccavi 4 [6+bir] Madui quoties [bibit] Quoties ſcorta- 
rus ſum Lb] Nunquam videbo patrem, poſt hæc bibam, 
[5ibre] abi lis uter miſer. [frag ] 
Convertamus nos, Tutor, ad e * 

Sn. Maximè: 

O terque quaterque beati, 


Quets ante ora Patrum, —— 
Nn git oppetere. 


cifer. 
. Ge. Quod fit? 
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Pu. Ecquid nos vocaſtis ? 
Em. Dii te perdant, ita inopportund huc te conjicis. Abi fs furs 


lammadis ] 


Em. Rogas ? Vidiſtin' ut ad proram modd — aliquis marinus 
adſtitit? i 

Gel. Non, erat piſcis magnus. 

£m. Piſcis ? 

Gel. Piſcis meherculè: Mehercule, i inquam, piſcis, ex voce id ſatis 


colligo. 


nobis, Socii. 

Mer. O mortem quid faciam? Obſecro atque oro vos piſces 
mihi parcite. Ego filius Toin Polypori natu maximus. 
Din. Exonerabo hunc ego congium in eorum capita. Periimus, ho ! 
ſocii, periimus, abſorbet nos mare, | l jecit. 


Jam, jam abſotbet, periimus. " 
Guo, O nos miſeros! viden' ut aquas pu combibie? Servare 


. hanc familiam ipſa non poterit Salus, Ut peſſime Comicus. 0 Peri- 


polemarche, quæſo duc me in inferiora navis. 
Gel. Et me, me, me, me etiam obſocro. 
I [Detrudit in cler Benbard, 


Mr. Valete; ego jam moriar. ſlcadlit. 
Din. Ha, ha, ha! Dii voſtram 4idem, rem venuſtam & lepidam : 
it evenire melius, quam evenit iſthæc fabrica. - 

Em. St! it ! Dinen, ſt! deſcende, altum dormiunt ; [ Dixon deſcendit, 


| Nz ego multum fallor, niſi hi homines nauftagium verum WO 


| Puer ingreditur. 
Ps. Non, non, non; tepræſentatam prius Pecuniam oportet eſſe 


Pro his quos fecerunt ſumptibus, antequam hunc etiam auferas. - 


[ Morjonis loculos . & dat Puero aue. 

En. Pecuniam? Jubeaniine. lubentiſſimè accipe ſis. 
Pu. Jam habe tibi hunc aſinum; ilico, illicd, [Exit 
Em. O Jovem, cæteroſque cœlites! [Tollant — 

Neceſſe eſt riſu ſ nnn ee k rem \transferret Eg Comce= 


diam quiſpiam. | 1221 212 © [Exount, 


it. 


ä 


— — — 


ACTUS u. SCENA 15 


| - Dinen, Amylia habitu Marionis, L 
Din. Mylio, — ſtas animo? quin iterum inquam Eniylia ? 
Hæredis illz veſtes ſunt ; vereor ne cerebro incommodent. 
Em. Fata tibi ornatum novum, & tum mecum fabulator poſtea, 
Nuamquam in ſolens fecero, ſi ſermonem feram cum ſervulo, Fortunas 


1alce me as ſublatus animus decet. Siquidem fidelem te ö 


em mant m ad oſcula. 
24 . Dix. 


. 


Din. Funes rupti ſunt, disjecta vela, navis lacera eſt. Adum de 


Q. dee 
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Din. Faxo pol oſculeris meam, ſiquidem in os pugnos ingeram. 

Em. Siquidem herclè ingeras, faxo mihi os eſſe ſenſeris. Sed ne 
accedas adeo; odi ſemper ſervulos tuos, nihili beſtias. Scio quid di- 
Aurus, miles ſum, potitus hoſtium, Occiſus bis in bello, confoſſus 
millies, &c. Parcas labori tuo: nihil do: bene vale. 

Din. Quaſi non norimus nos inter nos, mitte nugas, Amylio, 

Em. Ego Comes Amylio vocor, ne nomen neſcias. 

Din. Ergo comes & amice mi Æmylio, reſpondeas velim. 

Em. Rogandi copiam tibi facio, audacter loquere. 

Din. Dii te perdant nugivendule, hoc primum Deos rogo : Nunc 

te, ſcripſiſtin' literas ad Polyporum ? 

Em. Hum! quid ais? nos magni viri negotiis majoribus impediti, 
| ſepe non advertimus quæ dicta ſunt. 

Din, Exemplar literarum ad Pelyporum videre velim. Jamne audis ? 

Am. Hum! Literarum ? poteſt fieri ut oſtendam tibi. 

Din. Poteſt fieri ut diminuam tibi caput, niſi mittas has tricas. 

Am. Obloqueris mihi fic ornato ? lege has inquam, ocyus. 

; Din. Diis gratias cunctis, Marti & ſeorſim, meo Domino atque 
Amico bono, quem colo lubens. Fera inter pelagi monſtra, Nerei 
greges, Solit2 virtute filium cepi tuum, Duoſque amicos; ſervo nunc 
vinctos domi, Victore me ſuperbientes plurimum. Huc properes, re- 


q dimi ſi cupis, tantum eſt, Vale. Dux Bombardomachides. 
- Obſecro an in hunc modum ſcribit Bombardomachides ? 


' En. Sic loquitur quotidie: linguam cothurnatam gerir, 
Din. Avi ſiniſtrã hæc res procedit, atque ex ſeatentia. Quid agimus 
b. nunc jam 2 
Em. Ego agam Bombardomachidem. Tu cuſtodem ; barbam indu- 
28, atque ornamenta cætera. [ Indui?, 
ſe Niem iſtuc ocyus: jam Cuſtos purns putus es. Abi atque educ caps» 
tivos, narra rem ordine, Ut capti fiat vi & armis : hic vos operibor, 
mn, abi. 55 [ Exit Dinon. 
Poteram ego nunc univerſos Mortales ludof facere ; Equidem meipſum 
it, = metuo : ne perſonatus Bombardomathides [ornat ſe, 
m. erum Amylionem fallat. Adeon' pervorſa es, Chlamis; Efficiam ut 
es | reftius ſedeas; Heic iſthæc tiara'ſt, Pyramis. Exædificabo cum hac 
nt, ¶ caput meum tanquam Elephantus, Turrim geſto, Hem. Ego ſum 
Bomb ar domacbhidiſſimus. | g 
— Gno. Una ſalus victis nullam ſperare ſalutem. . [ Intus. 
Gel. Quid ego tune egi? nonne pugnabam quemadmodum, Hyrcar:4 
Tigris, cum tenelli abripiuntur catuh ? | 
Din. Strenuiſſimè omnium. 
Gel. Certè: niſi multum me fallit memoria, 
Mer. Ego etiam aliquid feci. | 
Gel, Vincuntur ſæpè fortiſſimi; Tutor, bono animo es. 


= Gno. Maxime: nam dictum eſt veriſſimè. In fe mala anlmo ſi 
nas (£9900 utare, juvat. 


Din. Sequimini, | 


[Exit, 
Em. Adſunt; ego non 


dim com parebo. 5 ; 
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SCENA IL 


Dinon, Gnomicus, Gelaſimus, Morien (habitu £mylionis.) 

Mor. Hei! Tutor! Tutor; ego non ſum Morion. 

Gno. Quid ais? | 

Mor. Per Deos Immortales non ſum, ego novi Morionem ſat bend. 

Gno. De cœlo deſcendit yam oxaury, Noſcis teipſum ? 

Mor. Non, non, non novi mcehercule. 

Gno. Quis igitur es? 

Mor. Quomodo ego ſcire poſlim ? 

Gel. Phy, phy, idem es. 

Mor. Sumne ? bene habet: ſed unde hz veſtes, Gelaſime? 

Gel. Sane neſcio. 

Mir. Neſcis Gelaſime? an hoc ſufficit! quid ego reſpondeam patri? 
Quid faciam ? Tutor viden' ? 

Gro. Non equidem invideo, miror magis 

Mor. Hei! Galerum! video vos omnes per iſthzc foramina. 

Gel. Quaſi feneſtras habet. 

Mor. Feneſtras ! imd fore: habet fores Gelaſime, hei mihi! 

Gel. Omnes ingenioſi ſunt infelices propemodum. Utinam caviſſem 

iſthoc crimine : parentes prædixerunt mihi. 
Auer. Et mihi, ſed ego morem geſſi, & tamen veſtes perdidi. 

Gno. Ego idem te admonui, ſeu potius, admonitum habui, Odi pue- 
rum præcocis ingenii, inquit Vir admirabilis.. Sed quid ego iti 
compte loquor in miſeriis? Jam licet tibi vere dicere Gelaſime. Inge- 
nio perii, Naſo Poeta meo. _ | 

Din. Niſi aliter vobis viſum eſt, accerſam herum, Nam vos conventos 
velit. Fe 

Gno. Imd ; pro libitu tuo: Siquid me velit, Poeta reſpondere docuit, 
Coram, quem. queritis, adſum, Troius /Eneas. | 

Nor. Mene ut videat cum his veſtimentis? dic, qui ſim, Tutor. 

Dm. ExpeQtantre; cave ſis titubes ; atque audin' etiam? Fac riſum 
teneas, nam periculum id eſt. 

Em. Piſh: vultum in manu habeo, Emylio. 

Gel. Balilice fe infert, tanquam lapis ille Indicus, Qui ſpeQatorum 
omnium oculos fertur perſtringere. 

Guo. O humeroique Deo timilis ! 

Mor. Tutor horreo tremoque; ego ſtatim vomam. 

An Tonitru cum hoſtes vicimus feros bellico, Vincere & noſmet 
quimus, 4c vitam dare. Mens noſtra frangi neſcit, at flecti poteſt. 

Gno. O quem te memorem, Miles, namquehaud tibi vultus Morta- 
lis, nec vox hominem ſonat, O Dea certe! 

Ein. Eripete potſumus lucem & lucem dare. Sic fulminantis fertur 
poteiias Jovis, Medio tic bello valet Gradivus meus, Quid armis poſ- 
ſim, eſtis vos experri ſatis, Dabimus alterna, fic viſum eſt Fato & mihi. 

Mr. Quid faciam? timor in poſterior#decidit, Anima exire noſtra 


cum cupit. 
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Gel. Ut bellicè loquitur ! non audeo hunc hominem jocis ludere. 

; Em. Ob hoc Polyporo celerem miſi Nuncium, Hinc uti vos ſalvos 
ucat. | 

Gno. Mecznas Atavis edite Regibus, O & præſidium, & dulce de- 
cus meum 

Mor. Ego iterùm reviviſcam, nam aquam vitæ loquitur. 

Gel. Ut jam miteſcit ferox ! haud multùm aliter Hyzna (mirum) ex 
mare in fœminam migrat. Boni ingenii eſt ſimilitudines rerum fingere, 
Et concinnam ego comparationem aliquando jocis præfero. 

Em. Quis tu? vel fare nomen, vel longum ſile. 

Mor. Ego? ſervus tuus 

Em. Quid aures tundit meas? ha! 

Mor. Favoris tui ſtudioſiſſimus. 

Em. Ambages mittito. 

Mor. Filius natu maximus patris mei Ego. 

Em. Nomen rogo. 

Mor. Utinam eſſet dignum quod exaudias. 

Am. Fruſtra ſum: tuumFF 

Gel. Quemadmodum (cum boni tuà venia) tu vocaris Bombardoma- 
chiaes, Eodem plant modo deleQor ego nomine Gelaſimi. Facerè me- 


m um nomen cum illius cqnfero, quo illi aſſentari poſſum magis. [ ſeri bit] 
Infinuavi me callidè ad Bombardomachi dem quarto nonas Feb. 
Am. Tuum. | 
je- Gno. Sed ſi tantus amot nomen cognoſcere noſtrum Quamquam ani- 
ità mus memiaiſle horret, luctuque refugit Icipiam -— Gnomicus (ft tibi 
ge- viſum fuerir) ſeu Gn ico nomen eſt mihi. 
Em. Fac, ſerve, officium: rurſum revortar intro. [Exit.] 
tos Gel. Certo certius abiens mihi toto annuebat capite, Admiratur inge» 
nium meum : medius fidius captu'ſt- 
uit, Mor. Non te ſpondebam illi ruſticè Gelaſime. Euge Morion ; nolo me 


indoctum prædicent, Licet indigeam veſtium. 
Din. Placetne hinc vos? | 
um Gel. Quo ? | 
Din, Unde educti. 
Gel. In cellam illam anguſtam ac tenebricoſam obſecro? Quam 
um ego Orci januam per jocum nominavi modo. 
Din. Scilicet; donec vos Polyporus. | | 
Mor. Eamus igitur : placent tenebræ, Nam ſi diutiùs hos pannos 
conſpiciam, lagrymabo largirer. | 
Gno, Plautus Comœdiam ſeripſit, cui Captivi titulus. Vates, 6 
Plaute, fueras, nam vates nomen ambiguam'ſt. Nos jam Captivi. 
Aids d inen Nl. | 
Mor. Tutor, Tutor, revortere ſis ocyds, Tutor. 
Gno, Quid eſt ? | 
Mor, Nihil jam; ſed aliquis momordit me de tergo: eamus fodes. 


M 2 
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SCENA I. 


Emylie, Dinos. : 
£m. Abſumptus ſum planiſſimè: Guemici me expetant pedice. 
Neque unquam ex illius ſententiis habeo, qui me conſoler miſerum. 
Nempe hoc in more poſitum eſt, Generoſus factus continuo ut vapwlet. 
Incertum eſt quid agam, ita iſthæc res ſubitaria'ſt. 
Heus Dinon, huc te ocyus z inquam, Dinen. 


: Intrat Dinon, 

Din. Satin* es apud te? quid vis? 

Em. Qui poſſim? modò in via 

Din. Bombardomachidem ? 

Em. Dixti. Nullus ſum. 

Din. Quam mox aderit obſecro ? 1 : 

Em. Quid adeſt : vix punftum temporis ad conſilium datur. 
Jacebit in fermento totus, tum loquetur meros lapides. | 

Din, Imd piſtrinum, fuſtes, vincula : iſthæc ne loquatur plus metus, 
Nullamne expurgationem habes ? + SF 

Em. Hum! nimium hoc calidum eſt : imò fi erit 
Dinon, ita facito. | 

Din. Quid? 

Am, Hem, tarde, nondum intelligis ? 


Din. Quid (malum) an ex vultu conjecturam capiam, quid me velis? I 

Em. Ad ſummam domum aſcendas ocyus, & continuo ubi ille in 
zdes ſe penetrarit, fac ſonitum horrendum facias. Quaſi (intellex- 
tin'?) quaſi eſſes Dæmon aliquis. 

Din. Quamobrem ? 

Em. Piſh, id mora eſt dicere, abi. | 8 

Din, Abeo : ſed vidiſtin* ipſe Militem? | It 

Zm, Duobus his inquam oculis : moleſtus es. U 


Din. Abeo: verum dices Dzmonem. | [Exit] 
Em. Ecce autem adeſt ! morari certum eſt aliqui kominem. 


SC ENA IV. 


Quic hie! Bombardomachides, Enylio. 
Bom. Quis hic locus, quæ regio, quæ mundi plaga ? 
Ubi ſum? ſub ortu Solis, an ſub — 1 10 
Glacialis urſz ? numquid Heſperii maris 
Extrema tellus tranc dat Oceano modum ? 
O ſalve domus, voſque Penates Dei. 
Videon' te Patria? ludit an oculos meos 
Imago fallax, non ludit: video ſatis. 
Em. Non opus eſt; manedum, & ego te ludam ſatis. Hum ple 
num id pericli eft—hanc prius inſiſtam viam. l 
Bem. Fores pulſabo noſtras, pulſabo pedo, 


Ant 


8 3 


llex- 


Exit.] 
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Anticipat quis me? mortem quis quætit ſibi? [ Em. pulſat.] 

Verumne cerno corpus? an fallor mala 

Deceptus umbra? verum eſt ? quid velit ſciam. 

Em. Expergiſcere enſis : teque ad officium para : Nam fartum ex 
milite faciam, & comedam poſtez. 
Bom. O ſcelus! quis hoc Scythico natus nemore, 

Sit licet Tigris mater, aut genitor Leo, 

Quis unquam dixit orbis formido ultimi, 

Cannibal, humanos ore eructans cibos? 

Abibo, atque iſti cedam furori locum, 

Pati nam mortem poſſum, at exedi pudet, 

Pars magna fortitudinis prudentia «ſt | 
Em. Quis iftic ? hem! revortere, fi malo caveas. 

Bom. Nihil formido, ſed tamen totus tremo. Ego miles juvenis non 
ſum, credo, falleris. 

Am, Proh deos, deaſque omnes! men falli dicig, ; 

Bom. Non dico; at magni ſæpè falluntur viri. Iratus ne is; ira 
nam res eſt mala. : 

En. Tun' noſti ubi ſit gentium Bombardomachides? 

Bom. Non novi. : 

Em. At niſi jurato non credam tibi. 8 a 

Bom. Per cœlum, & cali faces non notum eſt mihi. Lingua juro, 
mentem injuratam gero. 

Em. Sed noſti probè hominem. 

Bom. Novi aliquo modo. 

Imò fortè novi, & non novi forſitan, 

Videtur ille fortis, necnon vir bonus. | 
Em. Trane coram in os inimicum laudas meum ? 3 
Bom, Videtur tantum dixi ? non eſt vir bonus. 

Em. Rectè animum tuum advertis ad animum meum, 

Si has in ædes intra menſem ſe conjiciat, 

Ita inornatum dabo ſecundum virtutes ſuas, 

Ut iſtum perpetuo locum pejus angue, oderit. 

Bom. Ego rus revortar ; periclum ſapiens fugit. 
Em. Ha, ha, ha, ha, veſtis commutata quid facit? 
Bom, Qua verba fundit? — faciem vidi prius— 

Quin redeas, inquam, revorti aliquando bonum eſt. 2 

Ipſus eſt ; dominum ſervus deludis tuum ? 

Quis me per auras turbo præcipitem vehet, 

Atraque nube involvet, ut tantum nefas 

Eripiat oculis? 

Em. Occiſa res eſt, perii. 


Adveniſſe ſalvum gaudeo; valuiſtin' uſque athleticè? 


Per jocum hoc feci adeò, joco veniam rogo. 
Bom. Rogas? timendum eſt; aliquis hic erat dolus. 
Am, Nunc homini ſubpalpabor : experiri volui, Utrum iſtoc ſub 
ornatu ſatis deliteſcerem, Tu noſti uſque in initio quanquam diſſimu- 
laſti ſedulò, Qperam profectò tibi verba qui daturus eſt. 3 
3 


| 
| 
[ 
j 


166 NAUFRAGIUM JOCULARE. 


2 — TOY RO oo "TIREY 2.5: Ss. bh 2 


Bom. Ante quam vidi, novi, per magnum Jovem, Sed in jocante 
rurſus jocart placet. ; 
Em Scio, ſed ubi eſt Eucomiſſa, & ſoror mea? 
Bom. Sequuntur ponè, men' comitari virgines ? 
Em Quid hic ſermones czdimus : ibo illis obviam, Et dicam ut 
revortantur domum. | 
Bom. Effare quamobrem. 
Em. Quia enim ubi hic habitibunt gentium ? 
Bom. Domi. 
= Quid ? annon menſis eſt cum nemo homo intro pedem 
retulit. 
Bom. Deſine: jocari nolo. | | 
Em. Hem! nondum hoc dixi tibi? Satin? oblitus fuĩ; adeò mihi 
nunc jam res verus eſt? Spectrorum, Cacodemonum, malorum Ge- 
niorum iſthec habitatio eſt. Quotidiè colloquuntur, ejulant, — 
lacrymant, crepant, exclamant, mille diverſos ſonos faciunt, Dies me 
deficeret, ſi, quæ monſtra hic fiunt dicerem. 
Bom. Loqueris rem miram : nulla quam credet dies, Sed nec tace- 
bit: bonin' hæc dicis fide? 
Em. Quin, inquam, decem piwus minus dies incolumi capite non 
eram, 
Tantum hæc mihi res de improviſo incuſſit metum. 
Bom. Metuiſtin' ? non oportuit ſervum meum Metuiſſe quicquam ? 
Em. ReRe, ſi eſſet ſimilis tui. 
Here, quoniam mihi fortaſſis minus fidem adhibes, Age, ingrediamur, 
faxo uti omnia ipſus audias. 
Bom. Nihil timeo : ſed egon' ut non credam tibi? Credam plus 
iſtoc : & nihil timeo tamen. | 
Em. Vellem meherculè te tefteh hujus rei : ſed fac ut voles, Ibo 
illis obviam, atque huc ducam niſi aliud imperes. 


Bom Tam prope monſtra ſolus hic ſtabo? bene eſt. Abe 


Emylio redi nil timeo tamen. . 

Am. Id ſcio: obtundis. 

Bom. Timeo nil per Jovem, Tantum eſt: abi. 

Em. Libenter. Ha, ha, ha. [ Exit, 

Bom. Pivet animus, horret, magna pernicies adeſt. Incendor ira, 
rapior, ſed quo neſcio, Sed rapior : Spe&ra in noſtra triumphant do- 
mo? Facinus hoc videt ſummi moderator poli, Et nondum tonitru 
convolvit mundum horrido ? Oh Phœbe patiens, fugeris retro licet 
Medioque ruptum merſeris cœlo Diem. 283 a 
Din. [Supra.) Oh, ob, oh. 

Bom. Seto occidiſti——neſcio quid faciam miſer, nam aliquid au- 
dio Tũque O Neptune oh quid faciam ? mortuus ſum——Re- 
deunt tempore; rerum quod primum eſt omnium. | | 


d 


ag 
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Se 


Emplio, Eucomiſſa, Ægle, Pſecas, Bombardomachides, Servus. 

Em. Quid eſt, here, ecquid times? 

Bom. Timeon' Ego? Proh Deos Deaſque omnes! æthereas prius 
Perfundet Arctos Pontus, & Siculi rapax Conſiſtet æſtus unda, & lo- 
nio ſeges Matura pelago ſurget, ac lucem dabit Nox atra terris omni- 
bus. Timeon' ego? | 

Em. Cacodæmones? O ſuperos! audire hoc nomen mihi febris eſt. 

Eu. O Venus! tu & ego, mea Zzle, diſſentimus male, Nam mihi 
cibus & potus eſt, ut aiunt, de his fabularier. Pſecas, quin Pſecas, in- 
quam, ſurda eſt hæc ancillula ; Tu vidiſti Cacodæmones, nonne ? 

Pſ. Non, ſi placet, Sed novi aliquam quz novit aliam, quæ vidit eos. 

Eu. Qui facie erant Pſecas ? 

Pſ. Unus erat canina facie, Ore & oculis igneis, pedibus bufonis, 
colore nigro, Caudi æquè longà ac — & clamabat Boh, Boh, tans 
quam 'Leo. 

Ag. O mirum ! tota trepido. 

Eu. Mecaſtor, color vertitur. Clamabat tanquam Leo—perge Pſccas. 

Pſ. Nos omnes illicd fugere. 

Ex. Tun' ergo aderas? 

Pſ. Non ſi placet, Sed illa fuit quam novit familiaris mea Puiloco- 
maſium. 

Eu. O, jam intelligꝗ Pſecas, perge porro. 

Pſ. Alterum fuiſſe dixit Tam ſimilem viri, quam Aqua aque ſimi- 
lis eſt. Et erat nudum totum corpus. | 

Eu. Totum ? O Venus! Multum; mecaſtor, cupio vilere iſtos 
Cacodzmones. 

Pſ. Imò fi nfagis noveris, Eucomiſſa, magis cuperes : Nam habuit — 
ha, ha, he, nequeo cogitans quin rideam. 

Eu. Quid habuit Pſecas ? 

Pſ. Non intelligis ? habuit 

Eu. Quid ? Eloquere. | 

Pſ. Tam magnam rem Nos omnes ad mirari illicò. 

Eg. Profe&d hic ipſe'ſt Cacodæmon, Eucemiſſa, quem dixi tibi Vi- 
diſſe me ſecundum quietem nudius tertius in ſomnio. 

Eu. Nulline Cacodzmones nocentiores iſtis, Pſecas ? 

Pſ. Imò ſunt omnium generum : nam quidam latent Sub ſpecie ni- 
gti felis cum ſex pedibus. Quidam ſub Veſpertilionis, aliorumque 
etiam animalium, Imò novi qui ambulant per noctem induti ſindone. 
Arque inde evenire ſolet tot _ inſaniant vigiles Cum Curatoribus 
pacis, Demergunt ſe aliquando in ganeum, Atque illic note tors 
prz timore combibunt. Poſt cœnam, ſi placet, plura de re iſthac diſ- 
putabimus. | 

Eu. Nunc eamus viſere ſpectra. 

Eg. Viden' quis adeſt Eucomiſſa? 

Mallem ſpe&ra : ſed fortaſſis hic eſt ex eorum monſtrorum numero. 

M 4 : Scena 
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SCEN4 VI. 


Calliphancs Pater, Caliphanes Filius, Eu io, Eucomiſſa, Ce. 
Eg. Siccine tibi pro ridiculo eſt, cui nuptura es brevi ? 
Eu. Citius mecaſtor nubam Cacodemoni, quem dixit Eſecas tam viri 
ſimilem. ö | 


Zg. At ego ne Jovem præfero in fe ferentem precium ſine quo Jupi- 
ter nihil eſt. + 

Cal. p. Bombardomachides ſalve ; huc te ſalutatum advenimus. 

Bom Gratias: fed multus ammo occurſat dolor, en alta muri deco» 
ra, & congeſtas trabes, ut omnis late ſplendet infelix domus! Quicun- 


que regno fidit, & magna potens dominatur aulà, nec leves metuit Dę- 
os me videat & te domus. 


Cal. p. Quid ait, Amylis ? 

Em. Nempe quia ſpe&rorum plena eſt, id dolet. 0 

Cal. p. Speftrorum ? ubi ſunt ? |«titzr ſpcc.] Nulla hic video, Enylis. 

Am. At intus pores line quatuor oculis. | 

Cal. ſ. Si ita eſt, Pater, utantur noſtra domo : ſupereſt illic locus. 

Cal. p. Nunquam vidi melius conſilium dari; quid tu Bombardon;a- 
chides ? Potes ibi opportune filiam tuam huic noſtro nuptum dare. 

Bom, Conſilium bonum eſt, animoque arridet meo. 

Cal. f. Sed ubi eſt Virgo? reliquiftin' ruri? 

Bom. Sæpe reſpicias; ſæpe, quod quzras, adeſt. 

Cal. f. Latere miror poſſe tam diu ſidera. 4 IOſculatur. J 
Rediifle ſalvas gaudeo, & meum ſimul hunc eſſe reditum credo, nam 
vobiſcum abfui: Condonate Amore cæco, vos ſi conſpexi minus. 

Eu. Si nunquam conſpicias poſteà, lubenter tamen condonabimus, 
miſericordes omnes ſumus naturà mulieres. 1 

Eg. Amore. cæcus es Calliphanes? imò oculis nimium vales, quod nec 
Eſt, nec fututum eſt vides, cum nos appelles ſidera, 

Cal. f. Imò Ale verum dixi! nam ſi coli facibus formoſum nondum 
gomen imponcrctur ſiderum, propter ſimilitudinem quandam veſtrum 
1d jam nanciſci poterant. 

E. O Diana! toto corde amo has confabulatiunculas. 

Bom. Calliphanes, oculis nil tale objectum eſt meis, Pedibus quanquam 
cundta concalcavi loca Aſiæque, Europzque, Americæ atque 1 
aliaſque terræ partes quas taceo ſciens. "FH, 

Cal. p. Memini idem accidere olim cum eſſem puer, anno abhinc — 
hum Gtammaticæ tum operam dedi. Anno— hum ! quinquageſi- 
mo ſecundo— hum ? non conveait numerus, O- quinquagelimo tex» 
cio is profectò annus eſt, 15 
Ez. Licetne, Pater, videre has umbras, & malos Genios? 

Bom. Videre? nata, non timeo; fac ut voles. | 

Es. Aperi lis oſtium, Emylio. ; 

Em. Perii in perpetuum modum, nimiò nimis metuo ut ling iſt; pro- 
bi Cacodzmones. danuin'es F credin' illos aſpectui tuo objici perperam ? 


* 
F 


Em. 
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Em. Satis id quidem : ſed horrendum in modum, cave ſis ne ants 
mam agas. 


Eu. Diſputabit cum illis Pſecas. | 

Pf. Parata ſum ſatis, Emylio, ante hoc temporis diſputavi cumDzmone. 

Em. Scio te bona eſſe voce: proculdubio illum obrues, ſi tympana, 
bombardas, tubas & tintinnabula oris tui afferas. | 

Pſ. Itane me accipis indignis modis? nunquid criſtas etigis de illi 
veſtimentis? amabo, unde habes, mi Emy lio. 

Am. Piſh, dicam tibi cum ſit otium. Quid ais Calliphane; * 

Cal. f. Ubi clavis? cedo mihi ſis. 

Cal. p. Quid ſtas lapis? quin aperis? 

Am. Dii te filicernium -—— Unum pedem in Charontis cymbà 
habet ( ſecum) Et altero tamen ambulat. 3 

Eu. Oh! non audis malos Genios? 

Bom. Ha ! 

Cal. f. Nihil eſt : crepuerunt fores. 

Ag. Crepuerunt ? O ſordidas fores. | 

Din. Oho, oho, oho, urite, fundite, tundite, vertite domum. [Supra] 

Bom, Oho, oh— valete: & timeatis nihil. 

- Ex. Quo abis Pater? ; 

Bom. Videre non ſuſtineo tot timidos ſimul. [Exit Bomb.] 

Eu. O Deas ! hæc illa Leonis vox eſt, Pſzca:. 

Eg. Abeamus obſecro, Calliphanes. 


Guo. Fle&ere fi nequeam ſuperos, Acheronta movebo. LSubt.] 
* Cal. f. O Poeticum Dzmon ! 
m Eg. Eft furioſiſſimus omnium proculdubio. 

Cal. p. Mira ſunt: nunquam vidi tale quid, niſi anno abhinc quin- 
IS, quageſimo tertio. 

Mer. O! profe&o ſum in Barathro. [Subrer.] 
ec Eu. O Pſecas, quid faciam ? | 

Pſ. Quid? faciam periculum in diſputatione. Quodnam eſt tibi 
IM nomen Dæmon? | | 
im Em. Itane ineptè ſtulta es? cave ne te rapiat in maximam malam 

crucem. wy i 

Pſ. Mene 2 non audet : ego illi oculos effodiam Carnifici. 

am Gne. Zeb wre, Jqvuder wdiory, wiz, due, | 


cæ, a} mus, Nala, Y Vadrighn Hr, Tuck lde wesl deu. 
K Pſ. Immo ett loquaris Hebraice, Ego bene intelli = 6p £91 £5 


— Em. Abi ſis ſtulta: Græcum & hoc tibi. 
eſi Din. Oho meretrix ! | | 
tes pPſ. O ſcelus !] ego introibo: ne me detine. Involabo in faciem illi: E- 


gon meretrix appell;bor a malo Genio? Mentiris Cacodzmon,mentiris. 
Am, Medius fidius hæc mulier Cacodæmon eſt. ; 
Eg. O Venus! nihilne vides, Eucomiſs? 
Eu, Maxime : ubi eſt ? | 


pro- Eg. Ingentem, nigrum Urſum! 
am ? Eu, Proh Deos immortales ! cum cauda igneã. 
65, Ubi eſt? ego nihil plane, Ter 
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Eu. Nihil? circumſpice: ut ſcintillant oculi! Pſecas, cave malum: 
nam te proculdubio huc venit. | 
Pſ. Oh! 
Cal. p. Quid aiunt £mylio ? 
Em. Ingentem belluam illic—— vide modo. 
cal p. Ubi ſunt ſpecularia mea? Oh niſi fallor Leopardus eſt. Quid 
| hoc monſtri? Gnate abeamus, precatum Deos. 
Din. Occidam, jugulabo, interficiam, capiam, rapiam omnes illicò. 
[Sonitus ſupra.] 
Ez. O Egle! cedo manum, & fugiamus. [Exeunt.] 
fra ſonant Catene.] 
Am. Ha, ha, he, deſcende ut te exoſculer bone Cacodæmon. [ Exit. 
Din. Venio : urite, fundite, tundite, cædite, vertite, &c. ¶ Deſcen. 


=. ACTHS m SCEN A IL 


Enulio, Dinon. 


Em. GE, incipe Dinon. ; 
Din. Non, non: exemplum à te capiam. 


I. 


Em. Purgate cerebrum, Medici O inſani, 
| | Nec ſitis amplius Mort Publicani, 
Ob bominum peccata Orbi 
| Vos primum miſſi, poſtea morbi. 
| | Dottrina cæpit ægrot are, 
Et ſeſe vol uit expurg are: 

Tum veſtrum quid am vomitu per ora 
Exiſtis, quidam per Poſterior: 

Sic natos, via eft inventa, 

Ut vos nutrirent Excrementa. 
| Nos melius bomines evacuamus, 

Et loculs Clyſterium damus, 
Am. O ſacram rem! ſcientia tali 
Dicenda eſt ſola Liberalis. 


Din, 


| S 
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II. 


Din. Sartores legum, ſt entorumque natio, 
Jam wobis long a facta eſt Vacatio. 
Veſtri parentes litigarunt 
Tunc cum voſmmet generarunt, 
O vos miſeros, ſi uxores 
Similis veſtri eſſent ori: 
At ſuos multæ Clientes habuerunt 
Tunc veſtras cauſas alii egerunt. 
Rectè nam nulli velint baberi 
Cauſidicorum filit veri, 
Jam vobis fallere Lege ne fit cure. 
Sed fallite nobiſcum Fure. 
Am. O ſacram rem Ce. 


III. 


Am. Friget inter ignes ars tua, Alebymiſta, 
| Argentum, niſi vivum, non habet iſt a, 
Cum qui ſunt & qui fuerunt 
Omnes Philoſophi eguerunt. 

Duem fore reris divitem 
Per Philoſophicum lapidem 

Huc adſis, bic ex lapide lucrum capis : 

Quid aliud ftultas, niſi Philoſophi lapis? 
Hunc ſapiens coquit, deftillabit, 
Plumbews licet, aurum dabit. 

Quid ex ſyderibus quaris curſum Fati? 
Prudentium gratia ſtulti nati. 

Am. O ſacram! &c. 
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IV, 


Din, Preteritorum, Matbematici, Vates, 
ui præter barbam nibil jam alats. 

Duets celum creditur magis notum, 

Qauam Deo, qui id fecit totum: 

Lui illud tam ſe putant ſcire 

Ilue u: recuſent ire. 


Vos, à ſecretis ſyderum —— 


_— 


Am. Aufer te ocyus, Mathematicd, nam adeſt Bombardomachiaes, 


Din. Opportune ; nam hærere cœpit carmen 
w—cientia talis 


Dicenda eſt ſols liberali;. * [Exit ] 
SC ENA II. 
Bombardemac hides. 
Bom. AEmylio. | 
Em. Hem ! 


Bom. Quis ſomnus aures, quis vapor claudit tuas * Amylio, rurſus 
voce non parcà tono. | 

Em. Et ego rurſus tono. Hem tibi. S 

Bom. Opaca linquens Ditis inferni loca Nigri profundo Tartari emiſ- 
ſus ſpecu, Incertus utras oderit ſedes magis. 

1 longum eſt iter ad id quod vis. Mihi lierclè viatico 
uſus eſt. 

Bom. Quid dicis? audax Dæmon (O audax nimis) Noſtros cruentus 

occupat ſerpens Lares, hic regnat, immo hic, regnet at nolo diu. 

Em. Scilicet; & hoc me vis ut ſciam, qui primus id locutus tibi 
ſum. ND 
Bom. Locutus? at quam parum id? hic tonitru pares, 

Hic fulminantes ſtringere jambos decer. 

Quis O Cothurnis mille ſar clarum boet ? N 
Em. Meherculè cothurnorum mille jam inſtar habuiſti pulchrò. 
Bom. Eſt intus (virumne dicam, an potius Deum) 

Quique evocavit nubibus ſiccis aquas, 

Egitque ad imum maria. Oceanus graves 

Intetius undas æſtibus vidtis dedit. 2 

Pariterque mundus lege confusaà ætheris 

Et Solem & Aſtra vidit. 

Eu. Orationem compendiface; ſcio quid ſequitur, 


Et 


* 
N 
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Et vetitum mare tetigiſtis urſe, temporum flexæ vices, &c. 
Nempe hic poſt tot ambages tandem exorciſta eſt. 

Bom. Hic monſtra tanta voce terrebit ſua. 

Em. Prohibeflint ſuperi, cave ne committas tandem, 
Ut male dictitetut tibi in ſermone publico, 
Si cum iſtarum operarum homine negotium contrahas. 

Bow. Mutire de me Fama non audet; race. 

Am, At metuo fame tuz, uti me par eſt facere? Ubi is eſt? 

Bom, Mox moxque nobis aderit ; hoc lentum eſt ; Adeſt : 
Parum eſt & hoc, quin, Adfuit—— Chaves mihi. 

Am. Quamobrem ? 

Bom. Illis ictu noſter hic cardo ſtrepet; 
Adeſque viſet Verba compeſcat miſer, 
Peribis, at quid dixerim? infelix Peris. a 

Em. O quantum eſt deorum, quid me jam fiet denique | 
Trane tantum facinus tam inſigniter te admuttere ? 
Ten' claves ferre ? Ætherias prius 
Perfundet Ar&os Pontus, & Siculi t a pax 2 2 
Conſtet æſtus unda, & Ionio ſeges ; 
Matura pelago ſurget, uti modo pulcherrimè 

iſti: I prez, ſequor, ſubſequor te. 

Bom. Cum reQta dicis, laudo, conſilium placet. 

Am, Quoties hæc res in nervum pens erupit! bona mackins 
Quam nequiter expetivit ! 


SCENA III. 


| . Dinon. 
O Dinon andiſtin” nos nullos eſſe? — 
Dix. Auſcultavi ab oſtio omnia ; Dii te infelicitent cum cantĩonibua 
Hoc eſt ſcilicet ante Victoriam Encomium canere. | 
Perdidiſti nos planiſſimè. 
O ſacram rem! Scientia talis 
Dicenda eſt ſala liberalis. 
Quando aderit ille 
Cujus vox, tanquam Galli multo mans, perterret aded Cacodemones? 
Am. Modo. 
Din. Modo ? 
Em. Modo: jam, & veniet hercle non ingtatiis meis. 
Din. Sed enim quid de Captivis? 
Em. Mane modò: iſthuc ibam. 
Nam nova atque elegans fallacia numerò mihi in mentem fait. 
Abi ſane, educ legiones tuas, traduce properè ad proximum. 
Din. Nempe in quem finem ? 
Em. Illic (noſtin'!) ſcholam aliquam aperiant. 
Aliquid aliquos doceant ; ejus rei fructus longè uberrimu'ſt 
Nam & ab eorum oculis concedent, & quæſtum tam ingentem facient, 
Ut brevi ſe captos redimant præſenti pecuriia. | | 


Modo 
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Modo aliquid mirum proficeantur, & uſitatum minus. 

Din. Quid ſi literas ? 
£m. Pol iſtud nunc dierum inuſitatum ſatis. 

Sed quis eas gratis diſcet, tantum, ut det mercedem, abeſt? 
Din. Cheiromantiam. Phyſiognomoniam aut aliquid ejuſmodi? 
£m. Omnes jam illas technas deſpicatas habent ac nihili | 

Niſi forte puer, vapulabit necne, exquiſitum eat, 

Aut ancilla, quot maritis ac quibus nupta fit futura. 

Din. Quid tandem? 
En. Dicam. Omnes nunc homines videri volunt 5 

Faceti atque elegantuli; ad eam rem quovis pacto affeQant viam; 

Novi qui amicos, qui vitam amittere, quam jocum malunt, 

Ita riſum captant, & habent quod volunt, nam meherclè ſunt tidiculi; 

Eidem hic ſcabie laborat Gelaſanu, ut qui maxime. 

Din. Vis itaque illos profiteri Jocandi Artem? 


Em. Tenes. ; 
Din. At enim commovere riſum nequeunt, niſi deridendos ſe pro- 
pinent. 


Em. ReQd: hoc eſt jocari nunc dierum, præterea quis eſt quinequit 
In cognatione verborum, & Sympathià quidam ludere ? 
Quot vocabula ad ſutorem pertinent, quaſi deſtinata hujuſmodi ſalibus? 
Et habeat in mundo omnia. Quot autem ad Philoſaphum ? 
Ars prædicabile, Arbor Porphyriana, prædicamentalis ſcala,” 
Converſio, Fallacia, Major, Minor, Barbara, Cæſare. 
Celarent, Ferio, Feſtino, ſic tollo, Dictum ſimpliciter, 
Secundum quid, Diſputo ad Hominem, Reduplicatè, &c. 
Nam ad Concluſionem venio, Terminorum hic uſus optimus eſt: 
Nam cum offendas eos in Authoribus, jurabis non eſſe ſcriptos ſeriò. 
Commoda ſunt & Authorum quorundam nomina Ramus, Scotus, Faber, 


Toſtatus, Suareſius, Naſo, Tranquillus Suetonius, Tacitus, &c. 


Bom. Amylio. - | [ Intus.] 
Em. Me vocat, Illicd. Quid dixi ? oh! eſt aliud genus falis. 
Deridere omnes mortales : parata ſint (nam vacua pudet eſſe pugillaria) 
Scommata in omne genus hominum ; ſed hi joci conſiſtunt plurimum 
In ridendo clare, in contrahendo naſum, & induendo jocularem faciem. 
Barba quoque mirum in modum utilis eſt, {i attreftant bene, | 
Aliquando etiam jurent ornamenti gratia, ſed Dii boni! 
(Pene excidit mihi) mercede conducant aliquos 
Qui domi factitent, aliquos qui eant petitum foras, G | 
Ex Conviviis, Difputationibus, Comœdiis, Concionibus. 
Aliquos etiam qui excribant, nam venales habere debent 
Seniles, juveniles, viriles, muliebres, -Generoſos jocos. 
Hec & ſimilia doce illos, abi ſis; fac officium ; ſed audin' ? 
_—_ illis ſemper, ne liberati in pedes fe conjiciant. Quod ego jam 
Clam. | 
Din. Effectum dabo ; Jocandi artem ? ha, ha, ha | 
O miram rem”! Sciemia tali, 
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SEN. 


Calliphanes Pater, Calliphanes Filius. 

Cal. p. Itane obſtinatè operam das facere me adverſum omnia? 
Ego iſtuc ætatis obſequens obedienſque eram imperio Patris. | 
In mare ibam, rem familiarem augebam lucro. 

Ten' virginem liberali facie nolle in uxorem ducere, 
Cui tantum dotis dictum eſt ? 
Cal. f. Ar hodiè, Pater? | 


Cal. p. Eja! quam elegans! cras etiam dices, At hodiè Pater? 
Ca! f At vetant Mathematici infauſta hac luce adornari nuptias. 
Cal. p. Imò non ægrotus jam, ſed male habes Calliphaner. 

Si animus ibi eſſet — & quidni fic? - 

Cal. f. Preterea 

Cal. p. Age, quid preterea ? : | 

Cal. f. Nihil eſt parati ; ſolitudo in ædibus; hzccine conveninne 
nupriis ? 

Cal. p. Nempe id de induftria : volumus iſthoc ſine tumultu perigi. 
Ut ne tanti fiant ſumptus, tamque in nullam rem utibiles. FO 
Quid ſibi volunt Hymenzum & cantiunculz ? quaſt tu nequeas 
Ire cubitum, & dare operam liberis (ine auxilio fidicinis. 

Proin tu & illa hanc rem quaſi injuſſu noſtro, tacitè agite. 
Niſi forte Amylione, & gle arbitris. 

Cal. f. Egle? maxime, a 

Cal. p. Abi modd, atque morem mihi gere. 

Cal, f. Quid. fi nonvult pater? 

Cal. p. Nequicquam nonvult; ita illam intùs admonuit pater. 
Aggtedere illam amatorio more; Ah! Ego iſthuc etatis —— - 
Sequere me lis intrd ; Audin' ? niſi quod imperavi facias 
Patrem me eſſe ſenties, atque iratum ex leni; dixi Calliphaney. 

Dii boni, quanta eſt prudentia, moderari poſſe filio in huncmedam! 


| [Exexne.] 
SCENA4 V. | 


Emylio, Pſetas. 

P/. Quid ais Emylio? amabd audiſtin' adhuc 
De nova Scholà? Dii veſtram fidem ! rem lepidam : 
Vehementer cupio illam videre, & periclum facere 
Quid in jocis poſſint, ſentient que mulier ſiem. 

on metuo ſane, ut poſteriores feram. 

Audiſtin' quam fortitzr diſ,,urabam modo cum Demons, 
Ne verbum quidem habuir, quo reſponderet mihi. 

Em. Plus vocem credo tuam, quam Templi Campane odit, 
Aut Concionaroris ruſtici, qui illum Leonem vocat. 
Nunquam tuam audebit avferre ſecum animam 
(Licer ſuam eſſe novetit) quia potentia 
Tantùm loquendi illic manere dicitur. - 


* 


Fſ. Meri» 


* 
1 : . 
M—_ —ͤ — 
„ — — - 
* 


176 NAU RAG TUM JOCULARE- 


— — —— 


P/. Meritiſſimo tuo te eximium habeo, ita lepidè loquoris. 
Derideri me facile patiar, fi iſthoc ſiat modo? 
Donabo te ob hos lepores, ut mihi oſculum feras. 
Em. Si me neceſſe eſt hercle hoc pacto remunergrier, 
tem feceris brevi a facetiis omnibus; 
Sed auferamus ridicularia. Vin' tu fortunata fieri ? 
Eſ. Equidem cupio; etſi infelix non ſum, Diis gratias. 
Em. Fac induas regillam induculam, fac gemmis ſplendeas, 
Et filiam te eſſe ſimules Bombardomachidis. 
Pſ. Cupio id mecaſtor ; ſed erro quam inſiſtas viam. 
Ew. Gelaſimus hic in proximo vendit jocos 
Hzres ditiſſimus, atque uti eſſe tales ſolent, 
Merus ſtipes, huncce hominem admutilari pervelim. 
Itaque hodie inter te atque illum nuptias cupio facere. 
Pſ. Nuptias? ha, ha, hz! mecaſtor facinus lepidum! 
En. Sic tu tibi divitias facies atque illum pro arbitrio reges, 
Multoque tum liberius amare licet quempiam 
Quam nunc licet: ut voles eris: Ille, Vir bonus, 
Aut -ignorabit prorsus, aut ad calicem dormiet vigilans. 
Eſ. Scio; nam cum faQa ero Heroina nobilis, 
Equum eſt oblectare memet illo more Aulico. 
Zmylio, Tum me viſes aliquando, tui immemor 
Non committam ego ut ſiem. 
Em. Sed properato opu' eſt. 
Para te ocyus ; ego te producam illuc. 
Pſecas, inſiſte hoc negotium ſapienter & caute. 
Nam niſi ſeduld fingas, quaſi animum illi adjeceris, 
Nihil agis. h | 
Bf. Piſh ! potin' ut moleſtus ne ſies ? 
An docenda ſum hoc ztatis ineſcare homines ? 
Ego vel te, Enylio, captare poteram : abi. 
Ne ſis in expectatione mihi, cum parata ſim. 
Quieſcas cætera. 
Em. Imò non metuo, ut ſis ſatis mala, 
Te . — quæram mihi, unquam ſi defecero, 
Pſ. Docebo equidem libenter; quod poſſum : Abi modò [Exit Em.] 
Nubam ſanè non gravate, ſed nunquam filio. 
Mie gravidam faciet, ad hanc rem alius 
Illius fungetur vice; ne natus ex me ſiet, 
Mihi qui fit dedecori, atque ingenio meo. (Exir.} 


SCENA VI. 


-  Gnemicu!, Gelaſimu, Morien. (Schols aperitur.) 
Gne. M. T. Cicero, Oratorum omnium 
Coryphæus (Quo verbo ipſe uſus t) De Orat. ſecundo libro, 
Quem oculis mei plus amo, Artem negavit eſſe Salis. 
Erravit ; Ciceronem ſemper ego exiſtimavi homi 
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Qui nudius quartus in Sholis publicis diftus eſt proxime Academiæ. 
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Gel. Piſh! Cicero ſalem non habuit; quiſquamne de tot vocabulis 
Figurarum & Troporum nullum unquam faceret jocum? wes 
Poteram herclè ego ab Aurari ad hoc quod eſt diei 
Ah Metaphora, bonum es verbum : & lepores herelè hujuſmodi 
Ex Academici lectoris oratione collectos habemus plurimos. 
O Dii boni! jocum pulcherrimum exſcripſimus in Tullium 


Legam vobis [ aſcendit in cat hed.] 
Gno, Sed ferox nimium ne ſis in Ciceronem noſtrum, 
Nam erat Eloquentiz Pater. Es 
Gel. Quid hoc? oh —— Jocus magnus in Prætoris oppidami cornua 
— NOVI — [queri paginam. 
Jocus in milicem male veſtitum — An oſtendetunt terga ? - oh 
Hic exemptu'ſt ex meis pugillaribus — & certè magnus eſt — hum 
Quid hoc? Ex declamationibus publicis nono die Novembris unus 
jocus, | 
Sex demi-joci & tres egregiæ ſententiæ. 
Oh! memini —— Joci ſacri Fa, 
Et pia Hilaria nunquam hec vendemus —— 
Oh —— jam inveni —— Jocus magnus in Ciceronem. 
Gn. Lege; arreQiſque auribus aſto. | 
Gel. (legit.) Ciceronis nomen vanum, 
Abeat nunc in Tullianum, & poteſt converti 
Ad laudem Ciceroais in hunc modum —— 
Cicero Oratorum Coryphzus eſt. 
Mor. Tutor, hoc tuum eſt verbum. 
Gel. Czteri abeant in Tullianum. 
Gn. Optimè! nam eſt locus in carcere, quod Tullianum appellatur. 
Mor. Ha, ha, he! 
Gel. Quid rides ? | 
Mor. Ha, ha, hz: Abeat in Tullianum? ha, ha. 
Gel. Hoe dictum in utramque partem accipi poreſt, eſt jocus ambidex- 
ter. Ibi ego obiter facetus ſum ; audin' Tutor? Merion ſcribe iſthoc. 
Mor. Maxime: ; 
Gn, Hem ! ſuntne in mundo omnia? | 
Gel. Sunt in orbe terrarum : Ibi iterum: Ludo Tutor in ductum 
tuum. 
Ar. Joc : jo jocus— Eſtne Gela ſime cum, g, o, vel cum i, 67 
Gel. cum i, : Scripliſtin' ? | 
Mor. Ita credo. 
Gel, Repete : Mer. Dexter eſt 2 
Ambo . joci. Gel. O ſcelus ! eſt jocus ambidexter, cedo calamum. 
Mur. Maximè: in idem redit. Scripſi valdè bend Tutor. | 
Gn, Immd : inſanum bene, ut Comicè loquar : Ibi ego Gele 
Gel. At mald vereor ne hoc non de gravitate mea detrahat. 
Non, non, ipſi Doctores jocantur in his regiogibus. 
In condemnatos ſalſi ſunt ipſi Judices, | 
Docmiunt, capite annuunt & ille } * jocus eſt. 
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Generoſi jocis ſolvunt Creditoribus. 
Hic homines omnia joco. Promittunt ſoco. 
Joco jurant, joco fallunt : rem agunt divinam joc 
Pzne dixi, vivunt joco: tantum jocantur ſerio. | 
4 Gn. Atque ego ita faciam : ſi canimus ſylvas, ſylvæ ſint Conſule 
ignæ. | : 
F Gel. Morion, vide ecqui licitatores prope ſint: an proſpeQtus eſt 
etilis? 
Mor. Joci, novi joci, optimi novi joci, quis emit novos jocos ? 
Gno. Nullos ne nundinatus es modo ? hic dies ſceleſtus eſt 
(Ur utar Comici phraſe) divendendis jocis. . 
Gel. Mox dabit nobis grandes bolos : ita ſupetcilium ſalit. 
Non ſum ob nihilum tam ingenioſus hodiè, 
Nunquid ceſſavi hoc mane lucri facere? | 
Vendidi modd mulieri, neſcio cui, duos jocos. 
In Papam Johannam, quos miſſuram aiebat ſeſe 
Ad electum fratrem ſuum fidelem paſtorem in Anglia, 
Unum etiam aut alterum de Clavibus &. Coronà triplici. 
Gno. Quanti emit? 
Gel. Unis drachmis in jocos ſingulos. 
Sed corollarii loco voluit ſibi unum dari. 
Demi jocum in Bellarminum: itaque dedi, Mentiris Belarmine. 
Gno. Bene habet: Capram cœleſtem orientem conſpeximus 
= x Beati ſumus. Teſte Eraſmo Roterodamo in Adagiis. Ecquid 
aliud ? | 
Gel. Preſtinavit etiam Juſticiarius quidam quatuor jocos, 
In honorem * — & ſex ingenioſas ſententias. 
Quas in cena diQturu'ſt, cum vicinos quotannis accipit 
Clientum alitibus. Venit poſt illa Jeſuira aliquis, 
(Quantum conjectutam capio, nam ornatus erat baſilicum in modum) 
Et pecuniam in anteceſſum dedit, ut ſibi facerem 


Salſum & ingenioſum Dialogum inter Lutherum & Diabolum. I: 

Omitto reliquos | Q 

Mor. Pax ? ſt! adeſt emptor : quid vis tibi Domine Ir 
Novos jocos, optimos novos jocos ! . 

; | | 

S '* E N A VII. . N 


Juvenis Academicus. | 
Acad. Vellem mihi dari Archididaſcalum hujus ſchols. 
ur. Dari? non, non; habebis, ſi vis emere tibi. 
Ac. Quis eſt Archididaſcalus? 
Mar. Ego ſum Merion. 
Ac. Sed illum conventum cupio, 
Mor. Non me cupis ? 
Ego poſſum jocari aliquando. 
* Gel. Merion, exſctibe ſis 
Hanc paginam. 
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Mor. Totam? vis, credo, vitam meam interimere. 
Gno. Juvenis, eccum me præſto tibi. Coram, quem quzritis, adſum 
Trojus Eneas. af 
Ac, Si Eneas tibi nomen ſit, alium volo. | 
Gne. Non: ſed loquor cum Poetà: is ſum, quid veniſti loquere. 
Ac. Muneris noſtri eſt moderari inter diſputantes in ſcholis publicis. 
Gno, O! Agonotheta es, amd 7y a9ay & 71M nam licdoQti vocant. _ 
Ac. Facetus videre velim ; tantam libenter dabo 
Mercedem, quantam alii ſolent, eodem qui officio functi ſunt. 
Gel. Rectè: nam ſi argumenta non pores, ſolvenda eſt pecunia. 
Audin'quæ dixi ? Morion ſcribe hoc ſis ocyus. 
Myr. Dii te perdant, 
Credo te jocari ſolitum fuiſſe in utero Matris, 
Atque ita ſemper facis, mihi ut faceſſas in ſcribendo negotium. 
J. Memento tamen, Juvenis, in quo ſis loco. 
Ingeniofus eſſe non des nimis. | 
Nullumne adhuc habes in parato joculum ? 
Ac. Nullum equidem præter, ſatisfeciſti officio tuo. 
Mer. A... rgui . O jam habe 5 
Ac. An bonam habetis copiam Philoſophicorum ſalium? 
Gel. Videbis : Morion, cedo libellum de jocis Philoſophicis. 
Hem ! legam tibi aliquos, 


SCENA VIII. 


Mulier. 

Mul. Quis intus eſt ? | 

Mer. Quæ hæc mulier eſt ? quid vis? 

Mu. Tune es Magiſter Scholz ? . | 

Mor. Ego ſum: Ego: quid tua? Magiſter ? maximè. (placer, 

Ms. Recede quæſo; eſt tibi quod in aurem dicam. Nupta ſum, fi 
Imperito morum, & impuri oris viro, | 
Qui me meretricem vocat ; Mentiris dicit, & Canis es. 

Iraque ego emere illi facetias volo. l 

Mer. Nupta es imperito morum & impuri oris Viro, [clara voce. ] 
Qui te meretricem vocat: hæc in aurem dicis mihi? 

Non, non: quid ſi dolus hic latet? | 

Gu. Mubier, adi ſis propius. 

Ac. Ha, ha, hz! non àzbſtineo quin plaudam——accipe fis pecu- 
niam. [plaudit mauib.] 
Ob iſthoc credo ditum me ſuſtollent humeris. | 

Gn. Cujus generis facetias vis? | 

Mal. Omnium, fi placet, generum. 


Gn. Morion, cedd Pia hilaria, nunquam hæc vendemus aliter. 
Mul. Non multa, ſi placet, . | 

uo. Non, non, pauca pro Die Dominico. 

in etiam jocos generoſos ? 


Ms, Quoſcunque tibi viſum ſt. 
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Gn, At aliqui laſcivi ſunt. 2 

Mul. Non refert, (i ſint tantum aliqui. 
Indica, fac pretium : 

Gn. Non cari ſunt ſex minis, Tu verd quoniam pulchra es, & 
Pulchrior eſt virtus veniens è corpore pulchro, | 
Sex ay feres. PE 

Mu. Accipe ; Du vos ſoſpitent. ; 

Mer. Nunquam fic auferes; aliquid mihi dabis. [oſculotur] Exit, 


Ae. Profectò, fi unquam te in Academia uſpiam viderim, 
Accipiam te opiparè coctis prunis, & cerviſid primaria. 


Sed neceſſe eſt, ut confutationem Orationis componas mihi. 


Gel. Effectum tibi dabo nunc jam; mihi facile effluit. 
Morien, adeſdum, ſcribe, quæ loquor; paratus es? 

Ac, Sed iti componas oro, ut eadem confutatione hac, Reſpondeam 
aliis Orationibus. = 
Gel. Omnibus ſi vis. | 3 
Antequam ad Diſputationem deveniamus, ad aliqua tibi reſponden- 
dum eſt, habuiſti iraque in veſtibulo Orationis tuæ 
Mor. Quid ? veſt eſtibulum —deleQtaris credo vocabulis 

Que ſunt ſcriptu difficilia. | 

Gel. Aliquisde meis laudibus, ſed profecto ingenuè fateor me 
Non meruiſſe tantum de meis laudibus. Dixiſti porrò — 

Dixiſti porro, aliquid de Mari Philoſophico — 

Ac. Quid ft non dicit? 3 LY : 
Gel. Piſh, ne time: nunquam quiſquam omittet Mare Philoſophi- 
cum | 
Sed video nullas hinc natas Veneres ——ha ! Quid ais Juvenis? 

Ac. Hum! hum! hum! medius fidius pulchre. 

Gel. Dixiſti etiam quod -& tum interponas illius verba. 

Ac. Quæſo tu id facias; non poſſum quicquam inter ponere. 

Gel. Bene habet: non eſt opus; perge ad hunc modum. Ceztera 
ex memoria dilapſa ſunt, itaque fic & tum Accingas te ad diſpu- 
tandum, ſcriptiſtin' Merion ? ; i : 

Mor. Ferè; Dilapſa ſunt, itaque ſic & tum te accingas ad diſpu- 
tandum. | | + Lxgit.] 

Gel. Piſh ; non oportuit ſcriprum & tum te accingas. 

Mor. Non? fignificatum hoc oportuit mihi —ſed delebo tamen. 

Ac. Nihil ſupra: O ſi tepetere poſſim cum ingenioſo tono. 

a Gel. Id facillimum eſt; audies Morionem, Merion, procede in me- 
ium. | 
Et lege Confutationem, uti ego te docui. 
© Mor. Tun' me docuiſtiꝰ non; ego natura fic Joquor. 
Antequam ad Diſputationem deveniamus ad aliqua tibi 
Reſpondendum eſt, habuiſti itaque in veſt veſtibulo Orationis. 
Tuæ aliquid de meis laudibus, ſed profectò ego ingenuè fateor, 


Me non meruiſſe tantum de meis laudibus, dixiſti porrd aliquid 


De mari Philoſophico, piſh ne time, nunquam quiſquam. 
gel. Quid ? ſcripſiſtin id ? dele, inquam ocyus. | 


| 
e 


— — 
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Mor. Quid ? non eſt jocus ? delebon' ego jocum optimum ? bene, 
fi vis | [elet.] 
Sed video nullas hinc natas Venena ——— 
Gel. Quid ? venena? 1 
t Mor. Maximè; annon redè id quidem ? 
Gel. Piſh! Veneres. 
Moy. Veneres? bene in idem redit? 
dilapſa ſunt, itaque fic —— - x 
ö. Ae. Legit pol facetiſſimè: qui datur, tanti indica. 
Gel. Non cara ſt auro contra ; ſed ſolido tibi deſtino. | 
Mer. Non, non: ponam ego precium illi, quia repetebam bene. 
Viden' has veſtes, joculares nimid nimis? Dabis mihi ſubligacula. 
Ac. Hem tibi ſolidum —— adeſt peregrinus — 
Valete ; confutabo nunc omnes homines, quibuſcum loquor. [Exi.] 


SCENA IX. 


n- Bombardemachides. 
Eno. Adeſt alius : | 
Que regio in terris noſtri non plena laboris ? 
Bom. Heus! ecquid iſtà venditis jocos ſchola ? 
Effare & iſtud pande, quodcunque eſt mihi. 
Gno. Dicit vera quidem, veri ſed graviora fide. 
Ut Ovidius in Triſtibus, quem librum compoſuit 
: Poſtquam in exilium miſſus eſt ab Auge. 
hi- Sed ſine me dicere tibi cum Poeta; Dic nomen. 4 
Bom. Meumne neſcis nomen? O ingens ſcelus ! 
Dum terra cœlum media libratum feret, 
Nitiduſque certas mundus evolvat vices, 
Numeruſque arenis deerit, hand nomen meum latebit ullos. 
Gno, Hic homo (quantùm video) nondum Virgilium legit. 
era Nam eandem rem cum poeta quanto dixiſſet melius. 
pu; In freta dum fluvii current, dum montibus umbræ 
Luſtrabunt, convexa polus dum ſydera paſcet, 
pu- Semper honos, nomenque tuum, laudeſque manebunt. 
it.] Mor, Vix audio herclè; Hem ! fortem me præſtabo. 
Novos Jocos, optimos novos jocos, emiſne novos jocos ? 
. Bom. Ain carnufex ? 
Mor. Nihil, profectò nihil. 
me- ¶ Mecum ipſe loqui ſoleo; hic homo non jocatur. 
Bom. In profligatas hoſtium turmas jocos empturus argentum fero, 
argeatum bonum; Minaſque quiſquis numerat, invenĩet duas. 
[oftenlit pecuni am.] 
Mor. Ha! ha! ha! habeo! hem tibi jocum pulcherrimum, ; 
s. Ad hunc modum hoſtibus reſponde: Abite in Tullianum, 
Et ad laudem eorum converti poteſt, {i dicas modd 
Ne abeatis in Tullianum, ha, ha, he! h 
Gel. Ecquid peſtis te tenet in a id oportet ditum. 3 
p 3 N A 
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Mor. Scio hoc, ſed aliis applicari facile poteſt : annon 
Locus eſt in carcere quod Tullianum appellatur ? 
Poſſum ego jacari ſatis in loco, diis gratia 
Gel. Hem tibi ſales militares ! | 
Gno. Alexander, ſeu Pellzus juvenis 
Nunquam eſt locutus meliores, exempli gratià 
Rex, inquis, Macedonicus mihi ipſe dedit, 
Tum dicet aliquis, Quid dedit? pecuniam? _ 
Reſpondes facetiſſimè, Tergum vel Pœnas dedit. 
Bam. Sed fac Iambi cundcta ut incedant pede, | 
Efficias jam nunc, nam mox huc referam gradus. [Exiz.] 
Gel. Ædipol nz commodè proceſſimus, lepidè hoc officium fungimur. 
Mor. Pulchrè nos inter nos congruimus, ingenioſi omnes ſumus. 


| 
| Gne. Sævis inter ſe convenit urſis, ut Vir omni literarum genere 
| eultiſſimus. 3 i 
Gel. Hei! obrnimur multitudine. Abite, bellua eſt is multorum 
capitum, 
| Ha, ha, ha ! multorum capitum ! ha ! ha! redite poſt prandium, 
| Vos qui eſtis bellua multorum capitum. Tutor, eamus quzſo ad 
prandium. h 
Gno. Rectè, nam, ut inquit Poets, | 
Ludit permiſtis ſobria Muſa jocis. LEæeunt.] 


„ 


ACTUS v. SCENA I. 


Calliphgnes Filins, Eucomiſſa. N 
Me hominem invenuſtum ! 
Eu. O infortunatam me puellulam ! 
Cal. f. Amare res liberrima eſt, Amare ramen cogor. | 
Eu. Odiſſe tes eſt liberrima, Odiſſe ramen vetor. 
Cal. Cur ſuperi, quam amemus eligunt, quacum vivamus Patres? 
Ea. Cur Patres in corpora poteſtatem habenr, in animos ſuperi? | 
Cal. Adeſt Eucomiſſs, aliquid ei dicerem, ſed quid dicam neſcio. 
| © Eucomiſſa— R 
FS > Ez. Quid ? * 
Cal. Ne valeam, ſi verbum de nuptiis 
O Eucomiſſa 
Eu, Quid ? fac me ut ſciam, ſiquid vig. 
Cal. Egon' ? nihil. 
Eu. Cur vocaſti autem? 
Cal. Immo tantum eſt, Salva ſis 8 
Er—— aliud cert? volo fi ad audendum adeft benignitas. 
Es. Adeſt, fed in pauca conferas. | 
Cal. Siquid unquam ego 


4. Exordia, Cal hans? quali docilis reddenda ſim & beneyola ? 
1 


cal. 


11 PF 


Ad rem vent, 


2 


N. 
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Cal. Verbo expediam, Vale. (Exit. ] 

Ex. Enimverd ad hoc audiendum adeſt benignitas. Vale. 
N= ego infelix puella, tam ſuavem que amaſium naQta ſum |! 
Intemperiæ hominem tenent, at Patrem multò magis, 
_ huic me hodiè nuptum territo darer. O Amylio, [Calliph.redis, 

ecum vivendum eſt ſolo, ſi vivendum eſt mihi. 
Te Pater, tu me cepiſti, injuriam fortunæ ultus es. 

Cal. Eucomiſſa, ſalve, aliquid te rogatum oportuit qua me propter huc 
exanimatum reduxi tibi. | 

Eu. Satin' moleſtus tandem? quæſo te ut ſanus ſies. 

Cal. Præter jus æquumque oras, nam amare, & ſimul ſapere, 
Ne deos quidem penes eſt, ſed Eucomiſſa; hodiè ? 

Eu. Aiunt. 

Cal. Quid pater? 

Eu. Juber, inſtat, urget. 

Cal. Si hodiè nuptura es mihi, cras me efferes. 

Eu. Falſus es, nam ſi nubam hodiè, hodiè moriar. 

Cal, Epitaphium mihi fiet in Epithalamii loco. 

Eu. Genialis mihi lectus ſepulchri fungetur vice. 

Cal. Ob lepidum iſthoc dictum nune demum places mihi. 
Nunc illud eſt, cum te libenter penè in uxorem acciperem. 
Quam vox ſonabit blandum cum promittat tua, 


Quæ tum, cum negat, ſuavis eſt ! 


Eu. Mecaſtor ego 
Vix jam à memet impetro, ut ne te amem, 
Cum te amari nolis ità amanter facis. 
Cal. O amore omni dulcior contentio! 
Eu. O omni pace jurgium optabilius ! 
Cal. Sic ſui Turtures molliores Venere, 
Et murmurant, & gemunt, & queruntur invicem. 
Sed queſtus inter, gemitum, & murmur, amant. 
Eu. Sic gratum noſtris furtum cum fiat auribus, 
Pax bellica inter chordas pugnantes agitur, 
Concordant ſimul, ſimul & litigant ſoni. 
Cal. Per Venerem, Eucomiſſa, liberalis es; ſi daretur optio, . 
Uxorem i Diis ĩpſis non peterem aliam. 
At cetera, {pong facimus, amamus fato. 
Eu. Gerundus igitur Fato, non Patri mos eſt. We 
Cal. Ne valeam, cum contemplar faciem, fi quicquam ſupra eſt, 
Tam lubrica frons eſt, oculorum ut effundat aciem. 
Cincinni vinciendis animis nati tibi. 
Modeſtus genarum color, & qualem aliz 
A verecundià mutuantur, genaſque æmulantur labia. 
Abeamus, nam fi te conſpexero dintius, , 
Periero, Venena mellea in'medullas ſerpunt. Vin' te Eucamiſſa mihi in 
Uxorem dari ? 
Cupio, per _—_ cupio, — — 
ded ne concedas, cupio, ne concedas tamen. 5 
* r Niſi 


þ. 


184 NaUFRAGIUM JocCULARE. 
Niſi dura, & difficilis maneas, me interſicis. 
Nam concepris ego verbis jusjurandum dedi, 
Uxorem, nili Zglen 

Es. glen, Calliphanes ? 

Non, non, non, ah quid feci! aliam voJui dicere. 

Eu. Afficiam te hodiè Celliphenes, nuntio lætabili, Si Æglen deperis, 
mutuum tecum facit. 

Cal. Quid ais? ah noli in ſpem fluxam me conjicere. Men' £gle? 


— 
_ — 
L 


Eu. Oculis plus, 1 uis. 5 

Cal. Deus ſum, ſi iſthoc verum eſt, O Hcomiſſa, 
Cedo ſis manum mihi, ut ſupplex eam exoſculer, 
Ne vivam, niſi ſemper te fect meritd maximam. . 

Eu. Accerſas Eglen, rem tibi Authorem dabo. 
Conſilium uni capiemus; intereà temporis, Vale. 

Cal. Nunc illud eſt cum me 

Ee. Piſh, ſuperſede iſtis verbis, abi. 

Cal. Abeo — ſed Euceniſa— bend : abeo. [Lit] 


S CENA I. 


| Emylio, Eucomi ſſa. 

Em. Ædipol nz hæc machina ſucceſſit lepidè ſub manus. 
Ita parata fecerunt omnia ad jocandi artem utilia. 
Accommodavit illis Dinen aliquid pecuniæ præ manu 
- Unde utantur, & nunc, credo aperuerunt Scholam. 

Ex, Ha! adeſt, amorem meum non eſt uti celem amplius. £mylis, 

adeſdum paucis re volo. | 

Em. Eucomiſſa, ſalve. 

Eu. /Emylio, hodiè nuptura ſum. 
En. Ditvorrant bene. | 

Eu. Neque à Patre impetro, aliquot uti nuptiis prodat dies. 
Eſtne hoc miſerum ? N 

Em Enimverd nihil prolixius. 

Nam eo citius virginem exues. 
E Sed fac Amy's, 
Tibi me nupturam, rem tantam negligenter aded faceres ? 
De improviſo duceres ? | 

Em. Utinam faceres periculum. ** 
Equidem nullis rebus prævorterem. ö 

Eu. Mecaſtor, pone ita eſſe. 
Ego amo te, ſed adverſum nos affirmat Pater, 
Quid enim 2geres ? 

Am. Quid ? ſi eſſet centies pater, 
Glaucomam ob oculos objicerem, uti ne quod videt, videat. 
Ita je primmngrege te, vin' hodiè mihi nubere? 
Eu. Volo, 


Em. Lepidè partes tuas agis: ſed da mihi firmam fidem. 
Za. Do teſtem Venerem. 
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| Em, Et Martem ego tibi 


Me hodiè te ducturum, dicta confirmemus ſuavio, 


O feſtivum facinus! hercle vero jam nunc mihi ſerid uxor es. 
Da ſuavium alterum. 


Eu. Proh deorum fidem! os hominis! 
En. Oſculandi pauſam faciam, fi os non placet, 
Sed aliquid noftu fiet, qua me propter ames meritò. 
Es. Quin aufer te, inquam, ocyus, nempe quod dixi joco 
Ten' aliam in partem accipere debet, impudens ? 
Mecaſtor faxo ut ne impunè in me inluſeris. , 
Unde iſthec confidentia'ſt ? que opes tibi? quæ factioꝰ 
Servitutem ſervire te memineris captum manu. 
Em. At enim liber natus ſum, ac forti famili 
Es. Linguam comprime, 
Aut dicam patri ut me in tricas conjicis. 
Em. Iſte hercle exitus rem lepidam pervortat mals. 
Vale igitur, fi vis, ad novam ſcholam me conferam, 
Atque aliquos emam jocos in iracundam virginem. 
Zu. Quam inept? ſtulta ſum! timeo, ut ſevera fuerim. 
Quid ſi revocem ? Amylis redi, quid preter morem ita 
Præterque ingenium tuum ea mali conſulis 
Quz jucunde dicta ſunt ? credin' me locutam ſerid ? 
Am. Non, non, ſerid ? neque poſſe foxminam arbitror. 
Eu. Cape ſis hunc annulum tibi, indignum quo doneris dono. 
Si memoria nos excidimus hic facito ut ſubveniat tibi. 
Em. Annulum ? maxime, ſed jamne locuta es ſerid ? 
Es. O Amylio, ſi noſceres & quidni noſcas tamen ? | 
Em. Quidni? quià non ſum Oedipus : præter annulum nil intelligo. 
Es. Adeòne tardus es? facis haud conſuetudine. 
Quin vultum legas, legas & ſuſpiria, 
Hunc ipſum legasannulum ; far loquor tacita. 
En. Legam herclè lubentiſimus—— h 
Quid eſt? Eucomiſſa, verbum non vult legi. ; 
Oh efficiam ur velit Cam annuloanimus. 
Eu Ineptus es; res alias fi ſic agis, Vale. 
Quid dixi ? Immo Vale, ſed ne abeas tamen. 


Em. Hum! ſic eſt profeQd : nam ſi memini bene 


cum annulo | 


Concinnã facie ſum ; ſtaturà commoda, & ætate iategra, 


Experiar quid fit: Eucomiſſa, advorte animum. 
O Eucomiſſs, diu te amavi perdite. 
Eu, Ha! - 

Em. Uſque adhuc auſus nihil, niſi oculos paſcere. 
Amoris tædio enecor, nunc itaque tuum | 
Perſpicere animum, ut ſeſe habeat velim, 

In ſpe atque in timore attentus fum. Eucomiſſa, loquere. 

Eu. Pudet confiteri ; 6, quid faciam miſera ? | 


Mene ? ſimultatem non revereris Patris ? 
Sed mitto Patren ——— 
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Ew. Miſſam hanc facito modeſtiam. 
Vin' me Maritum tibi? verbo expedias. 

Eu. Maritum ? ha? quid fi id cupiam maxime? 
Cupiam ? non nolo, Elis: habes breviſlime. 
Quid reſpondes ? 

Ew. Me eſſe infelicem : Vale. 

Eu. Non, non, manta ſis modd ? Volo, inquam, Volo. 
O Emylie, tua ſum, tuæ me commendo fidei. 

£m. Et ego Eucemiſſa tuus ; pre letitia, ita me Dii ament, 
Apud me non ſum ; ſed mittamus iſthæc, adſunt arbitri. ' 


SS ENA H. 


Calliphaves f. Egle, Eucomiſſa, Emy lia. 

Cal. Beafti me; hoc dicto reddidiſti animum. 
Nec hominum, nec deorum iram teruncii æſtimo. 
Eacomiſſa Emylio, Divorum vitam adepti ſumus. 

Em. Quid ſoror, tune Calliphanem amas ? | 

Meipſam minus. | 

Eu. Fruſtrà adhuc ſumus ; quid Patri reſpondebimus ? 

Cal. Ha ! Patri? quanri de lætitià quam ſubitò decidi? Nullamne 
facere poſſumus in nuptiis fallaciam, Æmylio? | 

Em. Non minus mea hic res agitur, quam tua, Itaque admonere 


deſine. 
Ex. At on potes, Emylio. | 
odiè te uxorem commiſſurus eſt Colliphen;? + 


Em. An 
Ez. Ita. 
Am, Dic te velle. | 
E. Ah Amylio, tam ſubito animum 
'A nobis ſegregas ? s 
Em. Dii avortant omen. 
Nemo te unquam niſi mors eripiet mihi. 
unc quam rem agam accipe: hic nuptlis dictus eſt dies. 
eras eſſe credat Pater, at ne ſint tamen. 
Nam £#gle tuam vicem, cum Calliphane noctu cubet. 
Diurna ejus uxor fis ipſa in aliquod tempus, 
Nam forte in diebus paucis aliud ſe nobis offerer. 
Amolimini hinc vos propetè, fi conſilium placet. 
Eu. Nullum vidi melius. 


Cal. Abeamus, £g'e. 
SCENA IV. 


' Gmnomicus, Gelaſimus, Morion, Academicus ſecundus. 
Gno, Ad Cathedram, ad Cathedram ocyus, nam adeſt peregtinus. 
Titubatque pede pes, denſuſque Vuo Vir, | | 
Ats. Tune es Magiſter Scholz ? 
Mor. Hei! Magiſter! nemo homo 
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Mo quærit uſpiam; his veſtibus nimium lateo. 


Aca. — jocorum Academicus ptoximà Hebdomade jocaturu'ft | 
public. ; 


Itaque huc me miſit ſalutem ut vobis dicerem, 
Opemque in hac re expetiſſit, & conſilium veſtrum. 
Ideoque hoc munus æqui bonique ut conſulatis obſecrat. 

Gel. Pecuniam ab illo ? Dii melius : meus frater eſt. 

Ac. Eo accipias magis, nam fratres metuit ſuos. 

Gno. Quanquam te, Jocator Frater, annum jam ſales in hoc tempus 
colligentem, idque Academia, abundare oportet præceptis inſtitutiſque 
hujus artis propter ſummum & Doctoris tui ingenium & Collegii, ta- 
men ad hanc rem, nos (ut videmur) magnum tibi emolumentum affe» 


remus; atque hoc velim in tranſitu ; ſæpiuſculè excurto Oratorie. 
Gel. Præ re iſthic rem prævortam nullam, 


Sed ecquos ipſe fecit ſales ? 
Aca. Collegit aliquos ; 7 | a 
Sed fecit ipſe adhuc, quod ſciam ego, pauciſſimos. 


Forte an duos treſve demi · jocos. 
Gel. Morion, porrige ſchedulam 
Illam mihi jocorum Tripodalium ; nam in Anglia patria noſtrà, 
Jocorum Profeſſori Tripodis nomen ponimus. Hem tibi! 
Aca. An iſti concinnè, in quæſtionem ejus cadent ? 
| Gel. ÆEquè herclè concinnè, in quæſtionem ejus, atq; in ullam alam. 
Hoc habeat probè in exordii loco, dein Quæſtio autem 1 
Sequatur è longinquo, evocabit ſuos ipſe Terminos, 
Atque ſi recuſent ingredi, invitos trahat ſecum atque ingtatiis, 
Uti non rard factum vidimus. Heæc itaque eſt ſalutatio | 
Auditorum omnium, ubi obiter derjdendos præbet 
Medicine, Legiſque Profeſſores & Doctores omnes præcipuè, 
Abſque hoc nunquam quiſquam plauſum ſibi repperit. £5 


Sed (pzne oblitus fui dicere) nullane hic Comadia 
Agitur circiter hoc temporis. 


Acad. Immò verd hodie. 
Gel. Ha, ha, hz ! vah Poetam infortunatum nimis, 
Nam quiſquis is eſt, facetiis meis proxima Hebdomade jugulabitur. 
Accipe ſis hanc ſchedulam ; ſcriptum hic invenier, | 
Quod ſufficiet largiter ad 2 es poſthac Comœdias. 
Ata. Dii tibi dent que velis, bene valeas. | kh 
Gel. St! audin' etiam? 
1 Tribus verbis te volo ; iſtam fabulam Ludos faciet. 
; Fabula (intellextin'?) Ludus dicitur, jam te dimitto, Vale, ¶ Exit A. 


SCENAV. 


Tuylis (alio ernatu) Pſecas, Gnomicus, Gelafemus, Morin. 
Gel. Satin? ego oculis utilitatem obtineo, annon ? 


depol virgo fortis eſt, efficiam ut me depereat de ingenio. - 
Ar, Frincipio atque hanc video, manere non poſſum diutius, 
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Ita lauta eſt; nimid nimi' modeſtus ſum his veſtibus. 

Am. Jam para te, Pſecss ; ſi peQus ſapit, duras illis dabis. 
Pf. Piſh, aliud cura, magnifice tractabo iſthunc Aſinum; 
O Venus! hzccine eſt illa ſchola ? lepidus mecaſtor locus eſt, 

Semper ego facetias amavi multum, & nutrix mihi | 
Dicere ſolita eſt? Abi, abi, ut vitalis ſis metuo, 

Ita preter ætatem tuam ingenioſa es nimium, 

Et ego pol ridebam : rides? inquit illa, Dii boni? 

Uti hujus nunquam non meminero ! 

Em. Piſh, perge ad rem. 

P/. Quam ſæpe res nihili otiosè hereat in memoria? 
O Diana quam mihi tunc dierum pro cibo fuit jocarier ? 
Szpe ad focum domi obſedimus ; ego narrare fabulas, 
Feſtive multa dicere, omnes in cachinnos ſolvere, 

Nulla (licer ĩpſa dicam) primarum artium mag!” princeps extitit. 
Sed ubi eſt Magiſter ? videre vellem nimiò, | 
Nam communicabimus inter noſmet facetias invicem, 
Opem meam (ſatis ſcio) non habebit deſpicatui. 
Ubi eſt ? 

Gn. Coram, quem queritis, adſum 
Trojus near, neceſſe habeo novam de hic re ſententiam querere. 

2 O Muſas! ſtuduiſti arti Muſice : illud ex Virgilio 
Accepiſti mutuum, immò ego poeras legi. 

Sic ſum, non tantum verbis dici poteſt 
Quantum te ipſa verſus amo, & feci ſanè 
Mediocres. , 

Gn. Mediocribus eſſe poetis. 

Non homines, non Dii, non conceſſere Columne. 

Gel. Oh! ho! ho! incantavit me aliquis; quod ego | 
Nunquam futurum credidi, nequeo unum concinnare adeo joculum. 
Hum ! ficcin'? Oh! tandem ad meipſum redeo. 

— cujus genus roſz invident, & pudore rubeſcunt ſolo, 

tum 

Mer. Ha, ha, ha! pulcherrime ! fi ornatus eſſem ex meis virtutibus, 
Sic adirem Virginem; nam deperiret iſtam faciem. | 

Am, Tun' tus hic regnum poſſides? ubi, ſi placet, czreri? 

Gn. St! Gelaſime. 

Gel. Maximè —— Pallet Luna, & ſe victum confitetu 
Sratim vobis adero - — nec ſidera hum! iſthoc non placet. 
Ceciderunt plane ſidera, Ceciderunt ; ha, ha, ut neſcienti mihi 
Etfluxit iſtic jocus ? 5 

Gn. Hem Morion, ubi es? © 

Mor. St! ego non adſum. 

Am, Ha, ha, ha, an ſe præſens preſentem negat ? 

Niſi jurato tibi, Morion, non credemus. 

Mor. Per Deos non adſum, | 
Ut cate deluſi homines ! illi hic me eſſe neſciunt, ha, ha, ha! 

Gn. An Norion atrà bili percitu'ſt ? id eſt, an delirat ? 
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Ceſſon' illum educere ex inſidiis, ut lepidè loquar ? 
Morion, adeſto. L Naacit. 
Em. Ha, ha! ut ſtat! reclamante Philoſophià Tg 
Negarem hunc eſſe rationalem, niſi quia riſibilem video. 
Gn. Humanum eſt errare : erras profectò hoſpes, 
Num omnis homo eſt rationalis, ut acutiſſime obſervat Simplicius. 
Pj. Nolite, obſecro, deridere, per pol quam modeſtus eſt 
Mor. Me laudat. 
Gel. Euge! jam habeo. | 
Mer. Herclè audadter alloquar. 
Salve tu, O cujus genis roſæ invident, & pudore rubeſcunt ſolo. 
Gel. O maſtigiam ! quæ mea eſt Oratio, occupat præloqui, 
Ut perdidit mihi ſex jocos, & tres amatorias ſententias ! 
Gno, Perge Morion. 
Mor. Perge tu, fi vis, ego dixi ſatis. | 
Gno. Adeſdum, Gelaſime. Hic eſt jocator ille, Cui meliori luto finxie 
przcordia Titan. 
Þſ. Mecaſtor liberahs eſt: ſalve multùm, te unum ex omnibus 
Feſtivum fama magnificavit, itaque ad te huc venimus viſere. 
Nam me etiam lepidam vocant, etſt hanc mihi laudem non arrogem. 
Gel. 8 — equidem cujus ſub auſpicio natu* ſum, minorem gratiam 
àbeo, 
Quam oculorum tuorum ſyderibus, quæ me perſpexerunt modo 
Ha, ha! optimè loquor ſemper de improviſo, 
Quod ſignum eſt boni ingenii, proculdubid hzc mea'ſt, 
Obſecro, quænam eſt hæc virgo? | 
Em. FaQtione ſumma, & divitiis pollens. 
Bombardomachides filia'ſt ſtrenuiſſimi ducis. 
Gel. Nimiò nimi' novi ego iſtum Bombardomachidem, 
(Hicillum derideo) ſed tamen tantò meliu'ſt. 
En. Ecquis homo tantum ſtultitiæ in ſe poſſedir uſpiam ? 
Quid fi oblectem me cum iſtis? placet, heus! audiſtin'? 
Quoniam voſmet magnificatis ata de iſtis artibus, 
5 Dabo equidem ſponſionem, me vos unum ſingulos 
Redacturum modò jocis meis ad ſilentium. 
Agite ſultis, experiamur in hanc partem quis plus poſſiet. * 
Pſ. Vide quid agas prius. Ego ab hujus parte ſtabo. 
. Gel. A mea? neſcio unde hoc fit, multò ſum beatior 
| Quam vulgus hominum, quæcunque vocem audiunt, 
Continud me amant perdite. O ſuperi! gratias ago, 
| Multum de me meruiſtis ; Heus audacule, 
Quoniam iti vis vita interfici, aſcende hanc ſellulam 
Opponam ego primus; fed miſeret me tui. 
Mor. Bene hercle facis ; ego obſecundabo tibi in loco, 
Abi audacule, abi in Tullianum. 
Em. Eſto tu moderator. - 
Gus. Agonotheta ero, , m «wr & ji" nam fic doi yocant. 
2 Ty oppones Merion. | h | * 
8 Secundo 
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Secundo in loco. 

Mor. Rectè, recedam paululum _ 

Et confutationem Orationis ejus meditabor mecum. 

Gen. Antequam illam noſti ? 

Mor. Noſti ? nemo non poteſt 
Confutare tum cum noverit, ero ſingularis ego. 

Pſ. Diſcrucior animi, quod mos non patitur, 

Diſputare fœminas publice : vellem hos Opponentes milu. 

Gn. Aſcendat Jocator. 

Proditum eſt memorize antiquos Philoſophos poſt multos labores 
ſeſe recreare ſolitos fuiſſe. Agite igitur, hilarem hunc ſumamus diem, 
nam arcus nimium intentus citd frangitur ; habent ſua Ludicra Muſe ; 
& Apollo Muſarum Parens, aliquando latet, aliquando patet. Tu 
vero Spartam quam naQus es, hanc orna, ut non minus, aut etiam 
plus modeſtia tua, quam ingenium appareat. Cave 2 Majoribus, nam 
ingenium non ferent, & obſerva ſemper cum Poet, Parcere perſonis, 
dicere de vitiis. 

En. Orationem tuam ——— | 

Gn. Nolo pati iſtam impudentiam, conferas te ad provinciam tuam. 

Em. Sapienter quidem facis, quod orationem tuam non vis repeti. 

Gn. Authoritate mihi ab Apolline commiſa, jubeo te acquieſcere. 
Fr £5 Ha, ha, he! utinam iſta mihi authoritas committeretur ab 

polline. 

Em. Non datur ars jocandi — Incipiam 2 poſtremo 
-Termino Jocandi, qui eſt Terminus Hilarii. Artem omitto, quia 
mos eſt ita facere. 

Datur eſt verbum; nam nunc dierum Res talis non eſt, quædam dis 
cuntur dari proprie & ſimpliciter, ſed hinc ſenſus verbi jam antiqua- 
tus eſt : alii verd Improprie & ſecundum quid, ut Gradus in Acade- 
mia, & in Collegiis 

Gn. Omitte illud verbum; ſcimus quid velis. 

Em. Sed, ne erretis in hac re, dicam vobis, quid dandum fir, 2 
non; primum omnium dabitis mihi ſi placeo Manus veſtras 
— {in minus Veniam. Dabitis Aulico nova juramenta, nam 
fregit omnia vetera. Ad Calum enim ire ne cogitat quidem, quia 
audit paucos illic eſſe tonſores & ſutores veſtiarios, itaque nunquam 
oravit in totà vit, tantum aliquando dixit Deo, ſe ejus ſervum eſſe 
ter humillimum. Et tamen odit Diabolum, quia Cornutus eſt, e6que 
ſimilior illius Creditorum Civium. Secunds, dabitis Puritanis verba 
jam enim illis filentium indicitur, ſiquando autem privatim prædicent, 
dabitis aures veſtras; nam ſuas amiſerunt. Dabitis Academiis —— 

Gr. Nolo iſtud dici : ne quos ridere hic oportuit. 
Erubeſcant aliqui : ſatisfeciſti officio tuo. 

Reſpondete tibi vellem, ſed neminem in loco meo 

Extra unum novi, qui reſpondit nugis hujuſcemodi. 
Aſcendat Opponens primus; Diſputationem in alium 
Differamus diem, nunc jam reſpondeas tantum breviter. 
Age; Spartam, quam nactus es, hanc orna. - a 
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Gel. Faciam, ſed numera jocos meos, dum reſpondeam. 
' Gno, Pauperis eſt numerare pecus. Numera hos, Gelaſime, 
Obſecro, auditores ut in advorſam pattem ne rapiatis, 
Quod in hoc dignitatis gradu præter morem aliquando jocor. 
Em. Si in eam partem peccas, facile te profectò condonabimus. 
Sed mihi crede, Doctiſſime Moderator, adhuc ab hic culpa liber es. 
Gn. Dodtiſſimum me vocat ; non interficiam illum hodiè. 
Gel. Quoniam dandi regulas nobis dediſti. Ibi unus Gnemice, 
Eſt magnus jocus. 
Am, Tam magnus hercle ut videri nequeat. 
Gel. Piſh ! annon ludo in reduplicatione d Dare? 
Gn, Eſt certè dimidia pars joci. 
Ex. Oh! ille, fortaſsè credidit, 
Dimidium plus toto eſſe. 
Gel. Dii, Deæque, Superi, Inferi, 
Peſſimis me exemplis perduint, niſi dicturus id eram. 
Numera Gnomice pto meo. Eri puit eum ex animo meo. 
Em. Rectam herclè inſtas viam. ingenioſu ut ſias, 
Si furaris, ego quæ dico. 
Pſ. Summi eſt ingenl, 
Si faceres, nam tuo jam te jugulat gladio. 
| Ibi ego etiam: pudet ſanè me mutam ſtare 
5 Inter tot jocantes. 
Gel. Sed repetamur à diverticulo : 
Dicam ergo tibi, quid dedit mihi rex Macedonicus mmm 
Em. Quin pergis? 
Gel. Quia ja m te oportet dicere, 
8 Quid dedit tibi? pecuniam ? 
E Am. Quid ſi nolim dicere ? 
* Tun' me coges? 
Gel. Non, ſed niſi detur Anſa, quis poteſt jocarier? 


f Am. Bent, fi me oras, dicam, ne omnino coram hic famini nobili 
id Ignominiosè taceas. 


as Gel. Er ego ſic reſpondeo : 

m Pecuniam ? non, non, non. Tergum vel pœnas dedit. 
” Ibi duo joci, Gnomice. Sed obiter hoc 

| 


Dixiſti Artem jocandi non dari. Falſum! nam ars jocandi eſt 

Res ingenioſa, ſed res ingenioſa datur ; nam 

Crede mihi res eſt ingenioſa Dare. 
Am. Caru'ſt hic jocus, nam tribus abhinc petitur milliaribus. 
ncionatorem nunquam audivi, textum cum perdiderit, 

(Ur ſæpè fir) per tot circulos illum quæreret. 
alli in hunc planè modum ad ſuam ſcandunt originem. 

Ap Ars jocandi, Ap datur, Ap Res, Ap ingenium, Ap 

Crede mihi res eſt ingenioſa Dare. . = 
G. Onerabas deinde maledictis Aulicos ; ſed nimium ruſtics, - 

Iteram Gnomice ; ob ruſticitatem illum derideo, 


Eſt & elegans quedam antitheſis inter Aylices & Ruſtice, 
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r e — — Er COCCNEIEY 
Que addidiſti de Puritanis, intacta pretereo, 
Quoniam imitatus es illa quz hodiè mane dixerim, 
Cum illos in Novam Angliam ire juſſi, cetera 
Ex memoril aufugerunt. 

Pf. Nequeagguin plaudam manibus. | 
Atque ita omnes vellem, cum audiant quod placet, facere. 

Gn. Satisfeciſti officio tuo: aſcendat Morion. 

Mor. Ità facio ; quæſo ut jocos meos numeres Gnomice. 

En. Hei! cum iſtis veſtibus diſputaturus venis ? 
Carent Modo, & Figura. Nulla eſt Conſequentia 
Inter earum partes. 
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Mor. An veſtes meæ tibi nocent ? p 
Em. Ità ſane me terrebant modd, cum hic aſcenderas. 
Mor. Ha, ha, he! ut me vidit, hominem terrui ; novit qui ſim. E 


Qui cum me audierit? Attendite, nunc incipio. 
In principio orationis tuæ habuiſti aliquid de meis laudibus, ſed 
Ego ingenuè fateor, me non meruiſſe tantum de meis laudibus. 


Em. Egon detuis laudibus ? | A 

Merito pol me confutare poſſis, fi habuiſſem tale quid. P. 

| Aor. Piſh! ego hoc ſuppono ————— jtaque nunc pergo, numera, H 
L Cnomice. | ig H 
3 Dixiſti porrd aliquid de mari Philoſophico. | 
| Em. Quid ? de mart Philoſophico ? | 
At illud ego adhuc ne primoribus quidem labiis attigi. | At 

Sed ſi animum induxiſti deridere Philoſophicum. | F 
Indulgebo tibi hanc veniam. Et 

Mor. Non? tum hec tua culpa'ſt Gelsſime. O 


Annon dicebas, quod nunquam quiſquam omittet Mare Philoſophicum? Ab 
Am, Ha, ha, he! [ 
Mor. Ecquid me rident ? | 
ne. Perge Merion. | 

"Mor. Pergat qui vult, fi ridetis : ego ſatisfeci officio meo. 

Cætera ex memoria dilapſa ſunt : Et fic deſino. 


Su. Vos itaque cum meritis omnes dimitto laudibus, Þ/ 
Et Virula tu dignus & hic. Arcades ambo Nan 
Et cantare pares, & reſpondere parati. | Quo 

Pſ. Deus bone! quam pulchrè vos omnes proceſliſtis hodie, Ge 
Ego vobiſcum ipſa diſputabo vice proximi De þ 
Doctiſſime Moderator, vale. Dii tibi dent quæ expetis. | — d 


no. Et longum formoſa vale, vale, inquit Iola. 
P/. Tu Gelafime, ſequere me ſis domum, nam de arte iſthac eſt tibi 
Quod ſola ſoli dicam. 
Gel. Beatus fum ! libenter ſequor. 
Quantum Diis magis debeo, quod me tam lepidum fecerint ! 
El. 4 mylio, i ptæ, piſh, omitte iſtas ceremonias. 
Mor, Ego illos comitabor, ſatis ſum jocatus hodie. 
Gno. At ego intus me recipiam, bene hodie fecimus. 
Ire domum ſature, venit Heſpetus, ite capella. 


% 
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4 pP RO certon' habes adveniſſe Polyporum ? | 
Din. Siquidem quod vidi certum'ſt. 
Niſi fallant oculi. . 
Am. Mirum eſt ni fallant aliquando, ſi ſint tui, 
Nam tu totus, quantus quantus, nihil niſi aſtutia es. 
Sed ut placet, ubi vidiſti ? ecquid idoneus viſus't, 
Ex quo argentum cudimus ? ha! numquid eſt traQtabilis ? 
Utinam accepiſſet literas. 
Din. Accepit jam in np 
Et largus lachrymarum huc properat. 
Em. Qui iſtud noſti? 8 
Din. Ut vidi, ſaſpenſo gradu ibam, adſtabam, comprimebam ani- 
mam, 
Atque ubi cepi animum attendere, ſermonem hoc captavi modo. 
Proin tu Bombardomachidem induas, ut accipiamus hominem, 
Hic eſto ; cum rogitabit, ubi habet Bombardomachides? | 
Huc per poſticum ingſucam illum tibi. 
Am. At militi claves reddidi. 
Din. Piſh ! ſexcentz ſunt cauſe quamobrem illas poſſis repetere. 
Abi modo: ſed enim captivis quid faciemus ? abſunt perincommode. | 
Am. Oh! dicam Po 2 tempus nunc non eſſe ut illos videat, 


Et jubebo cras redeat : Satin polita ſunt hæc conſilia? | | 
O fors fortuna quam ſecundis rebus hanc mihi oneraſti diem 
Abeamus, mi chariſſime Dinon. | 
Din. O, mi ſuaviſſime £mylio, abeamus. [Exeunt, 
ein 


7 
| Gelaſimus, Pſecat, Morion. 
pſ. Viden' ergo quam poſthabui omnes res ingenio tuo? 
Nam me in uxorem multi expetiverunt Principes, 
Quos demiſi, quia indocti erant, doloris compotes, 
Gel. Dii me faciant quod volunt, niſi minu' gaudeam 
De pollentia tua (nam & ipſe in mea patria 
Sat dives & factioſus ſum) quam quod he nuptiæ 
Magno futuræ fiat totius orbis commodo. 
Namque ex te noſtro quiſquis ſuſcipitur ſemine 
uis ſe dictis immortali afficiet gloria, 
letque Imperator jocorum optimus maximus. 
P/. Cupio equidem Poetam parete. 
Gel. Mea fide paries. 
Nam vagiebam ego metticè, & in laftis loco 
eliconis aquam ſuxi, tum autem in Patnaſſo bicipiti 
depiculè ſomniavi, ſed, ut verum fatear, | 


Nulla 
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Nulla mihi carmina tam facili Minerva fluunt, 
Quam Epigrammata aut Satyri, nam feſtiviſſimè 
(Ut noſti) deridere homines ſoleo. 
P/. O Muſas omnes 
Quam undiquaque ſententiis tuis intertniſces facetias! 
Gel. Ha, ha, he, animadvertiſtin' ? at peperci ego dicere, 
De illis, ut experirer, utrum tute per te eos intelligeres. 
Pf. Ah! nunquam Patris in me inimicitias caperem 
Tui causa, niſi intelligerem pꝛobè ingenium tuum. ER 
Mor. Colloquuntur familiariter, metuo ne preripiat mibi 
Illius animum, namque amo illam plus vino & ſaccharo. 
Et niſi me amet mutuò, abeat ſane in locum 
In carcere quod Tullianum appellatur. 
Gel. Abeamus, mea Sappho, F 
Ut a ſacerdote aliquo celebretur nobis matrimonium. 
Morion, abi tu domum. 
Mor. Ne me contemptim conteras : 
Tam ego diſputabam hodie, quam tu, publicitus. | l 
Et confutavi hominem. | 
Pſ. Exemplis peſſimis a 
Ludificabor iſtum fruticem niſi hinc proper? a Pk 
Oh ſuperos ! occidi, mortua ſum ! Pater huc venit, nos queritans, 
Er ſtricto gladio necem hic minatur omnibus. : 
Mor. Oh, oh, non poſſum aſpicere Bowbardomachidem. - 
Nimid nimis ferox eſt, jocari mecum noluit modò. 
Gel. Tam mortui hercle ſumus, quam mare eſt mortuum, 
Ibi iterum, velim, nolim, non reprimo me, quin jocer. 
Nullumne hic latibulum eſt ? 
Mor. Oh! quæſo oftendas aliquod, 
In ipſo foramine acus nunc jam jacere poteram, 
Ecquem hic habes caſeum ? nam muris inſtar optimè 
In illo deliteſcerem. 
Gel. Non, non, falſus es, Morion, 
Nam tunc exedere latebras tuas. Ut illum derideo. 
Hoc tanto in periculo! p II 
Pſ. Hei mihi! eſt intus dolium —— 0 
Ut contollit gradum! ut oculi virent iracundia ä N, 
Illic & vis temet occultare. CL 
Mor. Dolium ? cedd ſis, bona fœmina: T; 
Nunquam me pudebit à Diogene exemplum ſumere. | 
Utinam eſſet plenum, evacuarem mihi quam citiflime. 4 
Pf. Sequere me, tibi mox proſpiciam, Gelaſime [Ex. Pſ. & Ar. 
Mor. Ita, cum ego in tuto ſim; dolium ? magnifica pol domus eſt. . 
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Gel. Oh! oh! audire viſu' ſum ſtrepitum mwiris, Ne 
Tergum vel pcenas illi dabo; ut mihi Rex Macedonicus. f 
Oh! jam venit, ſcio ; jacebo hic, quaſi eſſem mortuus; Pol 

Lrecumi. < 


Nolo ſaltem cernere fatum meum. 


Pſec# 
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Pſecas intrat. 

Pſ. Ha, ha, he! 

Gel, Oh ! adeſt! | 

Pſ. Gelaſime, ſurge, ne metuas malum. 

Gel. Profe&d, Bombardomachidss, non duxi tuam filiam, 

Neque unquam volui. 
Gel. Non: quæſo, ne me jugules, 
Memineris * jocorum militarium, quos feci tibi, 
Quin effeci inſpper, Iambi ut incedant pede. 
* O Venus! ludos lepidos. Adſpice ad me Gelaſime, Pater non 
adeſt. 
Gel. O mea Sappho ! ubi eſt pater tuus? obſecro an venit? 
Pſ. Neque venturus eſt, ex compoſito hoc fect adeo. 
Ut nobis fine Morione arbitro fierent nuptiæ. 

Gel. Ha! ſcio hoc equidem, & etiam per induſtriam [ ſurgit, 
Diſſimulavi quaſi eſſem rimidus —— ſed, numnam in va o ſumus? — 
Annon diſſimulabam lepide ? ——certe aliquid audio —— 

Non venit ſpero. 

P/ Ne time; ſed Fninato opu'lt , 

Ne tandem fortaſſe ſerid nos pater opprimat. 

Gel. Vera dicis ; properemus, mea Muſa, mea Urania. 

Ut te amo, mea Polyhymnie, mea Melpomene ! D Exeunt, 


SCEN A III. 


Emylio (ornatu militis) Dinon, Polyporus. 
Em. Intromitratur ſino; fac pateat janua. 
Pol, Tun' ille es Miles, arte tam in% gnis duellici 2 
Am, Periphraſim veram nominis dicis mei. 
Pol. Si is es, filium cepiſti meum. 
Em. Si filium cepi tuum, captivo Pater es meo. 
Pol. Huc itaque ei gratiã veni tibi, 
Illorum uti pro capitibus pecuniam duim. 
Oro igitur me abſolvas quam primum poteris, 
Nec mora in te fit ſita, quin pretium auferas. 
Cupio videre ipſos ; & comple&i miſeros. 
Tam Pater capto ſum, quam dudum fui libero. 
Em. Nunc aliqui me expeQant reges: cras redeas licet. 
Pol. Cras illud, Patri filium quærenti annus eſt. a 
Bom. Oculiſne clave obviam fiunt tuis? Intws, 
Cal. p. Niſi jam reperiant, effciagantur foribus cardines, Inits . 
Ne mora Exorciſt objecta ſit, cum huc advenerit. 
Bom. Edico jam nunc foribus bellum meis. 
Poſthæc ut iſtum timeant, efficiam, pedem. Bombard. fr anzit forer. 
Em. Occiſiſſimi ſumus Dino; Heus ! quis eſt ad fores ? 
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S SENA IV. 


Bombardemachi des, Calliphanes P. Enylio, Dinon, Polyporus, Bombardoma- 
chidis Servi. 
Bom. Oh! ſpedtra cerno ? ludit an oculos meos 
Imago fallax ? non poſſum pergere Iambice, j 


Ita validè timeo. : 
Cal. p. Ha! quid eſt ? quid tremis aded ? i 
Bom. Me frigus, haud formido, ut tremam facit. 
Em. Dinon, in te ſpes omnis vertitur, {is Dzmon iterum, 
Reprzſentavi ſalus noſtra non aliter poreſt. : 
Din. Ne deſponde animum, pulchre homines vorſabimus. 
Cal. p. Nihil adhuc video hum Leopardus, rediit, ip- 
ſus eſt Leopardus quem conſpexi pris. ; : 
Din. Oh ho, 6 ho, urite, fundite, tundite, cædite, vertite domum, 
ho, ho, fundite, tundite domum. f 
Pol. OQuænam hee deliramenta? ſuntne atrà bile perciti ? 
Din. Ile A dhe, Mm, enn Try AX Y ider. | 
Em veurt Seaxarnud wy iu g 2oayTor. 
Pol. Quicquid tit, aut hi homines inſaniunt valide, 
Aut aliquid noſtri ſubeſt, qua fugere inſiſtam via ? f 
Bom. Oh ! quæſo bone Dæmon ne accedas aded, oh ! 
Pol. Men' quezris ? obſecro, 
Recedas. tecum nihil negoti eſt mihi. Oh! quaſo. 
Dm, IIe d avarm xg mn, 
Em. miggymd Tv, ,h N 
Cal. p. Oh! metuo malè ne me perſequantur Dzmones, 
Quia ad nuptias injuſtia mea coegi filium. 
Bom. Mallem in media acie, quam hic ſtare loci. 
Utinam = (quid faciam ?) utinam eſſem jam nunc mortuns, 
Sed mori non poſſum. 
Pol. Proculdubid iſtud ſomnium eſt. 
Ita res hæc me dubium dat, ut quis ſim, aut ubi, neſciam. 
Bom. Claudam herclè oculos : videre non ſuſtined. 
Din. Occidam, jugulabo, interficiam, capiam, rapiam, fundam, 
tundam omnes illico. | A 
Bom Immo non timeo, video profeQd nihil. 
Cal. p. Nihil? cæcus eſt Bombardomachides ? accipe ſis ſpecularia. 


9 TAX 


[ Bombardomachides manus extendens forte tiaram Amylionis dejicit. <> 
Em. Tloaugaos polo UNA. M 
Bom, Oh I 
Em. Dinon, acta res eſt : emergere hinc non poteſt. 2 
Bom, Servuſne noſter ? facinus indignum & grave! Fl: 
Jupiter, omni parte violentum intona : 
Jaculare flammas, lumen ereptum polo | 
Fulminibus exple jam iterum Tambice. Hy 


Col. p. Proh Deos! ſiccin re ſervus pro delectamento uſu'ſt? | 
Arripiall 


ici. 
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Arripiant aliqui ſublimem, & extinguant illi animam. 
Tun (ſcelus) pro arbitrio nos terres ſenes? 

Bom. Terrere me non potuit, timui nihil. 

Cal. p. Non ſum compos animi, ita incendor iracundid. 
Iſtane iſtud patere Bombardomachides ? occide eos. 

Bom. De fine pœnæ loqueris, ego pœnam volo. . 
Ardeo furore : tam diu cur innocens 
Hos verſor inter ? tota jam ante oculos meos 
Imago cædis errat. 

Din. O! dit te perdant, Enylis. 

Am, Quin, quod ferendum eſt feramus æquo animo, 
Video non licere quicquam jam pertend ere. 

Pol. Fruſtrationes ego iſtas mirari ſatis nequeo. 
Heus ; eſtne miles hic Bombardomachide: ? 

Bom. 1 260 ergo neſcis? Ipſe Bombardomachides ſum (in verſu ſe- 
quenti. 

Pol. Paratus es meum mihi jam filium reddere ? 

Bom. Quem habeo filium reddam, ſed nullum habeo. 

Pol. Que te mala crux agitat autem? hem Literas tuas 
Quas in portu accepi modd. 

Bom, Ha! Dux Bombardomachides? 


Emylis ſeripſit iſtud : O ingens.ſcelus ! 


Incertus, atrox, mente non ſani feror 
Partes in omnes : unde me ulciſci queam ? 
\ [YVerberat Dinonem & ejus barbam arripit. 
Din. Oh! obſecro te, 
Pol. O Dii boni! quid ego video : Dinonem ſervum ? 
Hem ! Dinon ! quid hic agis? ubi filius meu'ſt ? 
Din. Emylio, quid faciam in his anguſtiis? conficebor omnia. 
Em. Suſpende te, fi vis: Dit iratis natu' fum. : 
Cal, p. Hi homines ingentem aliquam adornaruat fabricam. 
Articulatim te concidit fic ſervus tuus. 
Quantum adhuc video: faxo confiteantur omnia, 3 
Heus Lorarii! quis intus eſt? Lerarii inquam 
Pol. Immd depoſits veſte ſe verberibus impleant invicem. 
Donec omnia exquiſivimus, ut lubitum'ſt nobis. 
Bom. Locutus es, non male, fiet modo. 
Adeſte ſervi, Dominus hoc veſter jubet. [ Ingred. Lorarii. 
Em. Strenuum me præbebo hominem; ſcapularum mihi Sat magna 
confidentia eſt. Dixon, bono animo es. 
Din. Quin Stoicus, inquam ſum, dolorem nunquam ſentio. 
Moriemur, fart ſcio ; ti præter ſpem quid evenit, 
In lucro deputabo eſſe. 
Bom. Audin' ſerve ? | 
Flagella fac (int nobis in promptu duo [ Exit Servus & redit cum 


flagellis, 

Cal. p. Interea quod eſt temporis, tu deme illis diploides. 
Us! fatuz verberex, nos vetulos habetis ludibrio ? [ ponunt __ 
m 


O 3 


* * 


— —— 
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Am. Aliud cura, Carnufex ; non poſſum ego hoc exuere ! 
[ad lorarium. 
Vapulare hercld nolo in generoſis meis veſtibus, 
Scio ego, quid fit vapulare. 
Din. O miram rem | Scientia talis, 
Dicenda eft ſola liberalit. 
Satin Amylio fortiter ? 
Bom Ridetis ? at mox flumen ex oculis cadet. 
Cal p. Hem ! da flagella illis in manus ocyus. 
Niſi pœnas de ſe ſttenuè ſumant invicem. 
Quaſi incudem cædas illos: ac pugnis oneres. 
Din. Video neceſſe eſſe, ut exerceamus noſmet. 
Age, incipiamus, mea commoditas. 
Em. Mea opportunitas, incipiamus. 
Din. Tu nebulo major es, tibi hercle locum cedo. 
Cal. p. Ludunt hercle ; heus Lorarii, facite ut pugni in malis hæreant. 
Ad mortem vos ambos darem, fi eſſetis mei. 
Am. Quin abi in malam rem; nil opera opus tua eſt. 
[ad Lorarium.] 
Annon Dixon ſatis 1doneus viſu'ſt, qui me verberet ? 
Din. Hem tibi, mi Alter idem 
Em. Meus bonus Genius! [ Se vicibus flagellant. 
Din. Meus Pylades 
Em. Oreſtes meus ! 
Bom. Hæc verberandi mihi ſat methodus placet, 
Tam ſimilis eſt bello. 
Cal. p. Feciſtis probe. 
Ceſſate paululum, exquire nunc jam, quid vis. 
Pol. Quid filio factum eſt meo cum Tutore ejus & Celaſimo? 
Din. Emunximus illos mucidos; & argumentum effecimus. 
Am. Et veſtes, viden' ornatum Morionis tui? 
Me multo decent magis. 
Pol. O frontes hominum ! 
Din. Dicam omnia; animum advortite, nam fabula lepidiflima'ſt. 
Primum omnium, appoti probe ut obdormirent, fecimus. 
Em. Dein veſtes Morionis pannis commutavi meis. 
Din. Dein, quaſi captivos, in vinclis hic habuimus. 
Din. Dein ſcripſimus Epiſtolam, te ut vorſaremus inſuper. 
Din. Dein ſpedttis fictis Bomb ardomachidem perterrefecimus. 
Bim. Egone vana ut ſpectra timerem, ſcelus ! 
Adeſſe vel jam dæmonum turbam velim. 
Pol. O impudentiam ! O mores! quid ego de vobis tantum merui ? 
Em. Ha, ha! homo ſuavis ! nos ut parceremus tibi? 
Cum bardum genuiſti, ſapientum id feciſti gratid. 
Stuſtus eſt Commune Bonum. 
Cal p. Obſtupeſco! ita hæc res mira'ſt. 
Din, Immò nihil jam celabo, nolo, Emylio, 


Ex iſtis technis tibi melius fit, quam mihi. | 


—. — — — — —— — —— CO — — RO 
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Eucomiſſa ; 
Am. Dinon 6 ſceleſtum caput ! : [ flagellat.}] 
Bom. Mutiten audes? piſce ſis mutus magis. ;þ 
Din. Amylioni nuplit hodiè, & Dii vortant feliciter. 

Bom, Quid tangit aurem : ferte me inſane procul, 

Illo procellæ ferte, quo fertur dies 

Hinc raptus, 6, quis filiam oſtendet mihi, 

Longinqua, clauſa, abſtruſa, diverſa, invia 

Emetiemur, nullus obſtabit locus. *% [Exit Bombard, 
Em. Nunc demum perii ſolide, hoc durum in cage eſt mihi, 

Quod mei gratià, Eucomiſſæ pejus erit, 

Przterquam, quod carendum eſt illa, nil adhuc doleo. 

Cal. p. Si eſſet mea, omnem de illà animum 

Ejicerem Patris, & alienarum miſetam a familia, | 

Si filius meus ad hunc modum ſed nonvult, aut fi cuperet maximè, 

Captare conſilii nil poſſet, quin olfacerem prius. 

Din. Immd ille proculdubiò his noxis vacuus'ſt. 

Nihil in ſe culpæ unquam commiſit, tantum, 

Præ rer imperium tuum, & preterquam juſſiſti ſedulò, 

Eg len hodie duxit. | 
Cal. p. Æglen? non poteſt fieri. 

Non, non, non audet : quicquid fit, videbo tamen. 

Si verum eſt, ſtatim cum uxore quatietur foras. Lit.] 
Em. Quignnque ſis, peregrine, nolo precator mihi 

Orare ut ſies, nam adverſus iſthæc obfirmavi mala, 

Sed ut pacem Eucomiſſæ conciliares ab ejus Patre . 

Id oro, atque obſecro : age, etſi parum de te meruerim, 

Popularis tuus ſum. . 

Pol. Meus ? 

Am, Siquidem es Anglus patrià. 

Pol. Quid iſtud factum eſt, hic ut ſervitutem ſervias ? 

Am. Fortune ædepol, vitio, nam prognatus patre 
Mercatore ſum ditiſſimo, ſed fic fors tulit 
Cum ſorore ſimul parvula, hic ut me caperet parvulum. 

Pol. Hei mihi ! 

Em. Quid lacrymas obſecro? iſtud me decet magis. 

Pol, Quia miſerias mihi meas hoc ditto in memoriam redigis. 

Nam filiolam ego etiam cum fratre una perdidi. 

Ubi capti eſtis ? 

Em. In navi, cum in Hiſpaniam tranſmiſit Pater, 

Mercaturz operam dans, ac rei ſtydens. 

Pol. Quodnam erat navi ſignum 
Em. Caſtor & Pollux. . 
Pol. Dii boni, quo magis quæro, eò plus pluſque convenit. 

Si eſt, ut hæc mihi res indicium facit, 

Omnium, qui ſunt in terrà, ſum beatiſſimus. 

Quot annis abhinc? 


Em. Menſe proximo erunt 2 2 Pol, 


* 


” 


200 NAUFRAGIUM JOCULARE. 


Pol. Dii memet ex te perdità ſervatum volunt. 
Si iſthzc vera ſunt : non dubito quin ſis meus. 
Cæterum adeſt Miles, ille me certiorem faciet. 


SCENA V. 


| Bombard. Cal. P. Cal. F. Eucomiſſa, Egle. 

cal. P. Quin exi, flagitium hominis, cum uxore triveneſica, 
Faxo, ſi vita mihi ſupereſt, iſtius obſaturabere. 

Eg. Obſecro pgglixe ſenex, uti quod te habet malè, 

In me totum evormas, cum illo mod in gratiam redeas. 
Mea omnis culpa eſt; Ille abs te innoxius: 
Per Deos mea eſt. | 

Cal. F. Non, non, cave illi credas Pater 
Tuam in me iram derivari multò æquiu'ſt. 

Blanditiis iſtam meis conjeci invitam in nuptias. 

Pol. Accommoda mihi, miles, paululum aures tuas, 

Niſi fit moleſtum. 

Bom. Uruntur ira fibre, & exardet jecur, 

Uruntur inquam ; loquere at quidvis tamen. 
Eu. O Znylis! huncce in modum celebrantur nuptie ? 
Vereor ne eodem fiam vidua quo die nupta ſum. 

Am. Habe modo bonum animum, mea Vita, tibi nil faciet mali. 
Me2mq:e ne doleas, vicem, nam Deos teſtor, . 

Si una hac note cubuiſſem in complexu tuo. 
Cras illud eſſet, cum me vellem interfici, 
Ne ulla unquam ægritudo contaminaret illud gaudium. 
ved meliore in loco, dus gratias, ſpes ſita eſt mea. 

Pol. Immò omnem mihi rem explicatam dediſti pulchre. 
Inſperate Fili, ſalve, 1 
Cum hic te conſpicor; quam ſupetat mihi 
Arque abundat lætitià pettus. Ubi ſoror tua eſt ? | 

Em. Eccam ipſam, mi pater chariſſime! Amœnitates quantas 
Hic mihi dies obtulit! Pol. Jam, virgo mea es. | 
Ha, ha! filium & filiam? ha, ha! lacrymo gaudio, 

Et tam liberaliter educatos ! quis me felicior? 
Age, miles, face te lubentem filiæ nuptiis. 

Bow. Nil jam negabo, cuncta concedo, ſenex, 
Quoniamque natam duxit, ut ducat volo. 

Em. Audin' Eucamiſſa? iterum mihi natus videor. 

Eu. Et ego ite um nupta; 6 mi mylis. 

Cal. p. Quam ſuo mihi hic ſermone arrexit autres 
Fili, quoniam iſtam virginem tam miſerò de 


” * * peris, 
Difficultas à me non erit, quin pro uxore habeas. 


Cal. J. Reverà mihi pater es, & diis ipſis proximus. 

Din. Tot inter gaudia, ut video, vapulandum eſt mihi. 

AEmylio, volo te de communi re appellare mea, & tud. 
Memiaiſtin' quo ornatu te primum invenerim, | 


Mei 


C2 
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Mei profeQd operà hæc omnia evenerunt tibi. 
Am. Fœneratò hanc mihi operam locaſti, Dinen, 
Nam mecum ſemper vives, ſuppeditabo ego tibi ſumptibus. 
Din. O mea Commoditas ! meus bonus Genius 
Em. Meruiſti herculè; 


Nam vel modo, mea opportunitas, quam me verberäſti ſtrenue! 
Din. Meruiſti hercule. Ego vel iterum, mi Em lis, 
Voluptatis tuz causi, defeflus verberando fierem. 
Em. Sed obſecro, mi Pater, an Morion meus frater eſt ? - 
Pol. Nihil minus; nam cum voſmet infortunatus perdidi ; 


Ne prorsus viderer orbus, recens natum ſervi mei puerum 
Pro meo ſuſtuli ; is hic eſt, quem vidiſti, Mien. 


SCENA VL 


g Gelaſimus, Pſecas. 
Sed quem ego video? Gelaſimus, amicum Morionis mei? 
Gelaſime, ſalve. 
Gel. O Pohpore, ſalve: neſcis quam beatus ego ſum ! 
Ubi eſt Bombardomachides ? | 
Bf. Illic; non vides? 
Gel. Hic non eſt ille Bombardomachides, ad quem me inſinuavi callidẽ. 
Pſ. Piſh, credin' me ignorare patrem meum, quis ſiet? 
Gel, Non, non; filius tuus Gelaſimus, hic flexo poplite 
Ut ſibi benedicas, obſecrat, atque ut nuptus ſuis. 
Bom. Ex ore quid venit tuo? Tun' filius meus ? 
Gel. Fortaſſis hoc me credis per jocum dicere, 
Quia jocari ſemper ſoleo; ſed profe&d loquor ſerid. 
Detrahe velum, mea Muſa : hem! noſtin' filiam tuam ? 
Om, Ha, ha, he. 


Pſ. Immd ne admiremini, 

Ego nupſi iſti Aſino, ſed præceptis meis, 
ciam brevi, ut moratus ſit ſat bene. 

Eucomiſſa, ſalve, jam ſum ejuſdem tecum ordinis, 
Colloquemur inter noſmet amicè, & capiemus conſilium, 
Quid maritis faciundum ſit, ſervire fi nolint nobis. 

Gel. Tun' negas filiam tuam hanc eſſe? 

Om. Ha, ha, he. 

Gel. Quid (malum) ridetis? nullum hic dixi jocum. 

Em. Gelaſime, da hoc etiam pugillaribus tuis. 
Os mihi callidè ſublitum eſt quarto Non. Feb. | 

Gel. Nolo fic me rideant ; immd, que fit, ſatis novi. 
Egon' ut filiam tuam in uxorem acciperem ? 

ah! iſta ingenioſa eſt, hoc ſufficit mihi. , 
Facętiſſimè à me amovi iſtud dedecus. 


Mer. Oh! non poſſum recipere animam, quæſo bona ſœminz. [ints:] ö 
Am. Ha! quid hoc? 9 | 
P/. Inter tot nuptias 


Ne 
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Ne deſit vinum, donabo vos plenodolio. LExit.] 
Cal. p. Fruſtrationes ego tantas, & tam miras res. 

Nullz me vidiſſe unquam in. Comœdià memini. 

Ha! quid fit tandem ? 


SCEN 4 VII. 


Pſecas, Morion in dolie. 
Pf. Hem! vobis vinum meum ! 
Mor. Non, non, ego non ſum vinum. fin dolio.] [ Exit. ] 
Ha! quoſdam hic video? ego iterum intus me recipiam. | ingred. iter. 
Gel. Exi, exi inquam, Diogenes, © Morion, ut ego te derideo ! 
Mor. Videon' ego patrem meum ? © pater, tun' hic aderas ? 
Ego ingenioſus factus ſum in his regionibus. 
Jocari homines doceo. Pol. Poſthac ne me Patrem vocites. 
Nam ſervus meus es, quem adhuc pro filio ſuſtuli. 
Mur. O] tu me non noſti fortaſſis in his veſtibus. 
Ego ſum profectò Morion : roga Gelaſimum. 
Nos hic captivi ſumus. Pol. Non, non, jam eſtis liberi. 
Sed meus, per Deos, non es, te ad patrem tuum 
Adducam iterum, cum in Angliam tranſiniſimus. 


z SCENA4 VIII. 


Gnomicus, 
Gel. O Tutor ! mira hic profectò evenerunt hodiè, 
Omnia intus ſcies, tu verd Tutor, & Morion, 
Mundum omaem jocularem colligite, nam in Angliam mecum redi- 
bitis. ATE 
Atque illic Cantabrigiz iſtam aperiemus Scholam. 
Emptores jocorum ibi habitant quamplurimi. 
Mor. Redtè; tum pater ſi nolis eſſe, ne (is amplius mihi. 
Tutor, ego non ſum filius Polypori natu maximus. 
© Gn. Enimverd, ut ait Comicus, Dii nos homines quali pilas habent. 
Cal. p. Interea ad me omnes 1ntroite ad prandium, 
Frugaliter vos accipiam. 
Gz. Conſilium placet. 
Siqui nunc harum rerum SpeQatores adſient 
Cum Poeta illis dicerem. Valete, & plaudite. 
Claudite jam rivos, pueri, fat prata biberunt, 
Rumpatur, quiſquis rumpitur invidid. ' 


EPILQGUS. 
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EPILOGUS. 


Abet; peracta eſt Fabula; nil reſtat 


denique : 
Niſi ut vos valere jubeam ; quod ut fiat mutuò, 


Valere & nos etiam jubeatis precor. 


Naufragium fic non erit ; nam vobis, fi placui- 
mus 
? 


Ut acutiſſime obſervat Gnomicus, Vir admirabilis, 
Jam nunc in vado ſumus cum Proverbio. 


FINIS. 


"A 
PR „ 
* * 
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Inter MUS AS Cantabrigienſes 
extant Carmina ſequentia ab Aucłore 
A. Cowre v conſcripta, que ne 
deperdantur dum in Chartulis latitant, 


bus adneflere viſum eſt. 


De felici partu Regine Marie. 
UM more antiquo jejunia feſta coluntur, 

Et populum paſcit relligioſa fames; 
Quinta beat noſtram ſoboles formoſa Mariam; 
Penè iterum nobis, læte December, ades. 


lte, quibus luſum Bacchuſque Cereſque mi- 


niſtrant, 
Et riſum vitis lachryma rubra movet. 
Nos ſine lætitiæ ſtrepitu, ſine murmure læti: 
Ipſa dies novit vix ſibi verba dari. 
Cum corda arcana ſaltant feſtiva chorca, 
Cur pede vel tellus trita frequente ſonet? 
Quidve bibat Regi, quam —_ turba, ſa- 
lutem ? | 
Sint mea pro tanto ſobria vota viro. 
Crede mihi, non ſunt, non ſunt ea gaudia 
vera, 
Quæ fiunt pompa gaudia vera ſua. 


Viciſti 


— 


i 
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Viciſti tandem, viciſti, caſta Maria; 
Cedit de ſexu Carolus ipſe ſuo. 
A te fic vinci magnus quam gaudeat ille! 
Vix hoſtes tanti vel ſuperäſſe fuir. 
Jam tua plùs vivit pictura; at proxima fiet 
Regis, & in methodo te * ai juvat. 
O bona conjugii concors diſcordia veſtri ! 
O ſancta hæc inter jurgia verus amor! 
Non Caroli puro reſpirans vultus in auro 
Tam populo (& notum eſt quàm placet 
ille) placet. : 3 
Da veniam, hic omnes nimiùm quòd fimus 
avari; f 
Da veniam, hic animos quòd ſatiare nequis. 
Cumque (ſed © noſtris fiat lux ſerior annis) 
In currum aſcendas læta per aſtra tuum, 
Natorum in facie tua viva & mollis imago 
Non minus in terris quàm tua ſculpta, 
regat. 


* 
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0b paciferum | 
Sereniſſmi Regis CAROLI 


Ee SCOT1Aa reditum. 


RG O redis, multa frontem redimitus 
- Oliva, 
Captivzque ingens laurea pacis adeſt. 
Vicerunt ali: bellis & Marte cruento; 
Carole, Tu ſolus vincere bella potes. 
Te ſequitur volucri mitis Victoria penna, 
Et Famæ pennas prævenit ipſa ſuæ. 
Te voluere ſequi convulſis Orcades undis, 
Sed retinent fixos frigora ſæva pedes. 
Te prope viderunt, © terris major Apollo, 
Naſcentem, & Delo plus licuiſſe dolent. 
Tanta decent Carolum rerum miracula? 
Tecum, | 
Si pelago redeas, Inſula navis eat, 
Si terra, veſtri comitentur plauſtra Bootz; 
Sed rota tarda gelu, ſed nimis ipſe piger. 
Compoſitam placide jam lætus Jefpicir Ar- 
cton, 
Horrenteſque novo lumine adornat equos. 
Ah! nunquam rubeat civili ſanguine Tueda, 


Nec petat attonitum decolor unda mare 
Calliſto 
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Calliſto in vetitum potius deſcenderet æquor, 
Quam vellet tantum mœſta videre nefas. 
Conveniſle feris inter ſe noverat Urſis, 
Er generi ingenium mitius eſſe ſuo. | 
Nos gens una ſumus; De Scoti nomine & 
Angli 
Grammatici ſoli przlia rauca gerant. 
Tam bene cognatos compeſcit Carolus enſes, 
Et pacem populis fundit ab ore ſuis. 
Hæc illi laudem virtus immenſa minorem 
Eripuit; nunquam bella videre poteſt. 
Sic gladios ſolvit vaginis fulgur in ipſis; 
Effectuque poteſt vix priùs ire ſuo. 
Sic vigil æterno regnator Phœbus Olympo 
Circumfert ſubitam, qua volat ipſe, diem. 
Nil illi prodeſt ſtellarum exercitus ingens; 


Ut poſſit tenebras pellere, ſolus adeſt. 
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To His GR ACE 


CHARLES 


Duke of 


SOMERSET 


My LoKkD, | 

Dare appeal to that Learned Univerſity, 

| that at preſent enjoys the Honour of being 
under Your Graces Patronage, to juſtifie me 

in preſenting theſe Remains of their ever Celebrated 
CowLer to Dur Graces Protection. I have 
long had the Ambition of Addreſſing ſome part of 
my Endeavours to Your Grace, that might come re- 
commended to a following Age, by being devoted to 
a Patron that was the Glory and Ornament of his 
dn. But while 1 deſpair d of performing what 
ould merit Encouragement from a Perſon of Your 

races Worth and Honour, I was obliged to For- 

_”” cane 


DEDICATION. 


tune for this Opportunity of gratifying my Wiſhes in 
a way that renders my Application a juſt Homage 
and Duty, that otherwiſe had been Preſumption. 
The beſt Products of my Invention muſt have pro- 
ved too mean an Offerins for Your Graces Acce- 
ptance : But coming embarqu'd in CowLlers 
rich Bottom, laden with the Treaſures of his Di- 
vine Fancy, I can with more aſſurance approach 
Your Altar. The Author ſufficiently obliged the 
World with his Latin Original of this Work, and 
how he would have approved the Tranſlation here 
attempted, I muſt leave otbers to determine; but 
am certain, that if be had lik d the Undertaking, 
he would conſequently have allowed me in aſcribing ; 
this Verſion to the Iluſtrious Duke of SouzxsET. ; 
J dare not attempt Your Grace's Character, which} | 
would have been a proportion'd Task for the mig bij | 
Genius of CowLey himſelf ; I will only pref 1 
ſume,to ſay (and have all Mankind to abet me] | 
that Your Grace is accompliſh d with all thoſe nobliY ; 
Qualifications which his elevated Muſe would hauf r. 
choſen to celebrate. Virtue and Honour were th 4 
Themes be delighted in, and would have been tran: 
ported to bave ſeen in his own Age and Climate a 
Example that might compare with the moſt nob|: 
of the Ancient Romans. Beſides the Advantage 


of Birth and Quality, Your Grace is endow'd wil 
ſul 


Þ may conclude my ſelf ſafer in this Tranſlation 


DEDICATION. 
ſuch Greatneſs of Soul, ſuch Piety of Mind, ſuch 
Generoſity of Temper, with all thoſe Charifis of 
condeſcending Goodneſs and Courteſie, as have 
even in Jour blooming Years procur d You an 
univerſal Love and Admiration. It is upon 


theſe Accounts that the Muſes claim a Share in 
Your Favour, It has in all Times been the 


Province of the moſt worthy to patronize Wit 


and Learning. 
Carmen amat quiſquis carmine dignus. 


It is from thence I am encouraged ( at leaſt, 
in behalf of my Fellow-Undertakers) to enti- 


tle Jour Grace to the Verſion of this Latin Vo- 


lumn, which we hope is not ſo wuch diſpirited 
by the Transfuſion, but that a modeſt Cenſure 
may in a manner allow it to be CowLlers 
ſtill. Could we have done him that Right 
which he perform d to the beſt of the La- 
tin Poets, it might confidently take Sanctu- 
ary under your Graces Name. Hhweder 1 


than in any Original which I was capable of 


_ deſigning. I Juppoſe in ſetting forward this 


Work, that every Engliſh Man, as far as 


vas pogible ſhould be Maſter of their beloved 


EN Cowrꝛr 
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CowLer entire and hope your Grace will 
approve my Zeal, if not the Performance : At 


jon never fail of extending to your Petitioners, 
and beg the Honour of ſubſcribing my ſelf, 
with all Sincerity, 


Yout Gxace's 


| Moſt Devoted Humble Servant, 


leaſt, I will have recourſe to that Indulgence 


N. T ATE. 
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TO THE 


READER. 


B. obliged before we ſpeak of this 


Tranſlation, to give ſome prefatory 
account of the Original; it will be 
neceſſary to reſume what has been deliver d 
on that Subject by the incomparable Dr. Spratt, 
the preſent Biſhop of Rocheſter, in the Ac- 
count he has given us of the Life and Wri- 
tings of Mr. Co wW IIZ. Concerning theſe 
Six Books of Plants, he has thus expreſs d his 
Sentiments with that Strength of Judgment and 
Freedom of Ingenuity which was requiſite. 

D The Occaſion (ſays he) of his chuſing 
the Subject of his Six Books of Plants, was 
this: When he return d into England: he 
was adviſed to diſſemble the main Intention 
of his coming over, under the Diſguiſe of 
applying himſelf co ſome ſettled Profeſſion. 
And that of Phyſick was thought moſt 
proper. To this purpoſe, after many A- 
natomical Diſſections, he proceeded to the 
Conſideration of Simples, and having fur- 
niſh'd himſelf wich Books of that Nature, 

ER : he 


To the READER. 

he retir'd into a fruitful Part of Kent, where 
every Field and Wood might ſhew him che 
real Figures of thoſe Plants of which he had 
read. Thus he ſpeedily maſter'd that part 
of the Art of Medicine. But then, as one 
of the Ancients did before him in the Study 
of the Law, inſtead of employing his Skill 
for Practice and Profit, he preſently digeſted 
It into that Form which we behold. 

The two firſt Books treat of Herbs, in a 
Style reſembling the Elegies of Ovid and Ti- 
bullus, in the Sweetneſs and Freedom of the 
Verſe; but excelling them in the Strength 
of the Fancy, and Vigour of the Sence. The 
third and fourth diicourſe of Flowers in all 
the Variety of Catullus and Horace's Numbers; 
for the laſt of which Authors he had a pe- 
culiar Reverence, and imitated him, not only 
in the ſtately and numerous Pace of his 
Odes and Epodes, but in the familiar Eaſineſs 
of his Epiſtles and Speeches. The two laſt 
ſpeak of Trees, in the way of Virgil's Geor- 
gicks: Of theſe the fixth Book is wholly 
dedicated to the Honour of his Country. 
For making the Britiſh Oak to preſide in 
the Aſſembly of the Foreſt-Trees, upon that 
pecalion he enlarges on tbe Hiſtory of the 


in a tranſient and general Account, and 
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late Rebellion, the King's Affliction and Re- 


turn, and the beginning of the Dutch Wars ; 
and manages all in a Style, that (to ſay all 
in a word) is equal to the Valour and 
Greatneſs of the Engliſh Nation... — ] 

This was as much as could be expected 


what has left but little room far a more 
particular Eſſay. As the Nature of the 
Subject has ſometimes furniſh'd our Author 
with great and beautiful occaſions of Wit 
and Poetry, ſo it muſt be confeſs'd, that in 
the main he has but a barren Province to 
cultivate, where the Soil was to be enrich'd 
by the Improvements of Art and Fancy. 
He muſt ſo frequently deſcend to ſuch mi- 
nute Deſcriptions of Herbs and Flowers, 
which adminiſter ſo feeble occaſions for 
2 and are fo unfurniſh'd of Variety, 
that ſince the Enumerations are no where 
tedious, but every thing made beautiful and - 
entertaining, it muſt be wholly aſcribed to 
the Abilicy of the Artiſt, with a Materiem 
ſuperavit opus. 74 
This wonderful Performance put me on 
a conſideration, by what Artifices of Inge- 
nuity he could poſſibly effect it: I was ſen- 


ſible 


| pererive, that where the Subjects he was to 
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ſible that the ſmalleſt Subjects were capable 
of ſome Ornament in the hands of a good 


Poet, 


| Tn tenui labor, at tenuis non gloria, ſiquem 
Numina læva ſinant auditque vocatus Apollo. 


This was deſigned hinted by Virgil, when 
he came to his Deſcription of Bees, to raiſe 
the Credit of his own Performance; whereas 
thole Manners, Politicks, and Battels with 
which he has adorn'd his Poem, were for 
the moſt part true in Fact, and the reſt lay 


obvious to Invention; but our Author was 


obliged co animate his ſilent Tribe of Plants, 


to inſpire them with Motion and Diſcourſe, 


m order to lighten kis Deſcriptions with 
Story : But where he is confined to the de- 
ſcriptive part it ſelf, where he is: to regiſter 
them ſtanding mute in their Beds, diveſted 
of that imaginary Life which might beau- 
tifie the Work, Hic labor, hoc opus, it is there 
it ſeems worth our while to oblerve the ſa- 
. Methods of his Fancy, in finding 

opicks fer his Wit, and Inſtances of a- 
miable Variety. He had the Judgment to 


treat 
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To te READER 


treat on in their own naked Nature, and 
ſimply conſider d, could afford but ſlender 
Matter; yet that many things were greater in 
their Circumſtances than they ate in them- 
ſelves, accordingly he has molt nicely faſten d 
upon each minute Circumſtance of the Places 
where his Plants and Herbs delight to ſpring, 
the Seaſons of their Flowering, Seeding, and 
Withering, their long or ſhort Duration, 
their noxious or healthful Qualities, their Fi- 
gures and Colouring; all which he has ma- 
nag'd with ſuch Dexterity of Fancy and un- 
exhauſted Conceit, that each Individual ( as 
he has dreſs d and ſet them out) appears 
with a different Aſpect and peculiar Beauty: 
The very Agreeableneſs or Diſagreeablenels 
of their Names to thoſe Diſpoſitions where» 
with Nature has indu'd them, are frequently 
the ſurprizing and diverting occaſion of his 
Wit, 2 
Yet in all this Liberty, you find him 

no where diverted from his Point, Jadg- 
ment, that is to ſay, a juſt regard to his 
Subject, every where confpicuous ; being never 
carried too remote by the Heat of his Imas 
gination and Quickneſs of his Apprehenſion, 
His Invention exerts its utmoſt Faculties, bet 
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ſo conſtantly over-rul'd by the Dictates of 


Senſe, that even thoſe Conceits which are 
ſo unexpectedly ſtarted, ' and had lain un- 


diſcoverd by a leſs piercing Wit, are no 
| ſooner brought to light, but they appear the 


Reſult of a genuine Thought, and naturally 


ariſing from his Matter. Antiquity had been 


before-hand, in furniſhing him with divert- 
ing Fables relating to ſeveral Plants, which 
he never ſuffers to eſcape his hands; of 
which he is not a cold and dull Reciter, 
but delivers them with ſo new a Grace, ſuch 
an ingenious Connexion and Application to 
his Deſign, that in every one, inſtead of a 


ſtale Tradition, we have the Pleaſure of a 


Story firſt told. 8 
Having mention d our Author's Deſign in 
this Work, we muſt ſpeak ſomething of the 
Oeconomy thereof, the moſt important part 
of a Poem, and from whence it properl 
takes its Character; for without that —4 
cial Caſt and Drift, it can never be able to 
ſupport it ſelf, the boldeſt Efforts of Wit 
and Fancy being otherwiſe but extravagant 
Excurſions. This it is that has compleated 
the Georgicks of Virgil, where each Book is 
concluded with 2 ſurpriſing and natural 
-——  _— 
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15 te READER 


Turn. Nor does our Author here fall (ſhort 
of him in Contrivance and artificial Periods. 
For having in his Firſt and Second of theſe 
Books taken in the Species of Herbs, the 
Firſt is a promiſcuous Account (not with- 
out Poetical Starts upon all occaſions.) The 
Second is an Aſſembly of ſuch chiefly as 
come under the Female Province, and are 
ſerviceable in Generation or Birth: The 
Scene which he has choſen for calling this 
Council is the Phyſick-Garden at Oxford; 
in which having adjuſted matters for the be- 
nefit of the teeming Sex, they are not at 
laſt cumulcuouſly diſſolved, but artifically 
broke up by the Approach of the Gardener, 
whom our Author tancies to have enter'd 
that Morning more early than uſual, to 
gather ſuch Herbs as he knew would be 
of aſſiſtance to his Wife who was fallen in 
Labour. The Third and Fourth Books 
treat of Flowers; in the Third he ranges 
thoſe that appear in the Spring; in the 
Fourth he muſters up the Tribes of Summer 
and Autumn Flowers, which together with 
the former, are aſſembled before Flora, to 
offer their reſpective Claims for the Prece- 
dency ; the Goddels at laſt being g 
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how to determin amongſt ſuch noble Com- 
petitors, 2nd to decline the Odium of a 
Deciſion, ſhe puts them in mind of the In- 
ſolence of Tarquin, the dangerous Conſe- 
quences of a ſingle and arbitrary Principa- 
lity ; that ſhe was a Roman Deity, and they 
themſelves were Flowers of a Roman Breed ; 
She therefore adviſes them to follow the 
Model of the Roman Government, and re- 
ſolve themſelves into a Commonwealth of 
Plants, where the Preferments or Offices be- 
| ing annual and ſucceſſive, there would be | 
room left to gratifie their ſeveral Merits. || 1 
= Here we ſee the utmoſt force of Judgment 
and Invention in moſt happy Conjun&ion, || 
what more beautiful Caſt or Turn could the 1. 
Poet have given to the Subject before him, II 
or Where can we ſee the Drama it ſelf wind || j 
up With a more artificial cloſe. In his Fifth If 
Book, the Competition is between the Trees 0 
of the American World and ours. Pomona ff h 
ſeated in one of the Fortunate Iſlands be- 
tween the two Worlds, the Convention from 
each is aflembled before her ; the Author find- 
ing the Preference to be in truth due to the 
Indian Plants, yet unwilling to determin for 
the Savage Climate, prevents the Deciſion 
N * 
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by a Quarrel between Omelichilus the Indian 
Bacchut, and the European: The Powers of 
both Countries are thereupon drawn into 
Parties, and ready to engage; when Apollo 
diſarms the barbarous Deity by the Charms 
of his Muſick. Which is ſo beautiful and ar- 
tificial a Turn, that an ordinary Poet would 
have reſted ſatisfied with the Diſcovery. 
Our Author purſues his Advantage, and be- 
ſides the Conqueſt of his Harp, puts a Song 
into 4pollo's Mouth, and faſtens upon the 
molt noble as well as agreeable Subject that 
the Nature could afford, of Columbus his Diſ- 
covery of America, The drift of his laſt 
Book, which yet ſeems to top upon the reſt, is 
"deſcribed to our Hands in the forementioned 
Preface, where the impartial Reader ma 

judge, if Vigil himſelf has better deſign d 
for the Glory of: Rome and Auguſtus, than 
Cowley for his Country and the Monarch of 
his time, 

As for the Tranſlation we have here pre- 
ſented, I fear I ſhall be chonghe too much 
a Party to ſpeak with any great Freedom : 
I will only preſume co ſay, that if the 
Reader conſiders the difficulty of the Task, 
he will not think the Verkon altogether 


3 unworth 
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unworthy of the Original: He that takes 
the pains to compare them, will at leaſt 
find a juſtneſs to the Authors Senſe, and I 
hope that the performance of the reſt that 
were engaged wich me in the Attempt, will 
not only 
taking, but make amends for the Defects 
of mine. If in the main you meet with 
that Diverſion I propoſed, it is all that is 


expected by 


Your humble Servant, 


N. Ta rx. 


upport their Parts of the Under- 
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THE. 


Author's PREFACE 
TO Hs 5 


Two Firſt Books 


PLANTS: 


Publiſh'd before the reſt, 


| Onſidering the incredible Veneration which the 
beſt Poets always had for Gardens, Fields, and 
( Woods, inſomuch that in all other Subjects 
they ſeem d to be baniſh'd from the Muſes Ter- 

ritories, I wonder d what evil Planet was ſo malicious to 
the Breed of Plunts, as to permit none of the inſpi. 
red Tribe to celebrate their Beauty and admirable Virtues 
Certainly a copious Field of Matter, and what would yield 


them 4 plentiful return of Fruit; where each particular 
beſides 


2 


2 
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befides its pleaſant Hiſtory (the extent whereof every body, 
or to ſpeak more truly, no body, can ſufficiently under- 
| fland) which contains the whole Fabrick of humane 
Frame, and a compleat Body of Phyfick : From whence I 
am induced to believe, that thoſe great Men did not [, 
much think them improper Subjects of Poetry, as diſcoura- 
ged by the greatneſs and almoſt inexplicable Variety of 
the Matter, and that they were unwilling to begin 4 
Work which they deſpaired of finiſhing. 1 therefore who 
"am but a Pigmy in Learning, and ſcarce ſufficient to 
expreſs the V irtues of the vile Sea-Weed, attempt that 
Work which thoſe Giants declin d: Tet wherefore ſhould 
J not attempt? Foraſmuch as they diſdained to take wp 
with leſs than comprehending the whole, and I am proud 
of conquering ſome part, I ſhall think it Reputation 
enough for me to have my Name carved on the Barks of 
ſome Trees, or (what is reckon'd a Riyal Prerogative ) 
inſcribed upon a few Flowers. Jon muſt not therefort 
expect to find ſo many Herbs collected for this Fardel 
as ſometimes go to the compounding of one fingle Medi. 
cine. Theſe Tro little Books are therefore offer d as 
ſmall Pills made wp of ſundry Herbs, and gilt with « 
certain brightneſs of Stile; in the choice whereof I haut 
not much labour d, but took them as they came to Hand, 
there being none amongſt them which contain d not ple 
ty of Juice, if it were drawn out according to Art, nont 
fo infipid that would not afford Matter for a whole Bool, 
if well contracted. The Method which I judged moſt 

| genuine 
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genuine and proper for this Work, was not to preſs out 
their Liquor crude in a fimple enumeration, but as it 
were in a Limbeck, by the gentle Heat of Poetry, to di- 
fil and extract their Spirits. Nor have I choſen to 
bat them together which had Affinity in Nature, that 
, | might create a diſguſt for want of Variety; I rather 
connected thoſe of the moſt different Qaalities, that 
heir contrary Colours, being mixt, might the better ſet 
7 
0 


off each other. 


tf 27 have added ſhort Notes, not for oſtentation of Learn 
4 Jing (whereof there is no occaſion here offered; for what 
more egſie, than to turn over one or two Herbaliſts >) 
41 t becauſe that beſide Phyſicians (whom I pretend not to 
on inſtruct, but divert) there are few ſo well vers'd in the 
Hiſtory of Plants, as to be acquainted with the Names 
of them all. It is 4 part of Philoſophy that lies ont 
of the common Road of Learning ; to ſuch Perſons I was 
to ſupply the Place of a Lexicon. But for the ſake of 
„ % e very Plants themſelves, leſt the treating of them in 
1. Poetical way might derogate from their real Merit, 
Ind that (ſhould ſeem not to attribute to them thoſe Fa. 
culties wherewith Nature has indued them, (who ſtudies 
what is beſt to be done, not what is moſt capable of ver- 
bal Ornaments) but to have feigned thoſe Qualities 
which would afford the greateſs Matter for Pomp and 
empty Pleaſure. For, becauſe Poets are ſometimes al- 
; lmed to make Fickions, and ſome have too exceſſroely a- 


Q 2» Luſed 
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baſed that Liberty, Truſt is ſo wholly denied to us, that 


we may not without Heſitation be believed when we ſay, 


O Laertiade, quicquid dicam, aut crit, aut non. 
Hor. Serm. 25. 


I was therefore willing to cite proper Witneſſes, that 
is, ſuch as wrote in looſe and free Proſe, which compa- 
red with Verſe, bears the Authority of an Oath. 1 
have yet contented my ſelf with Two of thoſe, (which 
is the Number required by Law ) Pliny and Ferne- 
lius I have chiefly made choice of, the firſt being ay 
Author of unqueſtion'd Latin, and the latter among ſt 
the Moderns of the trueſt Sentiments, and no ill Ma- 
ſter of Expreſſion. If any except againſt the former, 
as too credulous of the Greekiſh idle Tales, that he 
may not ſafely be credited, he will find nothing i" 
this Subject mention d by him, mhich is not repreſen- 
ted by all that write of Herbs. Nor mould J hav; 
the Reader, becauſe I have made my Plants to d.. 
courſe, forthwith ( as if he were in Dodona, 
Greve) to expect Oracles, mhich, J fear, my Vitſ:s 
will only reſemble in this, that they are as bad Metre 4 
what the (Gods of old deliver d from their Temples, 
to hoſe who conſulted them. 

Having given you this Account, if any ſhall Alt 
pon this Book who have read my former, publiſbi 
mot long fince by me in Engliſh, T fear they may take Occa- 
fon from thence, of reprehending ſome Things, concerning 


whit) 
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which, it will not be impertinent briefly to clear my ſelf 
before I proceed. In the firſt place, I foreſee that I 
ſhall be accuſed by ſome of too much Delicacy and Le- 
vity, in that having undertaken great Subjects, and af- 
ter 4 Day or two's Journey, IJ have ſtopt, through La- 
zineſs and Deſpondency of reaching home, or poſſeſt 
with ſome new Frenzy, have ſtartled into ſome other 
Road, inſomuch that not only the half (as they ſay ) but 
the third part of the Task has been greater than my whole 
Performance: Amay (they cry) with this Deſultory 


Writer. Tet with what Spirit, what Voice nn 
„nmighbiy Matters, he begins | 


* Of War and Turns of Fate I ſing. 


„ Thou fing of Wars, thou Daſtard, who throwſt away 
bel thy Arms ſo ſoon, or betak ſt thy ſelf to the Enemy's 
15 Camp, 4 Renegade, before the firſt Charge is ſounded? 
Or, if at any time thou adventureſt to engage, it is like 
e the Ancient Gauls, making the Onſet with more than 
UN the Courage of a Man, and preſently retreating with 
la, more than that of Coward: Whereas, he that has once 
JN apply d himſelf to a Poem, as if he had married a Wife, 
6 ſhowld ſtick to it for better for worſe, whether the Mat- 
ter be grateful and eaſie, or harſh, and almoſt intracta- 
ble, onght neither to quit it for Tireſomneſs, nor be 
MY diverted by new Loves, nor think of a Divorce, oy at 
1 any time relinquiſh, till he has brought it to a Conclu- 
ccc clufron, as Wedlock terminates with Life, This is 
Jing Q 3 e! 


** 


imputed to me 45 4 Fault; and fince JI cannot deny 
the Charge, whether 7 am therein to be blamed or not, 
let as examine. 


In the firſt place therefore, that mhich is moſt truly 
eſjerted of Human Life, is too applicable to my Poetry; 
that it is beit never to have been born, or being born, 
ferthwith to die: And. if my Eſſays ſhould be carried 


en to their Omega, to which the Works of Homer 


ty a peculiar Felicity were contina'd vigorous ) there 
would be great danger of their falling into Dotage before 
that time. The only thing that can recommend Trifles, 
or make them tolerable, is that they give off ſeaſonably, 
that is, ſuddenly; for that Author goes very much 
too far, who leaves his Reader tired behind him, 
Theſe Conſiderations, if I write ill, will excuſe my Bre. 
vity, tho not ſo eafily excuſe the Undertaking ; nor ſhall 
my Inconſtancy in not finiſhing what I have begun, be ſo 
much blamed, as my Conſtancy in ceaſing not continu» 
ally to begin, and being like Fortune, conſtant in Le- 
vity. But if, Reader ( as it is my Defire ) we have fur- 
niſhed you with what is agreeable to your Appetite, you 
ouzht to take it in good part that we have uſed ſuch 
Moderation, as neither to ſend you away hungry, nor 
cloy your Stomach with too much Satiety : To this you 
muſt add, that our Attempts, ſuch as they are, may 
excite the Induſtry of others who are enabled by a g rea. 


ter Genius and Strength to undertake the very ſame or 
more 


— 


more noble Subjects. As Ageſilaus of old, who thought 
he had made no great Progreſs into Aſia, yet, being 
the firſt in that Adventure, he opened the way to Ale» 
xander for à glorious and entire Conqueſt, Laſtly, (to 
confeſs to thee as a Friend, for ſuch I will preſum: 
thee) I thus employ d my ſelf, not ſo much out of Deſign, 
as carried on by a Warmth of Mind; for Iam not able to do 
nothing, and had no other Diverſion of my Troubles; 
therefore through a Weariſomneſs of human Affairs to 
theſe more pleafing Solaces of Literature (made agreea- 
ble to me by Cuſtom and Nature) my fick Mind betakes 
it ſelf; and not long after from an Irkſomneſs of th: 
ſame things, it changes its Courſe, and turns off to 
ſome other Theme. But they preſs more dangerouſly 
upon me, and as it were ſtab me with my own Weapon, who 
bring thoſe things to my Mind, which I declaimed ſo 
vehemently againſt, the Uſe of exolete and interpolated 
Repetitions of old Fables in Poetry ; when Truth it ſelf 
in the ſacred Books of God, and awful Regiſters of th? 

Church, has laid open a new, more(rich and ample Worid 
of Poetry, for the Wits of Men to be exerciſed upon. 


When thou thy ſelf ( ſay they) haſt thus declared, 
with the Approbation of all good Men, and given an 
Example in thy Davideis for others to imitate; deſt 
thos, like an Apoſtate Jew loathing Manna, return to 
the Leecks and Garlick of Egypt? . After the Appea- 
rance of Chriſt himſelf in thy Verſe, and impoſing Sis 


Q 4 lence 


— 


— 


Fence on the Oracles of Demons, ſhall we again hear the 
Voice of Apollo from thy profane Triped? After the 
Reſtauratien of Sion, and the Purgation of it from 
Monſters, ſhall it be again poſſeſſed by the drery Ghoſts 
* of antiquated Deities, and what the Prophet threatned 
is the Extremity of Evils: Tour Maſe is ip this no 
l:fs an Object of Shame and Pity, than if Magdalen 
ſteuld backſide again to the Brothel. Behold how the 
jaſt Puniſhment does not ( as in other Offenders ) fol- 
low your Crime, tut even accompanies it. The very 
Lowneſs of your Subject has retrenched your Wings : Tou 
are faſten d to the Ground with your Herbs, and cannot 
ſoar as formerly to the Clouds; nor can we more ad- 
mire at your Halting, than at your fabulous Vulcan; 
when he had fallen from the Skies. | 

A heavy Charge indeed, and terrible at the firſt 
Sight; lut J eſteem that which celebrates the wonderful 
Works of Providence, not to be far diſtant from a 
Sacred Poem. Nothing can be found more admira- 
He in Nature than the Virtues of ſeveral Plants, 
therefore, amongſt other things, of a moſt noble ſtrain 
the Divine Poet upon that Account praiſes t he Deity, 
Who brings forth Graſs upon the Mountains, and 
Herbs for the uſe of Man, Pſalm exlj. ver. 8. No, 
ao I think the Liberty immodeſt, where JI introduc: 
Plants ſpeaking, to mhom the Sacred Writ it ſelf does 
| (peak, as to Intelligent Beings: Bleſs the Lord, all 
ye green things upon the Earth, praiſe and exalt 
him 


* 


] 
4 
? 
s 
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him for ever, Da. ch. iii. v. 53. Apocr. Thoſe Fi. 
tions are not to be accounted for Lies, which cannot 
be believed, nor defire to be ſo. But that the Names of 
Heathen Deities and Fabulous Transformations are 
ſometimes intermixt, the Matter it ſelf compelld me 
againſt my Will, being no other way capable of En- 
belliſhment, and it is well, if by that means we are ſo. 
No painted Garb is to be preferred to the native 
Dreſs and living Colours of Truth; yet in ſome Per- 
ſons, and on ſome Occaſions it is more agreeable. There 
was a time when it did not misbecome a King to dance, 
Jet it had certainly been indecent for him to have 
danced in his Coronation- Robes. Ton are not therefore 
to expect, in a Work of this Nature, the Majeſty of an 
Heroick Style, (which I never found any Plant to ſpeak 
in) for 1 propoſe not here to fly, but anly to walk in 
my Garden, partly for Health's ſake, and partly for 
Recreation. 

There remains a third Difficulty which will not perhaps 
ſo eafily be ſolved. ] had ſome time fince been reſol= 
ved in my ſelf to write no more Verſes, and made 
thereof ſuch publick and ſolemn Proteſtation, as almoſt 


amounts to an Oath: 


Si quidem hercle poſſim nil prius, neque fortius. 
a Eunuch. Scen. I. 


When 


When behold I have ſet in anew. Concerning which 
| Matter, becauſe I remember my ſelf to have formerly 

given an Account in Metre: I am willing ( and Mar- 
tial Arms it to be a Poet's Right) to cloſe my Epiſtle 
therewith; they were written to 4 learned and a moſt in- 
genious Friend, who labour d under the very ſame Diſeaſe, 


tho not with the ſame dangerous Symptoms. 


More Poetry! You'll cry, doſtthou return, 
Fond Man, to the Diſeaſe thou haſt forſworn 2 
T has reach'd thy Marrow, ſeiz d thy inmoſt Senſe» 
And Force or Reaſon cannot draw it thence : 
Think ſt thou that Heav'n thy Liberty allows, 
And laughs at Poets, as at Lovers Vows? 
Forbear, my Friends, to wound with ſharp Diſcourſe 
A wretched Man that feels too much Remorle. 
Fate drags me on againſt my Will, in-vain 
I ſtruggle, fret, and try to break my Chain. 
Thrice I rook Hellebore, and muſt confeſs, 
Hop'd I was fairly quit of the Diſeaſe. 
But the Moons Power, to which all Herbs muſt yield, 
Bids me be mad again, and gains the Field: 
At her Command for Pen and Ink I call, 
And in one Morn three hundred Rhimes let fall; 
Which, in the Tranſport of my frantick Fit, 
I throw like Stones, at the next Man I meet: 
Ev'n thee, my Friend, Apollo-like, I wound, 
The Arrows fly, the String and Bow reſound. 
What Methods can't thou ſtudy to reclaim, 


—— 


Whom 


. ñ— — 


Whom, nor his own, nor publick Griefs can tame? 
Who in all Seaſons keep my chirping Strain, 


A Graſhopper that ſings in Froſt and Rain. 

Like her whom Boys and Youths and Elders knew, 
I ſee the Path my Judgment ſhould purſue, 

But what can naked I gainſt armed Nature do: 
Tm no 7Tydzdes, whom a Power divine 

Could overcome; I muſt, I muſt reſign: 

Een thou, my Friend, (unleſs I much miſtake ) 
Whoſe thundring Sermons make the Pulpit ſhake, 
Unfold the Secrets of the World to come, 

And bid the trembling Earth expect its Doom, 

As if Elias were come down in Fire, 

Yer thou at Night doſt to thy Glaſs retire, 

Like one of us, and ( after moderate Uſe 

Of th Indian Fume, and European Juice,) 

Sett' ſt into Rhime, and doſt thy Muſe careſs, 

In learn d Conceits, and harmleſs Wantonneſs. 
Tis therefore juſt thou ſhould'ſt excuſe thy Friend, 
Who's none of thoſe that trifle without end: 
can be ſerious too when Buſineſs calls, 

My Frenzy till has lucid Intervals. 


EPIT AP- 


EB PTTAPHIUM 
Vivi Autoris. 


IC, o Viator, ſub Lare parvulo | 

Cours Hic eſt Conditus, Flic Facet, 

Defunctus humani laboris 
Sorte, ſupervacuaque Vita. 


Non indecori pauperie nitens, 
Et non inerti nobilis otio, 
Vanaq; dilectis popello 
Divitiis animoſus hoſtis. 


Poſſis ut illam dicere Mortuum, 
En Terra jam nunc Quantula ſuficit ? 
Exempta fit curis, Viator, 
Terra i illa Levis, precare. 


Fic ſparge flores, ſparge breves roſas, 
Nam Vita gaudet Mortua florikus, * 
Herbiſque odoratis corona 
Vatis adhuc Cinerem Calentem. 


THE 


— 


— 


An 


The Authors E PITAPH upon 
himſelf yet alive, but withdrawn rom 


— 


the buſie World to a Country- Life; to 
be ſuppoſed written on bis Houſe. 


| E RE, Paſlenger, beneath this Shed, 
Lies Cowley, tho' entomb'd, not dead ; 

Yet treed from human Toil and Strife, 

And all th' Impertinence of Life. 


Who in his Poverty is neat, 

And even in Retirement, Great. 
With Gold, the Peoples Idol, he 
Holds endleſs War and Enmity. 


Can you not ſay, he has reſign d 

His Breath, to this ſmall Cell confin'd » 
With this ſmall Manſion let him have 
The Reſt and Silence of the Grave: 


Strew Roſes here as on his Hearle, ,Y 
And reckon this his Funeral Verſe: 
With Wreaths of fragrant Herbs adorn 1 
The yet ſurviving Poet's Urn. 1 


THE 


— — 
— 


The EPIT Ap H in the Frontiſpiece of this 
Book tranſcrib'd from the Author's Tomb 
i WESTMINSTER ABBY, Attempted in 
Engliſh. 

| Here under lies 
ABRAHAM C OVLEY, 
The Pindar, Horace, and the Virgil 
Of the Engliſh Nation. 


Nile through the World thy Labours ſhine 
Bright as thy ſelf, thou Bard divine; 
Thos in thy Fame wilt live, and be 
A Partner with Eternity, 


Here in ſoft Peace for ever reſt, 

(Soft as the Love that fill d thy Breaſt: ) 
Let hoary Faith around thy Urn, 

And all the watchful Muſes mourn. 


For ever ſacred be this Room, 

May no rude Hand diſturb thy Tomb; 

Or ſacrilegious Rage and Luſt 
Aron th venerable Duſt. 


Sweet CowLE vs Duſt let none profane; 
Here may it undifturbd remain: 
Eternity not take, but give, 


And make this Stone, for ever live. 
THE 


The Tranſlation of Mr. ( owleys Six 
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Such as in Deſarts live, whom, unconfin d, 
None but the ſimple Laws of Nature bind 75 
And thaſe, who growing tame by human Care, 
The well-bred Citizens of Gardens ate: 
Thoſe that aſpire to Sol, their Sire's bright Face, | 
, Or ſtoop into Nhelx Mother Earth's Embrace : 
Such, as drink Streams or Wells, or thoſe, dry fed, 
| Who haye Fove only for their Ganymeat : 
And all, that Solomon's loſt Work of old, 
(Ah, fatal Loſs!) fo wiſely did unfold. _ 
Though I the Oaks vivacious Age ſhou'd live, 
I ne'r, To all, their Names in Verſe could give. 
Yer I the Riſe of Groves will briefly ſhow 
4 4 — 550 their r. rang d — — 
o which ſome one aps new S ma 
Till mine, at laſt de 9 — Divine. . 
Aſſiſt me, Phebss ! Wir of Heav'n, whoſe Care - 
So bounteouſly both Plants and Poets ſhare: 
here · o er thou com ſt, hurl Light and Heat around, 
And with new Life enamel all he Ground ; 
As when the Spring feels thee with Magick Light, 
SN Break thro” Fho Bohds e of the ST Winter 8 Night: 
8 e een 


1 FE's th a tia far greateſf dere | ſing, 
[ Of all things, that hey the gawdy Spring : 


— 
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When thee to Colchis the gilt Ram conveys, 

And the warm'd North rejoyces in thy Rays. 

Where ſhall I firſt begin? For, with Delight 

Each gentle Plant me kindly does invite. 

My ſelf to ſlaviſh Method Fl not tye, 

But, like the Bee, where-e'er | pleaſe, will flie; 

Where I the glorious Hopes of Honey ſee, 

Or the free Wing of Fancy carries me. 

Here no fine Garden-Emblems ſhall reſide, - 

In well-made Beds to proſtitute their Pride: 

But we rich Nature, who her Gifts beſtows, 

Unlimited ( nor the vaſt Treaſure knows) | 

And various Plenty of the pathleſs Woods 

Will follow ; Poor Men only count their Goods. 7 

Do thou, bright Phabus! guide me luckily 7 

To the firſt Plant by ſome kind Augury. E 

The Omen's good; ſo, we may hope the beſt, F 

A 
H 


The Gods mild Looks our grand Deſign have bleſt. 
For thou, kind Bet'ny, art. the firſt we ſee, 


And opportunely com'ſt, dear Plant, for me; A 
For me, becauſe the Brain thou doſt protect, W 
See, if yare wile, my Brain you don't neglect. © 
For it concerns you, that in Health that be, O! 
I ſing thy Siſters, Betom, and the. An 


But who, beſt Plant ! can praiſe thee to thy Merit, Of 
Or number the Perfections you inherit??? An 
The Trees, he, in th Zercynian Woods as well, 158 
Or-Roſes, that in Paſtum grow, may tell. Anc 
+ Muſa at large, they ſay, thy Praiſes writ, _ The 
But l ſuppoſe, did part of them omit. Our 
5 
pregn 
of it a 
Virtue 


When the Sum enters Arien, i. e. in Merch. Colchis is i North 
Region near the Black-Ses, whence the Ram with the Gelden»Fieece x 
faid to have been tranſlated into 2 Conſtellation. 

+ Antonius Maſe, Phyſician to Auguſtus, 


— 
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Ceſar his Triumphs wou'd recount ; do thou, 
Greater than he, a Conquereſs! do ſo now. 


BETONYI. 


O know my Virtues briefly, you in vain 
RK Deſire, all which this whole Book can't contain. 
Oer all the World of Man great I preſide, 
Where-cer red Streams through milky Meadows glide; 
Oer all you ſee throughout the Body ſpread, 
Between the diſtant Poles of Heel and Head. 
But in the * Head my chief Dominions are, | 
The Soul commits her Palace to my Care. 
I all the Corners purge, refreſh, ſecure, 
Nor let it be, for want of Light, obſcure. 
That Soul, that came from Heav'n, which Stars adorn, 
Her God's great Daughter, by Creation born, 
Alas! to what a frail Apartment now, 
t And ruinated Cottage does ſhe bow 
Her very Manſion to Infection turns, 
And in the Place, wherein ſhe lives, ſhe burns. 
When Palling-Sickneſs thunder-ſtrikes the Brain, 
Oft Men, like Victims, fall, as Thutder-ſlain. 
Oft does the Head with a {ſwift Whimſie reel, 
I And the Soul's turn d, as on Ixions Wheel. 
its Oſt Pains i'th' Head an Anvil ſeem to bear, 
And like a Forge, the Brain-pan burns with Heat. 
+ Some parts the Palfe oft of Senſe deprives 
And Motion, ( ſtrange Effect!) one Side ſurvives 
The other. || This Mezentius Fury quite 
JOutdoes; in this Diſeaſe dead Limbs-uaite 
* R 2 With 
8 wa ey 2. IA Stomach —_—_ The Smell 


of it alone, refreſhes the Brain. Tis an Hahn Proverb, He har as many 
Wirrnes as Betony, i.e. innumerable, + Fernel, {| Yirg, dn. 


CN 
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Witlt live ones. Some with Letharzy oppreſt 
Under Deaths Weight ſeem fatally to reſt. 
Ah! Life, thou art Death's Image, but that Thee 
in nought reſembles, ſave thy Brevity. 
* Vain Phantems oft the Mind diſtracted keep, 
And roving Thoughts poſſeſs the Place of Sleep. 
Oft when the Nerves for want of Juice grow dry 
(That Heavenly Juice, unknown to th outward Eye) , 
Each feeble Limb as twere grows looſe, and quakes, | 
Yea, the whole Fabrick of the Body ſhakes. 
Theſe, and all Evils which the Brain "nfel 
( For numerous, ſawey Griefs that part moleſt) : 
Me Phæ bus bade, by conſtant War reſtrain; f 
Saying, my Kingdom ( Child!) ſec, you maintain. 7 
/ 
* 
1 
] 


And ſtraight| he gave me Arms well forg d from Heay n, 
Like thoſe t' Æneas or Achilles giv'n. 

One wondrous Leaf he wiſely did ereate 

Gainſt all the Darts of Sickneſs and of Fate, 


And into that a Sovereign myſtick Juice, 4 
With ſubtile Heat from Heav'n he did infule. th | 
'Tis not in vain, bright Sire! that you beſtow... A 


Such Arms on me, nor ſhall they ruſty grow. - 

No; from that Crime not the juſt Head Glogs -: 
Acquirs me, but th' inferior Limbs will own, 

I'm guiltleſs When the Langs with Phlegm oppteſ 
Want Air, to fan the Heart, and cool the Breſt, 
A fainty Cong h ſtrives to expel the oe, 

But ſeeks — help of powerful Medicines bes, 

It comes to me, i my alliance lend 
Open th obſtructed. Pores; and gently ſend. - 


Refi * 


Sms ® Betony is AE: 28 2 Remedy 2 Madneſs. Pn, lib, * 1 
t This is according to Dr. Gl , Opinion, which ſee in L. dt H ere 
temia kepatis, And Plm. at ſupra. P in 
f Concerning theſe Diſeaſes helpt by Ber, ſee Pliny and Ferncliv 
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Refreſhment to the Heart. Cool Gales abate 
Th' internal Heat, and it grows remperate. 
The QAuartan Ague its dry Holes forſakes, 
"| As Adders do; Dropfies like Water-Snakes, 
With liquid Aliment no longer fed, 
By me are forc'd®o fly their wat'ry Bed. 
| loſs of Appetite repair, and heat 
5 The Stomach, to concoct the Food, Men eat. 
Torturing Gripes I in the Guts allay, 
And ſend out murmuring Blaſts the backward Way. 
I waſh the Saffron Faundice of the Skin, 
And eaſe the Xianeys of dire Stones within. 
Thick Blood that ſtands in Womens Veins I ſoon 
Force to flow down, more powerful than the Moon. 
But then th' unnatural Floods of Whites ariſe; 
Ah me! that common Filth will not ſuffice. 
* I likewiſe ſtop the Current, when the Blaod 
Thro' ſome new Channel ſeeks a purple Flood. 
I all the Tumults of the Womb appeaſe, 
And to the Head, which that diſturbs, give Eaſe. 
|| Womens Conceptions | corroborate, 
And let no Births their time anticipate. 
But in the ſacred time of Labour I | 
The careful Midwifes Hands with help ſupply. 
= The lazy Goat my Virtue {wiftly ſhuns, 
Whilſt from the Joints with nimble Heels it runs. 
All Poiſons I expel, that Men annoy, 
* And baneful Serpents by my Power deſtroy. 
My pointed Odor through its Marrow flies, 
And of a ſecret Wound the Adder dies. 
R 3 So 
See Plin. lib. 26.19. f Fernel, 
It is every where made uſe of Wan the Gou! and Sclatica. 
Betony is ſaid to have ſo great a Virtue againſt Serpents, that if rl ey 


re inclos'd in a Circle made thereof, they'll laſh cth:mfe! e ro De: th. 
in. lib.25.'s. . VE FX 4 | 
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So Phebus, I ſuppoſe, the Python ſlew, 
And with my Juice his 2 did imbrew. 
From every Limb all kinds of Ach and Pain 
I baniſh, never to return again. 
The wearied Clown I with new Viggur bleſs, 
And Pains as pleaſant make as Idle nel. 
Nor do ] only Life's Fatigue relieve, 
But tis adorn'd with what I freely give, 
I make the colour of the Blood more bright, 
* And cloath the Skin with a more graceful White. 
Spain in her happy Woods firſt gave me Birth, 
Then kindly banill d me o'er all the Earth; 
Nor gain d ſhe greater Honour when ſhe bore 
Trajan to rule the World, and to reſtore 
Rome s Joys. Tis true, he juſtly might compare 
With my Deſerts; his Virtues equal were. 
But a good Prince is the ſhort Grant of Fate, 
The World's ſoon robb'd of ſuch a yaſt Eſtate. 


Book I. 


* 


But of my Bounty Men for ever taſte, 


And what he once was, I am like to laſt. 


It has a particular Faculty to amend the dead Colour of the Skin, 
and to render it vivid and clear. Ia. 1.26. 11. 


MAIDEN-HAIR, Or EUA 


Being the Chief of all the * Hain State, 
Nie they have choſen for their Advocate, 

To ſpeak on their behalf: Now We, you know, 

Fin the other Plants make no ſmall Show. 

And f Fern too, far and near which does preſide 

Oer the wild Fields, is to our kind ally'd. 

Some || Hairy Comets alſo hence derive, 

And Marria ges of Stars with Plants contrive. 


But 


? Cap Plants. F h likeneſs their Lea 
| ns ro the Name. com the pf aer as 


n, 


ut 
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Bur we ſuch Kindred do not care to own, 
Rather than rade Relations we'll have none. 

My Hair of Parentage far better came, 

'Tis not for nought, it has Loves gentle Name. 
* Beanty her (elf my Debtor is, ſhe knows, 

And of my Threads Love does his Nets compoſe. 
Their Thanks to me the beauteous Women pay 
For wanton Curls, and ſhady Locks, that play 
Upon their Shoulders. Friend! who e er thou att, 
(If thou'rt in Love) to me perform thy Part. | 
Keep thy Hair florid, and ler dangling Toils 
Around thy Head, make Ladies Hearts thy Spoils. 
For when your Head is bald, or Hair grows thin, 

In vain you boaſt of Treaſures lodgd within. 

The Women won't believe you, nor will prize 

Such Wealth; all Lovers ought to pleaſe the Eyes. 
Sol to Venus my Aſſiſtance lend 

(I'm pleas'd to be my Heavenly + Name-ſake's Friend) 
Though I am modeſt, and content to go 

In ſimple Weeds, that make no gaudy Show ; 

| For I am cloath'd, as when | firſt was born, 

No painted Flow'rs my rural Head adorn, 

Bur above all, I'm ſober ; I ne er drink 

Sweet Streams, nor does my Thirſt make Rivers ſink. 
When Fove to Plants begins an Health in ſhow's, 
And from the Sky large Bowls of Water pours, 

You ſee the Herbs quaft all the Liquor up, 

When they ought only modeſtly to ſup : 


R 4 You'd 


* TheName it bears, becauſe it tinges the Hair, and is to this purpoſe 
boil'd in Wine with Parſly-Seed, and ple ity of Oil, which renders the 
Hair thick and curling, and keeps it from falling. Plin. 22. 21. 

+ Being called in Latin Capillas Yeneris. : 

Tis always green, but never flowers. It delights in dry places, 
znd js green in Summer, but withess not in Winter. Fim. 
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You'd think the German Drunkards near the Rhine, 
Were keeping Holy-day with them in Wine. 
Mean while 1 bluſh; ſhake from my trembling Leaves 
The Drops; and Fove my Thanks in Drought receives. 
Bur I no Topers envy ; for my meen 

Is always gay, and my Complexion green. 

Winter it {elf does not exhauſt the Juice, 

That makes me look ſo verdant and ſo ſpruce. 

Yer the Phyſicians ſteep me cruelly _ 

In hateful Water, which I drink and die. 

* Bur I evn dead, on Humors operate, 

Such force my Aſhes haye beyond my Fate. 

I through the Liver, Spleen, and Reins the Foc 
Purſue, whilſt they with ſpeed before me flow. 
Ten thouſand Maladies down with 'em they 
Like Monſters fell, in brackiſh Waves conyey. 
For this I might deſerve, above the Air, 

An higher Place than Berenices Hair; 

But if into the Sea the Stars turn round, 
Rather than Heayv'n it ſelf, ld chuſe dry ground. 


ft forces Urine, is againſt the , Strangury, &c. Plin. 

+ The Wife of —— 8 vowed, if her Huf. 
band had Succeſs in his Aſian Expedition, that ſhe would cut off and 
dedicate her Hair: at his Return ſhe did ſo; and on the Morrow, it 
not being found in the Temple of Venus, where it was laid, Ptolowy 
was highly enraged, till one Cenon, a Mathematician, made it out to 
him, that it was transferred to Heaven, and there made a Conſtallation 
of ſeven Stars near the Liens Tail; which ſtill bears this Name. 
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AGE! who by many Virtues gain ſt Renown, 
Sage! whoſe Deſerts all happy Mortals own, 
Since thou, dear Sage! preſerv'ſt the Memory, 


I cannot ſure forgetful prove of Thee. 
Thee, who Mnemoſyne doſt recreate, go: 


Her Daughter Muſcs ought to celebrate, 
Nor ſhalt thou e' er complain, that they're ingrate. 


The Virtues of Sage are highly celebrated in all Authors; parti- 
cularly the Writers of Schola Salernitana, who may be conſulted. It is 
hot in the firſt, and dry in the ſecond Degree; it is eaſily aſtringent, 
and ſtays Bleeding. It ſtrengthens the Stomach and Brains, and rouzes 
a dull Appetite ; but its peculiar Faculty is to corroborate the Nerves, 


and to oppoſe all Diſeaſes incident to them. Hence it hath the higheſt 


Reputation among Medicaments for the Memory. 


The Memoryyj 


High on a Mount the Souls firm Manſion ſtands, 
And with a view the Limbs below commands. 
Sure ſome great Architect this Pile deſign d, 
Where all the World is to a Span confin'd. 


A mighty Throng of Spirits here reſide, 


Which to the Soul are very near allid. 

Here the grand Council's held ; hence to and fro 
The Spirits {cout to ſee what News below. 

Buſie ag Bees, through every part they run, 
Thick as the Rays ſtream from the glitt ring Sun. 
Their ſubtle Limbs Silk, thin as Air, arrays, 
And therefore nought their rapid Journey ſtays. 
But with much Toil they weary grow; at length 
Perpetual Labor tires the greateſt Strength. 

Oft too, as they in pains beſtow their Hours, 
The airy vagrants hoſtile Heat deyours. 


% 


: Oft 
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Oſt in Venercal Raptures they expire, 

Or burnt by Wine, and drown'd in liquid Fire. 
Then Leaden Sleep does on the Senſes ſeize, 
And with dull drowzineſs the Vitals freeze. 
Cold Floods of dire Diſtempers ſwiftly rowl, 
For want of Dams and Fences, o'er the Soul. 


Then are the Nerves diſſoly'd, each Member quakes, 


And the whole ruinated Fabrick ſhakes. 

You'd think the Hands fear'd Poiſon in the Cup, 
They tremble ſo, and cannot lift it up. 

Hence, Sage! tis manifeſt what thou canſt do, 

And glorious dangers beg relief from you. 

The Foe, by Cold, and Humours ſo inclos d, 

From his chill Throne by thy ſtrong Heart's depos d. 
And to the Spirits thou bring'ſt freſh Recruits, 
When they are wearied in ſuch long Afſputes. 

To Life, whoſe Body was almoſt its Urn, 

New Life, (if may ſay it) does return. 

The Members by the Nerves are ſteady ty'd, 

A Pilot, not the Waves the Veſſel guide. 

You all things fix: who this for Trurh would take, 
That thy weak Fibres ſuch ſtrong Bonds ſhou'd make! 
Looſe Teeth thou faſten'ſt ; which at thy command, 
Well rivetted in their firm Sockets ſtand. 
May that fair, uſeful Bulwark ne'er decay, 
Nor the Mouth's Ivory Fences e er give way | 
* Conceptions, Women by thy help retain, 
Nor does th' injected Seed flow back again. 
Ah! Death, don't Life it (elf anticipate, 

Let a Man live before he meets his Fate, 
Thou'rt roo ſevere, if, in the very Dock, 
Our Ship, before tis built, ſtrikes on a Rock. or 


* Azripps calls it the Holy Herb, and ſays, the Lioneſſes eat it wheg 
they are big. See Hern concerning its Virtues this way. 
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Of thy Perfections this is but a Taſte, 

You bring to view things abſent, and what's paſt 
Recal ; ſuch Tracks i'th' Mind of things you make, 
None can the well-form'd Characters miſtake. 
And leſt the Colours there ſhould fade away, 
Your Oil embalms, and keeps 'em fram decay. 


B AM M. 


ENCE, Cares! my conſtant, troubleſome 
Company. 6 

Be gone! * Mieliſſas come and ſmiles on me. 
Smiling ſhe comes, and courteouſly my Head 

With Chaplets binds from every fragrant bed: 
Bidding me ſing of her, and for my Strains, 

Her ſelf will be the Guerdon of my Pains. 

My Heart, methinks, is much more lightſome grown, 
And I thy Influence, kind Plant! muſt own: 
Juſtly thy Leaves may repreſent the Heart, 

For that, among its Wealth, counts thee a 

As of Kings Heads Guineas th' Impreſſion bear, 
That Princely part you in Effigie wear. 
All Storms and Clouds you baniſh from the Mind, 
But leave Serenity and Peace behind. 

Bacchus himſelf not more revives our Blood, 
When he infuſes his hot purple Flood : 

When in full Bowls he all our Sorrow drowns, 
And flattering Hopes with ſhort-liv'd Riches crowns. 
But thoſe Enjoyments ſome diſturbance bring, 

And ſuch Delights flow from a muddy Spring, 


For 


Baum is hot and dry in the firſt Degree; it is excellent againſt 
Melancholy, and the Evils ariſing there- from. It cauſes Chearfulneſs, 
a good Digeſtion and a florid Colour. The Leaves are ſaid, by thoſe 
who mind Signatures, to reſemble a Heart. en 
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For Bacchus does not kill, but wound the Foe, 
Whoſe Rage and Strength increaſes by the Blow. 
But without Force or Dregs thy Pleaſures flow, 
Thy Joys no after-claps of Torments know, 

Thy Honey, gentle Baum! no pointed Stings, 
Like + Bees, thy great Admirers, with it brings. 
Oh! heavenly Gift to ſickly human-kind, 

All Goddels, if from Care thou freeſt the Mind. 
All Plagues annoy, but Cares the whole Man ſeiſe: 
Whene'er we labour under this Diſeaſe. 

Theſe, tho' in proſp'rous Affluence we live, 

To all our Joys a bitter Tincture give. 

Frail human Nature its own Poiſon breeds, 

And Life it ſelf thy healing Virtue needs. 


I Ir is very much lov'd by the Bees, and is a preſent Remedy againſt 
the Stings of them and Waſps, &c. Plin. | 


\ | 
SCURPT-GRASS. 


| Malady there is, that runs through all ( call. 
The Northern World, which they the fry 

* Thrice happy Greece, that ſcorns the barbarous Word, 

Nor in its Tongue a nearer does afford, 

Deſtructive Monſter ! God ne er laid a Curſe, 

On Man like this, nor could he {end a worſe. 

ft A Thouſand horrid Shapes the Monſter wears, 

And in as many Hands fierce Arms it bears. 

This Water-Serpent, in the Belly's bred, 

By muddy Fens, and ſulph'rous Moiſtures fed. 

| Him either Sloth or too much Labour breeds, 
He both from Eaſe and Pain it ſelf proceeds, 


Ofc 


& Theres no proper Greek word for the Scur vy. 
Deſeription of the Scar. 
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Oft from a dying Fever he receives 

- His Birth, and in the Aſhes of it lives. 

Of him juſt born you eaſily may diſpoſe, 

Then he's a Dwarf, but ſoon a Giant grows. 

That a {mall Egg ſhould breed a Crocodile, 

Of ſuch vaſt bulk and ſtrength, the wond'ring Nile 

Thinks that as much amaz d he ought to ſtand, 

As Men, when he o'erflows the drowned Land. 

With naſty Humors and dry Salts he's fed, 

By ſtinking Wind and Vapours nouriſhed. 

Even in his Cradle he unlucky grows 

(Though he be Son of Sloth, no Sloth this ſhows ) 

His Toils no ſooner Hercules began; 

Monſters now ape that Monſter-murdering Man. 

E'rc he's well born the Limbs he does oppreſs, 

And they are tir'd with very Idleneſs. 

They languiſh and deliberating ſtand. 

Loth to obey the active Soul's Command. 

Nor does it to your wildred Senſe appear, 

Where their Pain is, *cauſe it is every where. | 

When Men for want of Breath can hardly blow, 

Nor Purple Streams in azure Channels flow, 

Then the bold Enemy ſhews he's too nigh, 

One {o miſchievous cannot hidden lie. | 

The Teeth drop out, and noiſome grows the Breath, 
The Man not only ſmells, but looks like Death. 

Qualms, Vomiting and-torturing Gripes within 


Beſides unſeemly Spots upon the Skin 2 

_ His other Symproms are; with Clouds the Mind 
He overcaſts, and, fertering the Senfe, | 
Jo Life it ſelf makes Living an Offence, 
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This Monſter Nature gave me to ſubdue, 

(Such Feats with Herbs taccompliſh *cis not new) 

So the fierce Bull, and watchtul Dragon too, 

On Colchis Shoar the valiant Jeſor flew ; 

But whether thoſe defeared Monſters fell 

By virtue of my Juice I cannot tell. 

But them he conquer d, and then back he row'd 

Oer the proud Waves; nor was it only Gold 

He got ; he brought away a Royal Maid 

Beſide ( may all Phyſicians ſo be paid. ) 

The hardneſs of my Task my Courage fir'd, 

A powertul Foc was that I moſt deſir'd, 

I love to be commended, I muſt own, 

And that my Name in Phyſick-Books be ſhown. 

I envy them, whom Galen diegns to name, 

Or old Hippocrates, great Sons of Fame. 

Achilles Aiexander envy d; why, 

If he complain'd ſo juſtly, may not I: 

When Gyecia» Names did other Plants adorn, 

Aud were by them as Marks of Henour born. 

*I grew inglorious on the Britiſb Coaſt, 

(For Britain then no reaſon had to boaſt ) 

Hapleſs I on the Gothick Shoar did lie, 

Nor was the Sea · weed leſs eſteem'd than l. 

Now ſure tis time, thoſe Loſſes were regain'd, 

Which in my Youth and Fame ſo long I have ſuſtain d. 

Tis time, and ſo they are; Now I am known, 

Through all the Univerſe my Fame has flown: 

Who my Deſerts denies, when by my Hands 

That Tyrant falls, chat plagues the Northern La 


nds? 
Sing 


| 2 is reckoned among the Medicines peculiar to this Diſ- 
e. It opens, penetrates, renders volatile the crude and groſs Hu- 

mours, purges by Urine and Sweat, and ſtrengthens the Earrails. 

Not but that tis by ſome thought ro be the Britannica of Pliny. 


Live, Riddle! He that would thy Myſteries, 


No more let Love of wanton Ivy boaſt, 
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Sing Io Pear; yea, thrice Is ſing, 

And let the Gothick Shoar with Triumphs ring; | 
That wild Diſeaſe which ſuch Diſturbance gave, id 
Is led before my Chariot like a Slave. | 


D O D D E & 


Hou, _ Leaf, nor Stalk, nor Root can ſt il 
ow; | 
How, in this penſile poſture doſt thou grow e 
Thou'rt perfect Magick; and I cannot now 
Thoſe things you do, for Miracles allow; | 
Thoſe Wonders, if compar'd to you, arc none; 
Since you your ſelf are a far greater one. 
To make the Strength of other Herbs thy Prey, 
The Huntreſs thou thy ſelf for Nets doſt lay, 


Unfold, muſt with ſome Oedipus adviſe. 

No wonder in your Arms the Plants you hold, 
Thou being all Arms mult needs them fo infold, 
For thee large Threads the fatal Siſters ſpin, 

But to your Work nor Woof nor Web put in. 
Hence tis, that you ſo intricately twine 

About the Flax, which yields ſo long a Line. 
Oh! Spouſe moſt conſtant to a Plant moſt dear, 
Than whom no Couple &er more loving were. 


Her Kindneſs is th' effect of nought but Luſt. 
Another ſhe enjoys; but that her Love | 
And ſhe are Two, many Diſtinctions prove. 1 
I i A __— 
The Ivy is always call'd Ivy, whatſoever it cleaves to: but this 


Herb takes the Name from the Plant on which it hangs, with whom 
alſo it partakes its Virtues, as Epizhymuw, Epiliaum, Epiurtica, Oc. 
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Their Strength and Leaves are different, and her Fruit 
Puts all the Difference beyond diſpute. 

The Likeneſs to the Parent does proſeſs, 

That She in that is no Adultereſſe. 

Her Root with different Juices is ſupply d, 

And She her Maiden- Name bears though a Bride. 
But Dodder, on her Spouſe, depends alone, 

.And ncthing in her ſelf can call her own. 

Fed with his Juice, ſhe on his Stalk is born, 

And thinks his Leaves her Head full well adorn. 
Whoc'er he be, ſhe loves to take his Name, 

And muſt with him be every way the ſame. 
Alceſie and Evadne thus enflam'd 

Are, with ſome others, for their Paſſion fam'd. 
So, Dodder ! For thy Husband Flax thou'dſt die, 

I gueſs; but may'ſt thou ſpeed more luckily. 

This is her living Paſſion 3 but ſhe grows 

Still more renown'd for Kindneſs, which ſhe ſhows 
To mortal Men, when ſh' has reſign'd her Breath; 
For ſhe of them is mindful, even in Death. 

f The Liver and the Spleen moſt faithfully 

Of all Oppreſſions ſhe does eaſe and free, 

Where has ſo ſmall a Plant fuch Strength and Store 
Of Virtues, when her Husband's weak and poor ? 
Who think the Liver ſhou'd Aſſiſtance need, 

A noble part, from ſuch a wretched Weed? 

Uſe therefote little things 3 not take it il! 

That Men ſmall things preſerve; for leſs may kill. 
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WORMWOO0D. 


: Ong Children 1 a baneful * Weed am thought, 
By none but Hags or Fiends defir'd or ſought. 

They think a Doctor 1s in jeſt, or mad, 

It he agrees not, that my Juice is bad. 

The Women alſo I offend, I know, 

Though to my bounteous Hands ſo much they owe. 

Few Palates do my bitter Taſt approve, 

How few, alas! are well inform'd by J7ove / 

Sweet things alone they love; but in the end 

They find what bitter Guſts thoſe Sweers attend. 

Long Nauſeouſneſs ſucceeds their ſhorc-iiv'd Joys, 

And that which ſo much pleas d the Palace, cioys. 

The Palate juſtly ſuffers for the wrong 

Stas done the F Stomach, into which fo long 

All taſttul Food ſhe cramm'd, till now, quite tir'd, 

She loaths the Dainties ſhe betore admir'd z 

A grievous Stench does from the Stomach rife, 

And from the Mouth Lerner Poiſon flies. 

Then they're content to drink my harſher Juice, 

Which for ics Bitterneſs they ne'er reſuſe. 

It does not idle in the Stomach lie. 

Bur, like ſome God, gives preſent Remedy, 

( So the warm Sun my Vigour, does reſtore, 

When he reruxns, and the cold Winter's Oer.) 

There I a Jikes out of a Stable throw, 

And H7cnles's Labour undergo. | 

ob 


* Pliny ſpends all Chap. J. lib. 27. in enumetating the Virtues of 
Wormwoed, and Fernelius is large upon it; whom conſult. | 
of = ſtrengrheris the Stomach, and purges it of Cholet, Wind aud 
ities, FR 0 
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The Stomach eas'd, its Office does repeat, 

And with new living Fire concocts the Meat. 

The purple Tincture ſoon it does devour, 

Nor does that Chyle the hungry Veins o'erpower. 

The Viſage by degrees freſh Roſes ſtain, 

And the perfumed Breath grows ſweet again. 

The good I do Yenus herſelf will own, 

She, though all Sweets, yet loves not Sweets alone. 

She wiſely mixes with my Juice her Joys, 

And her Delights with bitter things alloys. 

We Herbs to different Studies are inclin'd, 

And every Faction does its Author find. 

Some Epicurus's Sentiments defend, 

And follow Pleaſure as their only End. 

It is their Pride and Boaſt ſweet Fruits to bear, 

And on their Heads they flowry Cahplets wear. 

Whilſt others courting rigid Zeno 's Sect, 

In Virtue fruitful, all things elſe neglect. 

They love not Pomp, or what delights the Senſe, 

And think all's well, if they give no Offence. 
And none a preater Stoick is, than I, 

The Stoa's Pillars on my Stalk rely. 

Let others pleaſe, - to profit is my pleaſure. 

The Love 1 ſlowly gain's a laſting Treaſure. 

In Towns debauch'd he's the beſt Officer, 

Who moſt cenſorious is and moſt fevere ; 

Such I am; and fuch you, dear Cato / were. 

But I no dire revengeful Paſſion ſhaw, 

Our Schools in Wifemen Anger don't allow. 

No Fault I puniſh more than that which lies 50 
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Within my Province; wherefore ſtom my Eyes 
Choler with haſty ſpeed before me flies. 

As ſoon as Me it in the Stomach ſpies, 
Preparing for a War in Martial guiſe. 


2 
Not 7 
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Not daring in its lurking Holes to ſtay, 
It makes a ſwift Eſcape the backward way. 
I follow him at th' Heels, and by the Scent 
Find out which way the noiſom Enemy went. 
Of Water too I drain * the Fleſh and Blood, 
When Winter threatens a devouring Flood. 
The Dutchmen with leſs Skill their Country drain, 
e. And turn the courſe of Waters back again. 
Sometimes th' obſtructed Reins too narrow grow, 
And the falt Floods back to their Fountains flow. 
Unhappy ſtate | the neighbouring Members quake, 
And all th' adjacent Country ſeems to ſhake. 
Then I begin the Waters thus to chide; 
Why, ſluggiſh Waters, do you ſtop your Tide? 
Glide on with me, I'll break the Rampiers dowa, 
That ſtop the Channel where you once have flown, 
This all the Members does rejoyce and chear, 
Who of a diſmal Deluge ſtood in fear. 
Men eating + Worms I from the Body ſcare, 
And conquering Arms againſt the Plague prepare, 
( Voracious Worm ! thou wilt molt certainly 
eir of our Bodies be, whene er we die; 
Defer a while the Meal which in the Grave, 
Of humane Viands thou 'er long muſt have.) 
Whoſe Vermine Infants Bowels make their Food, 
. \nd love to ſuck their fill of tender Blood. 
They cannot ſtay till Death ſerves up their Feaſt, 
zut greedily ſnatch up the Meat undreſt. 
'hy ſhould I ſpeak of Fleas ? ſuch Foes I hate, 
zo baſely born, ev'n to enumerate, 
; | A 


82 Such 


nſe, 


® It is good againſt the Dropſie. 
Noi + And 'orms which occaſion'd the Name, Wormwood. 
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Such Duſt- born, skipping Points of Life, I ſay, 
Whole only Virtue is, to run away. 

My Triumphs to ſuch Numbers do amount, 
That I the greater Ones can hardly count. 

To ſuch a Bulk the vaſt Account does ſwell, 
That I ſome Trophies loſe which | ſhould tell. 
Oft wandring Death is ſcatter d through the Skies, 
And through the Elements, Infection flies. 

The Earth below is ſick, the Air above, 

Slow Rivers prove they re ſickly, whilſt they move. 
All things Death's Arms in cold Embraces catch, 
Life even the Vital Air away doth ſnatch. 

To remedy ſuch Evils God took care, 

+ Nor me as leaſt of Med' cines did prepare. 

Oft too, they ſay, I (though no Giant neither) 
Have born the Shock of three ſtrong Foes together. 
Not without Reaſon therefore, or in vain 

Did conquering Rome my Honour ſo maintain: 
The Conqu'ror a Triumphal Draught of Me 
Drank, as the Guerdon of his Victory. 

Holding the crowned Gobler in his Hand 

He cry'd aloud, This Cup can Health command. 
Nor does it, cauſe tis bitter, pleaſe me leſs, 

My Toils were fo, in which I mer Succeſs. “ 


+ Concerning this Cuſtom, ſee Pliny, at ſuprs. 


WATER-LILY. 


ye ſlight me, cauſe a Bog my Belly feeds, 
And I am found among a crowd of Reeds, 
I'm no green vulgar Daughter of the Earth, 
But to the noble Waters owe my Birth. 


| 
| 
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And uſeful in time of Peſtilence. | - 
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I was a + Goddeſs of no mean Degree; 

But Love, alas! depos'd my Deity. 

He bad me love, and ſtraight my kindled Heart 
In Hercules's Triumphs bore a Part. 

J with his Fame, and Actions fell in Love, 

And Limbs, that might become his Father Jove. 
And by Degrees Me a ſtrong Impulſe hurl'd, 
That Man t' enjoy, who conquer d all the World. 
To tell you true, that Night | moſt admir'd, 
When he got fifty Sons and was not tir'd. 

Now bluſhing, ſuch deeds hate I, to profeſs ; 

But *rwas a Night of noble Wickedneſs. 

He (to be ſhort) my Honour ſtain d, and he 
Had the firſt Flow of my Virginity. 

Bur He by's Father Fove's Example led 

Rambled and cou'd not brook a ſingle Bed. 
Fierce monſtrous Beaſts and Tyrants, worſe than they, 
All o'r the World he ran to ſeek and ſlay. 

But He, the Tyrant, ſor his Guerdon ſtill 

A Maid requires, if he a Monſter kill. 

All Womankind to me his Harlots are, 

Ev'n Goddeſſes in my Suſpicion ſhare. 

Periſh me; let the Sun this Water dry, 

And may | ſcorch'd in this burnt Puddle die; 

If I of Juno were not jealous grown, 

And thought I ſhew'd her hatred in my Own, 
(Perhaps, ſaid I, my Paſſion he derides, 

And I'm the Scorn of all his virtuous Brides. 
Grief, Anger, Shame and Fury vex my Mind, 
But, maugre all, Loves Darts thoſe Paſſions blind.) 


S 3 If 


} Deianirs's Blood, is ſaid by Calepine, to be turn'd into this Herb, 
after ſhe had kill'd herſelf with Hercules his Club, for Grief that ſhe 
had been the Cauſe of his Death. 
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If I from Tortures of eternal Grief 

Did nor deſign by Death to ſeek Relief. 

But Goddeſſes in Love can never die, 

Hard Fate! our Puniſhment's Eternity. 

Mean time I'm all in Tears both Night and Day, 
And as they drop, my tedious Hours decay. 
Into a Lake the ſtanding Showers grow, 

And o'r my Feet th' united Waters flow: 

Then ( as the diſmal Boaſt of Milery ) 

triumph in my Grief's fertility. 

Till Fove at length, in Pity, from above, 

Said, I ſhou'd never from that Fen remove. 

His Word my Body of its Form bereft, 

And ſtraight all vaniſh'd, that my Grief had leſt. 
My knotty Root under the Earth does ſink, 
And makes me of a Club too often think. 

My thirſty Leaves no Liquor can ſuffice ; 

+ My Tears are now return'd into my Eyes, 
My Form its ancient Whiteneſs ſtill retains, 

And priſtine Paleneſs in my Cheeks remains. 
Now in perpetual Mirth my Days] paſs, 

We Plants, believe me, are an happy Race, 

We truly feel the Suns kind Influence, 

Cool Winds and warmer Air refreſh our Senſe. 
Nectar in Dew does from Aurora riſe, 

And Earth Ambrofra untill'd ſupplies. 

I pity Man, whom rhouſand Cares perplex, 

And cruel Love, that greateſt Plague, does vex; 
Whilſt mindful of the Ills I once endur'd 

|| His Flames by me are quencht, his Woundsare cur'd. 


* . 


I 


It is call'd by ſome Hercules Club. 
+ There are two Sorts, a White and Yellow, 
FTis ſaid to be an 2llayer of Lechery. 


— — —— — 
Book I. Of PLANTS. 263 


—_— — — — 


I triumph, that my Victor l o'rthrow, 

Such Changes Tyrants Thrones ſhou'd undergo. 
Don't wonder, Love, that Theethy Slave ſhou'd bear, 
Alcides Monſters taught me to defeat. 
And leſt, unhappy Boy! thou ſhou dſt believe, 

All handſom Folks thy cruel Y oke receive; 

I have a * Waſh that beautifies the Face, 
Vet chaſtly look in my Own wat ry Glaſs. 
Diana's Mein, and Venus Face | lend, 
So to both Deities I prove a Friend. 
Bur leſt chat God ſhou'd artfully his Flame 
Conceal, and burn me in another's Name; 
All Heats in general | refiſt, nay I F 

To all that's Hot am a {worn Enemy. 

Whether diſtracting Flames with Fury flic, 

Thro' the burnt Brain, like Comets thro the Skie, 
Or whether from the Belly they aſcend, 

And fumes all o'r the Body ſwiftly ſend. 

Whether with ſulph'rous Fire the Veins within 
They kindle, or juſt ſinge the outward Skin. 
Whate'r they are, my awful Juice they fly ; 

When glimmering thro' the Pores, they run and die. 
Why wink'ſt thou? Why doſt ſo with half an Eye 
Look on me? Oh! my ſleepy Root's too nigh. 
Beſides my tedious Diſcourſe might make 7 


Any Man have but little Mind to wake, 
Without that's help; Thus then our Leaves we take. 


* It takes away Morphe ws and Freckles. 12 
+ It is Cold in the ſecond Degree, its Root and Seed are dry- 


ing; but the Flower moiſtens, being applied to the Forehead and 
Noſtrils, it cures the Head ach ariſing from Phlegm, and is very 


cooling. Fernei. | 


84 SPLEEN: 


_ | 
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SPLEENWORT or MILTW AST. 


E cruel * Nature, when ſhe made me, gave 
Nor Stalk, nor eed, nor Flow'r, as others have. 
The Sun ne er warms me, nor will ſhe allow, 

I ſhou'd in cultivated Gardens grow. 

And to augment the Torment of my Y cars, 

No lovely Colour in my Leaves appears. 

You'd think me Heav'n's Averſion, and the Earth 
Had brought me forth at ſome chance, ſpurious Birth. 
Vain outward gaudy Shews, Mankind ſurprize, 
And they reſign their keaſon to their Eyes, 

To Gardens no poor Plant admittance gains, 

For there, God-wor, the painted Tulip reigns. 

Bur the wile Gods mind no ſuch Vanity, 

Fhetus, above all Tulips, values me. 

So doe: that Coan, old Hippocrates, 

Who the next place to Phzbus challenges. 

For when the Members Nacure did divide, 

And over ſuch or ſuch bade Herbs prelide ; ; 
'Tof the ſavage and unruly Spleen, 

A ſtubborn Province, was created Queen. 

I thar reſtrain, though it reſiſt my Power, 

And bring ics ſwelling, rebel Humor lower. 

The Paſſages with Rampires it in vain 
Obſtructs ; I quickly break them down again. 
All Commerce | with ſpeedy Force reſtore, 

And the Ways open all my Kingdom or. 

If I don't take that Courſe, it furious grows, 
And into every part Contagion throws. 
With pois'nous Vapours it infects the Blood, 

And Life it ſelf drinks of a venomous Flood. 


Fov! 


2 The Virtuss of this Herb are told in its Name. 


e. 


ul 


Hence Watchfulneſs, diſtracting Cares and Tears, 
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Foul Leproſie upon the Skin appears, 
And the chang'd Viſage, Death's pale Colours wears, 


And Pain proceeds ; with haſty, killing Fears. 
Hence Halters, cruel Love! our Necks releaſe J 
From thy more fatal Yoke, and Daggers caſe | 
Our Souls of Life's incurable Diſeaſe: 5 
May no ſuch monſtrous Evils good Men hurt, 

Fove and my Virtue all ſuch Things avert 

The Treaſury Trajan rightly to the Spleen 

Compar'd ; for, when that ſwells, the Body's lean. 

Why do you laugh? ls it, becauſe that 1 

Pretend to know the Roman Hiſtory. 

Ja dull Stock, and not a Plant ſhou'd be, 

Having ſo long kept Doctors Company, : 

If their Diſcourſe ſhou'd not advantage me. 

It has, and I great Wonders cou'd relate, 

But I'm a Plant, that ne'r was given to prate. 

But to return from whence I have digreſs'd, 

I many Creatures eaſe by Spleen oppreſt. 

* Creet, though ſo uſed to lie, you may believe, 
hen for their Swine their Thanks to me they give. 
he wretched Aſs, whom conſtant Labour tires, 

Sick of the Spleen my ſpeedy Aid deſires. 

Eating my Leaves (for I relieve his Pain) 

He cheerfully reſumes his Work again. 

Now, if you can, vain, painted Flow'rs admire, 

Delights, ſcarce ſooner born, than they expire. 

They're fair, tis true, they're cheerful and they're 

But I, tho” ſad, procure a gladſom Mien. (green ; 


LETUCE. 


* Pitrwvius ſays, that in Crert, where this Herb abounds, the Swine 
FWG 


— — — 
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LETTUCE. 


Ome think your Commendation you deſerve, 

\ ) Cauſe you of old * Aszuſfus did preſerve. 
Why did you ſtill prolong that fatal Breath, 
That baniſh'd Ovid, and was Tully's Death: 
But I ſuppoſe that neither of em you, 
Nor Orator, nor Poet ever knew ; 
Wherefore, I wonder not, you ſhou'd comply, 
And the World's Tyrant ſo far gratily- 
Thou truly, to all Tyrants art of uſe, 
Their Madneſs flies before thy pow'rful Juice. 
Their Heads with better Wreaths, I prithee, crown, 
And ler the World in them thy Kindneſs own. 
At thy Command forth from its ſcorched Hearr, 
Of Tyrant's Love the greateſt does depart. 
Falſe Love, I mean; for thou ne'r try'ft t expel 
True Love, who, like a good King, governs well, 
Juſtly that Dog-ſtar, Cupid, thou do ſt hare, 
Whoſe Fire kills Herbs, and Monſters does create. 
e - is aid to have been preſerv'd in his Sickneſs by Let 

Ce, *. | 


Upon the ſame. 


AT me with Bread and Oil, you'll ne'r repine, 
Or ſay in Summer you want Meat to dine. 

The World's firſt golden Age ſuch Viands bleſs d, 

I was the chief Ingredient at a Feaſt : 

Large Bodies for the Demi-gods my Juice, 


as ax & = << A” ca «= 


And Blood proportionable, did produce. 


Then neither Fraud nor Force, nor Luſt was known, 


Such llls their Riſe from too much Heat muſt own. 
Ler 
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Let their vile Name religiouſly be curſt, 
Who to baſe Glurr'ny gave Dominion firſt. 


For thence ſprang Vice, whole Train Diſtempers were, 


And Death did in new ghaſtly Sh _— 
Shun cruel Tables, that with . d, 


And Banquets by deſtructive Death ſupplrd. 
Sick, if not well, thou' lt Herbs deſire, and we 
Shall prove, if not thy Meat, thy Remedy. 


EYE-BRIGHT. 


Nter, ſweet Stranger, to my Eyes reveal 
Thy ſelf, and gratefully thy Poet heal. 

If I of Plants have any thing delerv'd, 

Or in my Verſe their Honour be preſery'd. 

Thus, lying on the Graſs and fad, pray'd I, 

Whilſt nimbly Eye- bright came and ſtood juſt by. 

I wonder'd that fo noble an Herb fo ſoon 

Roſe by my Side like a Champignon ; 

I ſaw her not before, nor did ſh appear, 

For any thing I knew, to be ſo near. 

On a black Stalk, nine Inches long ſhe grew, 

With Leaves all notch'd, and of a greeniſh Hue. 

While pretty. Flowers on her Top the bore, 

With yellow mixt, and purple Streaks all o're. 

I knew her ſtraight, her Name and Viſage (ute ; 

And my glad Eyes their Patroneſs ſalute. 


StrangeNews! To me ſhe bow'd with Flow'rand Stalk, 


And thus, in Language fit for her, did talk. 


'Twas low ; for Herbs that modeſt Cuſtom loye, 
Hoarſe Murmurs of the Trees they don't approve. 


Thou only Bard, (aid ſhe, o'th' verdant Race, 
Who in thy Songs dot all our Virtues trace: 


All 


** 
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All Men are not allow'd our Voice to hear, 
Though ſuch Reſpe to you, our Friend, we bear, 
We hate the Cuſtom, which with Men obtains, 
To ſlight a kind, ingenuous Poet's Pains. 

I with my Root cou'd heal you, and I'm ſure, 

- Our Nation all wou d gladly ſee the Cure. 

But if by Nature's (elf it be withſtood, 

The Pow'r of Herbs, alas! can do no good. 
Nature's Injunctions none of us withſtands, 

We're Slaves to all her Ladyſhips Commands. 

Let what She gives your Appetite ſuffice, 0 


Nor grumble, when ſhe any thing denies, | 
For ſhe with ſparing Hands lacge Gifts ſupplies. 
But if ſome Malady impair the Sight, 

Or Wine, or Love, that's blind, and hates the Light; 
Or Surfeirs, watchful Cares, or putrid Air, 

Or numerous other things, that hurtful are; 

Then am I uſeful: If you wou'd engage 

To count my Conqueſts, or the Wars | wage, 

The Ev'ning-Star much ſooner wou'd go down, 
And all the Fields in dewy Nectar drown. | 
+ Oft a ſalt Flood which from the Head deſcends, 
With the Eyes freſher Streams its Current blends. 
That Pain, which cauſes many watery Eyes, 
From its own Tears it ſelf does here ariſe. 

Ofc times the Channels of a paler Flood 

Are fill'd and ſwell with ſtrange, unnatural Blood; 
And by a Gueſt, who thither lately came, 

The Houſe is ſet all on a raging Flame. 

Take care, if your ſmall World's bright Sun appear 
Blood-red, or hell ſoon leave your Hemiſphere. 


Oſt 


* 


4 Of Plants. 
Several Diſeaſes of the Eyes are recounted. Epiphors, Ophthalmis. 
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* Oft Fumes and wandring Flies obſcure the Eye, 
And in thoſe Clouds ſtrange Monſters ſeem to fly. 
Fume, what does thy dull, ſooty Viſage here? 

I ſee no Fire, that thou ſhoud'{t be ſo near. 

Or what (with a Miſchief) means the troubleſome Fly? 
I'd as ſoon have the + God of Flies as nigh. 

Oft times the Sight is dark'ned with falfe Snow, 
And Night it ſelf in blanched Robes does go; 
Whilſt Shapes of diſtant Things, that rcal were, 
In different Colours, or in none, appear. 

[| Tumours, and Cancers, Puſtles, Ulcers, why 
Shou'd I recount, thoſe Torments of the Eye? 
Or thouſands more, which I'm afraid ro name, 
Leſt when I tell them, they my Tongue inflame, 
Or that which from its hollow Length, Men call 
Fiſtula [ Pipe] a Name too Muſical. | 

All theſe | tame, the Air my Virtue clears, 
Whilſt the Clouds vaniſh, and the Day appears. 
The joyful Face ſmiles with diffuſed Light; 
What Comelineſs is mix d with that Delight! 
You know, Arnoldus (if you've read him o'r) 
Did Sight by me, ro Men Stone-blind reſtore. 
"Tis true; and my known Virtue ought to be 
The more eſteem'd for that ſtrange Prodigy. 

With my kind Leaves he bids you tinge your Wines, 
And profit with your Pleaſure wiſely joins. 
Thoſe Light will truly give, and ſacred Bowls, 
Bacchus will dwell in your enlarged Souls. 
Then call thy Boy, with a capacious Cup, 
And with that Wine be ſure to fill it up, 


Till 


* Suffuſio, t Leusoma. 
Agilopt. Carcinomata. PhlyFane., Epicaumata. 
T Arnold, de Villa nova. Lib. de Vini. 
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Till thou haſt drunk, for all the amorous Dames, 
An Health to ev ry Letter of their Names. 

Then drink an Health to th Eyes; they won't refuſe 
(um confident) to pledge you in my Juice. 

But we loſe time; go; carefully rehearſe 

What I have faid in never-dying Verſe. 

She ſpake, then vaniſhing away ihe flew ; 

I (Reader) tell you nothing but what's true. 


WINTER-CHERRIEBS. 


Hen I ſtand muſing (as I often do) 

I'm fill'd with Shame and noble Anger too; 
To think that all we Plants ( except ſome few 
Whom Phæbus with more Vigour did endue) 
Cannot away with Winter's nipping Fare, 

But more effeminate, than Mankind, are. 

From Father Sun, and Mother Earth in vain 

We ſprang ; they both your Figure ſtill retain. 

To our Delights why don't the Seaſons yield, 

And baniſh Winter from each verdant Field? 

Why in Ely{an Gardens don't we grow, 

Whe're no chill Blaſts may on our Beauties blow? 
We're Halcyons forlooth, and can't with Eaſe 

Bring forth, unleſs the World be all at Peace. 

Nor is this Softneſs only to be found 

Among ſmall Herbs, ſtill creeping on the Ground: 
Great Elms and Oaks themſelves it does controul, 

In their hard Bark they wear a tender Soul. 
Theſe Huffs Effeminacy count no Crime; | 
You'd think in Summer they to Heay'n wou d climb. 
But if the Year its Back upon them turn, 

Each Giant creeps back into th Earth his Urn. 


Here 
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Here lies you on his bulky Trunk may write; 

For ſhame! There lie; let not the Mold lie light. 

Bur I, who very hardly dare receive 

The Name of Shrab (though Pliny gives me leave) 

The dreadful Winter to the Combat dare; 

Though Heav'n it ſelf ſhou'd fall, I'd take no Care. 

The Winter comes; and I'm by ſtorms alarm'd, 

She comes with Legions numberleſs, well arm'd. 

Then I my Fruit produce, and having firſt 

Expos d them to her, cry, Now do thy worſt. 

Pour, pour upon them all the Rain i'th' Skie, 

It will not waſt away their Scarlet-Die. 

Pour Snow, their Purplethence will grow more Bright, 

Some red in a white Veſlel gives delight. 

So the red Lip the Ivory Tecth befriends, 

And a white Skin the roſy Cheeks commends. 

With ſuch like Rudiments do | inure 

My Virtue, and the Force of it ſecure: 

I, who rebellious Sickneſs muſt ſubdue, 

And every Day freſh Victories purſue. 

Thus did I learn yaſt Stones to break in twain, 

And lce, at firſt, put me to little Pain. 

For I not only Water do expel, 

(That other weaker Plants can do as well) 

But ſuch hard Rocks of Adamant ] break, 

As Hannibal to paſs wou'd prove too weak. 

Unhappy He, who on this Rock is toſt, 

And Shipwrack'd is in his own Waters loſt ! 

Ev'n Siſyphus might pity and bemoan 

The Wretch that's tortur d with an inbred Stone. 

How does he envy, ah, how much, the Dead, 

Whoſe Corps with Stones are only covered NO 
'Y ou 


It is excellent againſt the Stone and all Diſeaſes of the Bladder, 
thence in Latin call'd Varig. 
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Wou' d I not help him? might the Earth divide, 
And ſwallow me, if I my Aid deni'd. 

Then | my ſelf, Child of ſome Rock muſt own, 
And that my Roots were Veins of hardeſt Stone. 
But truly I do pity ſuch a Man, 

And the obdurate Matter quickly can 

Diſſolve: my piercing Liquor round it lies, 

And ſtraight into a thouſand Parts it flies, 

The long obſtructed Streams then glide away, 
And Fragments with them of the Stone convey. 


*SUNDEW or LUSTWORT. 


O ſay the Truth, Nature's too kind to Thee, 
For all thy Days thou ſpend'ſt in Luxury. 

Thy Flowers are Silver, and a purple Down | 

Covers thy Body, like a Silken Gown : 

Whilſt, to increaſe thy Pomp and Pride, each Vein 

Of thine a Golden Humour does contain. 

Each Leaf is hollow made, juſt like a Cup, 

Which Liquor always to the brim fills up. 

The drunken Sun cannot exhauſt thy Bowl, 

Nor Sirius himſelf, that thirſty Soul. 

Full thou ſurvey ſt the parched Fields around, 

And enviouſly in thy own Floods art drown'd. 

Drinking, the thirſty Months thou laugh'ſt away, 

The Hara of thy Spring's reviv'd each Day. 

Thy Nile from ſecret Sources moiſtens Thee, 

And bids Thee merry, though Fove angry, be. 


* Vulgurly call'd alſo ReſaSoks, 


Upon 


On 
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Upon the ſame. 


HY conquer d Ivy, Bacchus! now throw down, 
And of this Herb make a far nobler Crown. 
This Herb, with Plenty's bounteous Current feeds; 
Plenty which conſtantly it ſelf ſucceeds. 
So thy extended Guts thy Godſhip ſwills, 
And its own ſelf thy tilted Hogſhead fills. 
So at Foves Table, Gods the Gobler drain, 
But ſtraight with Nectar it grows full again. 
Nor do the Cups the Phrygian Stripling need, 
To fill them; each is his own Ganymeae. 
So in the Heart, that double luſty Bowl 
(In which the Soul it (elf, drinks Life and Soul) 
That Heav'nly Bowl, made by an Heav'nly Hand, 
With purple Nectar always crown'd does ſtand. 
Of what ſhe ſpends Nature ne vfcels the lack, 
What one throws out, another brings it back. 
Bleſt Plant, brimful of Moiſture radical 
No wonder thou the Spirits, leſt they fall, 
Supporr'ſt, or that Conſumptive Bodies you, 
And the firm Limbs bind with a laſting Glue. 
Or that Life's-Lamp, which ready is to die, 
With ſuch vivacious Oil you can ſupply. 
No wonder to the Lungs thou grateful art, 
Thy conſtant Waters feed that ſpongy Part. 
You Venus alſo loves, for though you're wet, 
Your In-ſide, like your Out-fide's burnt with Heat. 
Theſe are Luſts Elements; of Heat ſhe makes 
A Soul, and Moiſture for her Body takes. 


T Son. 


— ———— ee, 
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SOW-BREAD. 


'HE dropping, bloody Noſe you gently bind, 
But looſen the cloſe Hemorrhoids behind. 
And 'tis but nat'ral, that who ſhuts the Fore 
Shou'd at the ſame time open the Back-door. 


Upon the ſame. 


EE how with Pride the groveling * Pot- herb ſwells, 

And ſawcily the generous Vine repels 
Her, that great Emperours oft in Triumph drew, 

A baſe, unworthy Colewort does ſubdue. 

But though o'r That the Wretch victorious be, 

It cannot ſtand, puiſlant Plant, near Thee. 

For Meat to Medicines ſtill muſt give the Place, 
That feeds Diſeaſes, which away Thele chaſe. 

You bravely Men and other Plants outvie, 

Who no kind Office do, until they die ; 

Thy Virtues thou, yet living, dot impart, 

And ev'n to thy own Garden Phyſick art. 

Though on me Þ Greece beſtow'd a graceful Name, 

Which well the Figure of my Leaves became; 
Th' Apothecaries have a new one found, 
(Dull Knayes! that hate the very Greet Words ſound) 
And from a naſty Sow, { whoſe very Name 
Stinks on'my Tongue ) have ſtigmatiz'd my Fame. 
Bur | to them more than to Swine'give Bread, 
They are the Hogs, by my large Bounty fed. 


% 
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Upon 


The Colewort is ſaid to kill the Yine, and is it ſelf kill'd by this Hab 
T Cyrlaminas. | 


1 
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Upon the ſame. 


. Y Virtue dries all ulcerous, running Sores, 
And native Softneſs to the Skin reſtores, 
My Power hard Tumours cannot, if [ liſt, 
Either with Water, or with Fire reſiſt. 
Of Scars, by burning caus d, I clear the Face, 
Nor let Small · pox the Countenance diſgrace. 
My conquering Hand Pimpgenets cannot ſhun, 
Is, Þ Nor blackiſh, yellow Spots the Face o'r-run; 
LMorphew departs, and out each Freckle flies, 
Though from our God himſelf they had their Riſe, 
Nor leave I ought upon the Cheeks of Laſſes, 
To make em ſhic of looking in their Glaſſes. 
Nor doubt I but that Sex much Thanks will give, 
For that the Pangs of Childbirth I relieve, 


Upon the ſame, 


N my Fire, that falſe * Gold, the Jaundice, I 
Conſume, (true Gold ſcarce does more Injury.) 

Black Blood, at my Command, the back-way flows; 
Naſty it ſelf through naſty Holes it goes. 
Choler and Phlegm yellow and white ] drain, 
They wear th' dear + Metals Colours both in vain. 
I All Meteors from the Eyes | drive away,. 
And whatſoe er obſcures the ſmall Worlds Day. 

I of the Gout remove the very Seed, | 

And all the Humours which that, Torment breed. 
| Thorns, Splinters, Nails I draw, who wondering ſtand 
pon How they could ſo come - without an Hand. 
Hab a | ? 


* The Jaundice, ſometimes call'd in Latin Aurigo, from Aurum. 


t Silver and Gold. 
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This is the leaſt: all Poiſons | expel, 

And Death force thence, where it was like to dwell. 
Infants that know nor what it is to live, 

Before they're wretched, from the Womb] drive. 

Oh Heavens! ſaysth' Ignorant amazed World; What's 
Is't a Diſtemper to be born; Yes, tis. ( this; 
For if we make a true Account, 'tis more 
Advantage Life to hinder than reſtore. . 


DUCKS-MEAT. 


Luſty Frog, a Duck ſwears is ſuch Meat 
(Far'ned by me) as Fove himſelf may eat. 
And if the learn'd Apicius knew that Diſh, 
He'd hungry grow, though Dead, and Life wou'd wiſh. 
By this our Values in ſome Meaſure ſhewn ; 
Bur I'm not born to fatten Ducks alone, 
Nor o'r green Ponds did Nature Carpets ſtrow, 
That She to ſlimy Frogs Good-will might ſhow. 
From me great Benefits all the World muſt own, 
Though long time hid, they're, many, yet unknown. 
In a {mall Ring the Wits of learned Men 
Run, and the ſame, confin'd, trace o'r agen. 
The Plants which Nature through the Univerſe 
In various Shapes and Colours does diſperſe, 
Why ſhou'd 1 mention; this their Ignorance ſhews, 
That ev'n of Me, Mankind ſo little knows. 
Something they do; and more | wou'd reveal, 
Which Phebus and the Fates bid me conceal. 
Bur this I'll tell you; dry, blew Cankers I, 
And cholerick Fire of Hot St. Anthony, 
* Do foon extinguiſh; and all other Flames, 
Whatever are their Natures or their Names. 
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My Native cold, and watery Temper ſhow, 
Who my chill Parent is and where | grow. 
Thus when the Water in the Joints inclos'd 
Bubbles, by Pain and natural Heat oppos'd, 
„Ihe boiling Caldron my ſtrong Virtue rules, 
And ſprinkled with my Dew the Fury cools. 


* The Gour. 


ROSEMARY. 
Touching the bite of the f Tarantula. 


Aunian * Arachne ! who ſpinn'ſt all the Day, 
Nor to Minerva will't ev'n yet give way; 
Whilſt thy own Bowels thou to Lawn doſt weave, 
iſh. What Pleaſure canſt thou from ſuch Pains receive? 
Why thy fad Hours in ſuch baſe Deeds doſt (pill, 
Or do things ſo ridiculouſly ill 
Why doſt thou take delight to ſtop our Breath, 
Or act the ſerious Sports of cruel Death. 
Whom thou ſcarce toucheſt, ſtraight to rave he's found, 
vn. He raves although he hardly feels thy Wound. 
One Atome of thy Poiſon in the Veins, 
Dominion ſoon o'r all the Body gains. 
Within upon the Soul her (elf it preys, 
Which it diſtracts a thouſand cruel Ways. 
Vne's ſilent, whilſt another roars aloud ; 
Neis fearful, t other fights with th gazing Crowd. 
his cries, and this his Sides with Laughter ſhakes, 
thouſand Habits this ſame Fury takes, 
ut all with love of Dancing are poſſeſt, 
ll Day and Night they dance and never reſt, 
| T 3 | As 


q An Inſe& of the Spider - kind. 
My A Nymph turm d into 2 Spider. 
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As ſoon as Muſick from ſtruck Strings rebounds, 
Or the full Pipes breath forth their Magick Sounds; 
The ſtiff old Woman ſtraight begins a Round, 
And the Lethargick Sleeper quits the Ground. 
The poor lame Fellow, though he cannot prance 
So nimble as the reſt, he hops a Dance. 
The old Man, whom this merry Poiſon fires, 
Satyrs themſelves with Dancing almoſt tires. 
To ſuch a fad, phrenetick Dance as this 
A Siren, ſure, the fitteſt Minſtrel is. 
Cruel Diſtemper ! thy wild Fury proves | 
Worſt Maſter of the Revels which it loves: 
When this ſad * Pyrrhick Meaſure they begin, 
Ah! what a weight Hangs on their Hearts within. 
Tell me, Phyſicians, which way ſhall I caſe 
Poor Mortals of this ſtrange, unknown Diſcaſe? 
For me may Phzbus never more protect 
( Whoſe Godhead you and | fo much reſpect) 
If I know any more (to tell you True) 
Whence this dire Miſchief ſprings, than one of You, 
But to the Heart (you know it) and the Brain, 


Thoſe diſtant Provinces, in which I reign, 
(To you, my Friends, I no falſe Stories feign.) 
Auxiliary Troops of Spirits I 1 
Send, and the Camp with freſh Recruits ſupply. 
Many kind Plants beſides Me to the War 
Arrend, nor Bluſh that under me they Soldiers are. 
The merry Baum, and Rue which Serpents kills, 
Cent ry. and Saffron from Cilician Hills. 
And thou, kind Birthwort, whoſe auſpicious Nam 
From thy good Deeds to teeming Women came. 
The kind Pomegranate allo does engage, 
With her bright Arms, and my Dear Siſter Sage. 

; Berrit 
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Berries of Laurel, Myrtle, Tamirist, 

Ivy nor Juniper are very brisk. 

Lavender, and ſweet Marjoram march away, 
Sothernwood and Angelica don't ſtay. 

Plantain, the Thiſtle which they Bleſſed call, 
And uſeful Wormmood in their Order fall, 

Then Carrot, Aniſe, and white Cumin Seed, 

With Gith, that pretty, chaſt, black Rogue, proceed. 
Next Yipers-graſs, a Plant but lately known, 

And Tormentil, and Roſes red, full blown ; 

To which, I Garlick may, and Onions join; 

All theſe to fight, I lead; go, give the Sign. 
With Indignation I am vex'd, and hate 

Soft Muſick that great Praiſe ſhou'd arrogate. 
Poets will ſay, tis true (they're given to lie) 
Willing their Miſtreſs ſo to gratifie. 
But Food, I fay it does, not Phyſick, prove 

To Madmen (witneſs, all that are in Love!) 
She to a ſhorr-liv'd Folly does ſupply, 

Conſtant Additions of new Vanity ; 

And here (to ſhew her Wit and Courage too) 
Flatters the Tyrant, whom ſhe ſhou'd ſubdue. 

It is the greateſt Part of the Diſcale, 

That ſhe does ſo immoderately pleaſe, 

Tis part of the Diſeaſe, that ſo they throw 

And toſs themſelves, which does for Phyſick go; 
This Plague it (elf is plagu'd ſo Night and Day 
That tir d with Labour it flies quite away. 

L allo lend an Hand to eaſe her Grief, 


when from her own Strength, Nature ſeeks Relief. 


Tis ſomething that I do; but truly I 
Think the Diſeaſe is its own Remedy. 


724 MINT. 
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MINT. 


Ake my Advice, Men! and no Riddles uſe; 

| Why wo'n't you rather to ſpeak plainly chooſe? 
It you're atiraid, your Secrets ſhou'd be told, 

Your Tongues you (that's the ſureſt way) may hold. 
Why thou'd we Senſe with barbarous Cruelty 

Pur to the Rack, to make it tell a lie: 

Of this juſt Reaſon 1 have to complain; 

Old dubious Saws long ſince my Fame do (tain. 
How many ill ConjeQtures grounded are 

On this, that I muſt ne'r be * ſer in War. 

The Reader of a Thing obſcure will be 

Inclin'd to carp, and to take Liberty. 

Hence one ſays, Mint, Mars does entirely hate, 

And Mint to Venus allo is ingrate. 

Mars loves as well to get as to deſtroy 

Mankind, the Booty of his fierce Employ. 

Aint from the Seed all ſeminal Virtue takes, 

And of brisk Men dull frigid Eunuchs makes. 

And then (to make the ſpreading Error creep 
Farther and farther till) they hear, | keep _ 
Their Milk from rhicknings; but how this I dg 

Vil tell you on theſe Terms alone, That you 

Shall me before reſolve how firſt you gain 

Notions of Things, then, how you them xctain. 
This I dare boldly ſay; The Fire of Love 
With genial Heat I gently do improve; 


Though 


* . Ariftctle gave the World à Rule, Neither eat Mint nor plant it in 
hne f Var; which being variouſly underſtood by his Followers; 
The ſaid Herb does in his Speech make out, that it can with no denie 
be interpreted to its Diſhonour, by telling her Vertues in chearing the 
Spirits aud exciting the Stomach, . 
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Though conſtantly the noble, humane Seed 
That ſacred Lamp with vital Oil does feed: 

For what to Venus er will faithful ſeem, 

If Heat it ſelf an Enemy you eſteem? 

Whether I know * her, Proſerpine can tell, 

I by my Puniſhment am clear'd too well. 

Beſides, nought more the Stomach reQifies, 

Ot ſtrengthens the digeſtive Faculties. 

Such, ſuch a Plant that feeds the amorous Flame, 
If Venus love not, ſhe is much to blame; 

And with Ingratitude the Seed I may | 
Charge, if to me great Thanks it do not pay. 


But other cauſes others have aſſign d, 


Who make the Reaſon, which they cannot find. 
They ſay, Wounds, if I touch them, bleed anew, 
And I wound Wounds themſelves; tis very true. 
For I a dry, aſtringent Pow retain, 

By which all Ulcers of their Gore I drain. 

| Bloody-fluxes ſtop, my Virtue's ſure 

The Wounds that Natures (elf has made to cure. 

On bites of Serpents and mad Dogs I ſeize 

And them (Wars hurts are ſlight) I heal with Eaſe. 
| ſcarce dare mention, that from Galling J, 

If in the Hand I'm born, preſerve the Thigh. 

D' ye laugh? laugh on, ſo I with Laughter may 
Requite the Scandals which on me you lay. 

Of which ſome I omit; and the true Cauſe 

Of all will tell (and then ſhe made a pauſe.) 
Though I abhor my Sorrows to recal 

(And here the Tears down her green Cheeks did fall) 
I did not always in your Gardens grow, 

But once a comely Virgin's Face cou'd ſhow. 


Black 


* Venus 


Minthe was a Nymph, one of Pluto's Haglots, w Proſerpine 
therefore chang'd into this Herb, Opp. Hal. 3. % whom | 


6 
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Black though I was (Cocytas was my Site) 
Vet Beauty had to kindle am'rous Fire. 
Leſt any one ſhould think this is a Lie, 
* Ovid will tell you fo, as well as I. 

My Father had a pleaſant, ſhady Grove, 
Where he perpetually to walk did love. 
There mournful Yew, and funeral Cypreſs grow, : 


Whoſe melancholy Greens no Winter know, 
Wich other Trees whoſe Looks their Sorrow ſhow.) 
Here Pluto ( Jove of the infernal Throne) | 
Saw me, as I was walking all alone. 
He ſaw me and was pleas d; for his Deſire 
At any Face, or white or black, takes fice, 
Ah! it you knew him but ſo well as I, 
He's an unſatiable Deity. 
He never ſtands a tender Maid to woe, 
But cruelly by Violence falls to. 
He caught me, though I fled till out of Breath 
I was; I thought he wou'd ha' been my Death. 
What cou'd I do? his Strength was far above 
Mine ; he, the Strength has of his Brother Jove. 
In ſhort, Me to a ſecret Cave he led, 
And there the Raviſher got my Maidenhead 3 
Bur in the mid(t of all his Wickedneſs, 
(Hoy it fell out the Poets don't expreſs. 
Nor can you think that I, poor Creature, well 
The Cauſe, at ſuch a time as that, cou'd tell) 
Lo! Proſerpine, his Wite came in, and found 
My wretched Limbs all proſtrare on the ground, 
She no Excuſe wou'd hear, nor me again 

Loet riſe; but ſaid, There fix d I ſhou'd remain. 


She 


* Ovid. Meta. lib. 10, 


* 
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She ſpake, and ſtraight my Body I perceiy'd, 
( Each Limb diſſolv d) of all its Strength bereav d. 
My Veins are all ſtraight rooted in the Earth 
(From whence my ruddy Stalk receives its Birth.) 
A bluſbing Crown of Flwoers adorn my Head, 
My Leaves are jagged, of a darkiſh red: 
And ſo a lovely Bed of Mint I make 
In the ſame poſture that ſhe did me take. 
Bur the infernal Raviſher my Fate 
('Twould move a Devil) did commiſerate 5 
And, his Reſpe& for what I was, to ſhow, 
Great Virtue on my Leaves he did beſtow. 
Rich Qualities to humble Me he gave, 
Ot which my fragrant Smell's the leaſt I have. 
All this the Ancients underſtood was true, 

And thence their great religious Caution grew. 
They thought me ſacred to th? infernal King, 
And that 'twas ominous for me to ſpring 
In Times of Death and Danger, nor wou'd let 
Me in the midſt of War and Blood be ſet. 
But they miſtaken were; for I take care 5 


That others be not caught in his ſtrong Snare, 
Nor paſs the Stygian Lake without gray Hair. 


MISSELTOE. 


Elcome, thrice welcome, ſacred Miffeltoe / 
The greateſt Gift, * Teutates does beſtow. 
With more Religion, Druid Prieſts invoke - 
Thee, than thy ſacred, ſturdy Sire, the Oak. 


Raiſe 


+ Toeutates and Heſu were the two greateſt Gods of the Gaul: 
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Raiſe holy Altars from the verdant Ground, 

And ſtrow your various Flowers all around: 
Next let the Prieſt, when to the * Gods h'as paid 
All due Devotion, and his Or'ſons made, 
Cloth'd all in wihte, by the Attendants be, 

With Hands and Necks rais d to the lacrcd Tree, 
Where that he may more freely it reccive, 

Let him firſt beg the Shrub's indulgent leave. 

And when h'as cut it with a golden Hook, 

Let the expecting Crowd, that upward look, 
Array'd in White, the falling Treaſure meet, 

And catch it in a pure, clean, ſnowy Sheet. 

Then let two ſpotleſs Bulls before him lie, | 
And with their grateful Blood the Altars die. (ſing, 
Which when you've done, then feaſt, and dance, and 
And let the Wood with their loud Voices ring. 
Such Honour had the Miſſeltoe; which Hate 

And Envy to it did in Gods create. 5 

Th' Egyptian Temples do not louder ſound, 
When there again th' adored Heifer's found. 

Nor did the feem leſs Majeſty to wear 

(If any Tree there Miſſeltoe did bear) 

When in Dodonas Grove upon an Oak 

She grew, that in its hollow Oracles ſpoke; 

For this one Plant the Antients, above all, 
Protectreſs of their Life did think and call: 

She only from the Earth Joaths to be born, 
And on the meaner ground to tread thinks ſcorn. 
Nor did ſhe from prolifick Matter come, | 
But like the World, from Nothing's fruitful Womb, 
Ochers are ſet and grow by human Care, | 
Her Leaves the Product of mere Nature are. 


: Hence 


+ Concerning theſe Ceremonies, ſee Plin, J. 16. 43, 
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Hence Serpents ſne of their black Stings diſarms, 
And baffles (Man's worſe Poiſon) Magick * Charms; 
Beſides all other kinds of Maladies 
(How numberleſs, alas!) that on us ſeize. 

Nor wonder, that all other Ills it beats, 

Since the + Herculean · Sickneſs it defeats. 

Than which none more Chimæra- like appears, 
One part o'nt's dead, the other raves and tears. 
This Monſter ſhe ſubdues; hence tcwas believ'd 
(And truly though 'twas falſe, it was recciv'd; 
On no bad grounds) that leſſer Monſters ſhe 
Cou'd make the Trophies of her Victory. 

The Antients thought fo in the Infancy | 
O'ch' World, they then knew nought of Fallacy. 
Nor was ſhe then thought only to defend 


And guard Life's Fort, but Life it ſelf to lend, 
Ev'n the Womb's fruitful Soil t improve and mend. 
For what Soil barren to that Plant can be, 

Which without Seed has its Nativity 2 

Or what to her cloſe ſhut and lock'd can ſeem, 
That makes th' obdurate Oaks hard Entrails teem? 
That from a Tree comes forth in Pangs and Pain, 
Like the Athexian Goddeſs from Jove's Brain. 
But if that's true, which antient Bards have writ, 
(For though they're antient I Bards, I queſtion it) 
I wonder not, that Miſſeltoe s ſo kind 

To us, fince her the Ties of Nature bind. 

For Men of old (if you'll believe twas ſo ) 

Born out of Oaks, were the firſt Miſſeltoe. 


CELANDINE. 


le averts Charms being tied to the Neck. Clu. 
+ The Falling-Sickneſs, - | Yg. Juve Statius. 
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CELANDINE. 


EE how the * yellow Gall the delug'd Eyes, 
And Saffron-Jaundice the whole Viſage dies. 
hat Colour, which on Gold we think ſo fair; 
Thar hue which moſt adorns the treſſed Hair: 
When, like a Tyrant, it unjuſtly gains 
Anothers Throne, and there uſurping reigns, 
It frighttul grows, and -far more Beauty lacks + 
Than, with their Saddle-Noſes, dusky Blacks. 
So (I ſuppoſe) to the Gods Eyes, the Soul 
Oth' Miſer looks; as yellow and as foul. 
For if with Gold alone the Soul's inflam d, 
It has th' Aurigo, from the Metal nam'd. 
This the Almighty Gods can only cure, | 
And Reaſon, more than Herbs, our Minds ſecure. 
Bur th' outward Jaundice does our Help implore 3 
When with Gall-Floods the Body's dy'd all ore. 
J cannot tell what others do; bur I E. 
Give to that Jaundice preſent Remedy; 
Nor do I raſhly undertake the Cure, 
I an Aſſiſtant have, that makes me ſure, 
Nature's own Patent gives me my Command, 
See, here's her own + Sign manual, here's her Hand. 
Through Leaves, and Stalk, and Roots themſelves 
it goes, | 102 
The yellow Blood through my whole Body flows. 
Whoever me diſſects, wou'd think, nay (wear, 


Oeeiflown with Gall I fick o th' Jaundice were. 


Mean 


* A Decoftion hereof with White-Wine md Anniſceds, is faid to 
be excellent againſt the Feundies. Matt hiolus ſays it will cure the ſame, 
being applied to the Soles of the Feet. t The Signature. 
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Mean time my Skin all o'er is freſh and green, 
And Colour good, as in an Herb you've ſeen. 


Upon the ſame. 


EN thouſand Bleſſings may the Gods beſtow 
Upon thee, tuneful * Swallow / and ne er ſhow, 
They bear the leaſt Reſentment of that Crime, 
Which thou haſt ſuffer'd for ſo long a time. 
For that the Ule of a choice Plant thou'ſt taught, 
Which ne'er before + blind Man had ſcen or ſought, 
Of thee large Rent now e'cry Houſe receives 
For th' Neſts which they to thee let under th' Eaves. 
The painted Springs whole train on rhee attend, 
Yer nought thou ſeeſt which thoucanſt more commend. 
For this it is that makes thee all things ſee, 
This Plant a ſpecial Favour has for thee. | 
When thou com'ſt, th others come; that won't ſuffices 
At thy return away This with thee flies. 
Vet we to it muſt more Engagements own; 
'Tis a ſmall thing to heal the Eyes alone; 
Ten thouſand Torments of our Life it cures, 
From which good Fortune you, bleſt Birds, ſecures; 
The || Gripes, by its Approach, it mitigates, 
And Tortures of an aching Tooth abates. 
The golden Jaundice quickly it defeats, 
And with gilt Arms at his own Weapons beats: 
Jaundice, which Morbus Regius they call | 
From a King, but fallly ;; tis ryrannical, 


Foul 


Alluding to the Fable of Philomel turn'd into a Swallow. 

+ The extraordinary Faculty of this Herb in healing the Eyes, 1s 
ſaid to have been found out by the Swallow, who cures its Young 
therewith, | Its other Visrnes. | 
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Foul Ulcers too that from the Body bud, 

This dries and drains of all their putrid Blood. 

A gaping wounds one Lip, like any Brother, 
Approaches nearer and ſalutes the other. 

Nor do thy Shankers now, foul Luſt! remain, 
But all thy ſnealing Scabs rub off again. 

The burning Cancer, and the Tetter, fly, 

Whilſt all hot, angry, red Biles ſink and dry. 
Diſeaſes Paint wears off, and places, where 

The Sun once printed Kiſſes, diſappear. 

Purg'd of all Blemiſhes, the ſmiling Face 

Is cleaner far, and ſmoother than its Glaſs. 

Kind Friend to th' Eyes! who gives not only Sight, 
But with it alſo Objects that delight. 
She may be ſeen, as well as come to ſee, 
Whatever Woman's doubly bleſt by thee : 
The gaudy Spring by thy Approach is known, 
And blooming Beauties thy arrival own. 


ROCKET 


OU] who in ſacred * Wedlock coupled are, 
(Where all Joys lawful, all Joys ſeemly ate) 
Ben't ſhie to eat of my Leaves heartily, 
They do not Hunger only ſatisfie. 
They'll be a Banquet to you all the Night, 
On them the Body chews with freſh delight. 
But you, chaſt Lads, and Girls, that lie alone, 
And none of Love's Enjoyments yet have known, 


Take 


® Rocket, is hot and dry in the third Degree, of a contrary: Ne. 


furs to Line, 3 Friend to /enue and her 
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Take care, and ſtand aloof, if you ate wiſe; | 

Touch not this Plant, Venus her Sacrifice 3 

I bring a Poiſon for your Modeſties. 

In my Grafs, like a Snake, blind Cupid lies, 

And with my Juice his deadly Weapons dies. 

The God of Gardens no Herb values more, 

Or courts, preſents, or does himſelf devour: 

This is the reaſon, hot Priapus/ why 

(As I ſuppoſe) you itch fo conſtantly ;; 

And that your Arms ſtill ready are to do 

The wicked Buſineſs that you put em to. 

Let him who Love wou'd ſhun, from me remove, 
„ Says“ Naſo, that Hippocrates in Love. | 

Vet to his Table 1 was duly ſerv'd. 

Who me, choice Dainty, to himſelf referv'd. 

Prove that from Love he ever would. be free, 

More chaſt than Lettuce Ill conſent to be. 

The Praiſe of Chaſtity let others keep, 

And gratific the widow'd Bed with Sleep. 

Action's my Task, bold Lovers to engage, 

And to precipitate the ſportive Rage. 

Frankly 1 own my Nature, I delight 

In Love unmix'd and reſtleſs Appetite. 
;) From curing Maladics I ſeek no Fame, "* 
(Though ev'n for that I might put in my 4 Claim) 
Fuel I bring, that Pleaſure may not ceaſe : | 
Take that from Life, and Lite is a Diſeaſe. 
If thus you like me, make me your Repaſt, 
| wou'd not gratiſie a Stoick's Taſt. 
If Morals groſs and crude be your delight, 
Marſh: Weeds can beſt oblige your Appetite. 


U Go . 


ei at 


wo * Ovid. de Rem. Amer. lib. 2. 
50 + Its Medicinal Virtues, ſee Plin. lib. 20. 14 
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Go from my Book, foul Bawd of Pleaſure, go. 
(For what have l, lewd Bawd, with thee to do?) 
From theſe chaſt Herbs and their chaft Poet flee, 

Us thou offend'{t and ware aſham'd of thee, 
With ſuch a Proſtitute to come in view, Re) 
Chaſt Matrons think a Sin and Scandal too 2 
Bluſhes pale Water. Lilies Cheeks o'er-fpread, 

To be with thee in the ſame Volume read. 

Who ſtill the fad Remembrance does retain, © * 
How, whena * Nymph, in thee {he gorg'd her Bane. 
That very Night t' Alciaes Arms betray, 
Through thy deceitful Force, the yielding Maid. 
While I but mention thee (who would believe?) 
And but thy Image in my Thoughts conceive; 
Through all my Bones I felt thy Lightning move, 
The lure fore- runner of approaching Love. 
Wirth this, of old, he usd d' attack my Senſe, _ 
Before the dreadful Fight he did commencde. 
But Love and Luſt I now alike. deteſ t. 
My Muſe and Mind with noblet Themes poſſel \ 
Laſcivious Plant, ſome other Poet find, 

For Ovid's or Catullus Verſe deſign'd- 
For thou in mine ſhalt have no place at all. 
Or in the Lilt of pors'nous Herbs ſhalr:fall; #70 
The Flames ot Luſt of Fewel have no:nced, - 
His Appetite without thy Sawce can feed. 

Love, in our very Diet, finds his way, ; 22464 
And makes the Guards, that ſhould defend, betray 
Our other Ill; permit our Herbs to cure 0 
Venus, who plague enough in thee endure. - 
Thoſe Plants which Nature made of Sex devoid, 
Improperly are in thy Work cmploy'd. 


1 * 
jm , 4 — 
39 


+ See Water - Lil. 
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Yet Yenas too, much skill'd in impious Arts, 
Theſe foreign Aids to her own uſe converts. 
Who'dthink green Plants, with conſtant Dew ſupply d, 
(Life's Friends deſign'd) ſuch mortal Flame ſhou d hide? 
What wonder therefore, if when Monarchs teaſt, 
Luſt is of Luxury the;conſtanc Gueſt z ' 
When * He, who with the Herd on Herbage fed, 
Cou'd find her lurking in the verdant Bed. 


# 4 , 
'; A S, 


* Pythager 4s. 


— — — 2 


oof 


The End of che Firſt Book: 


FL 


By f thy kind Aid, poor, tender Babes are born: 
-. Thou eaſeſt Women, when their Labour's hard, 


28 the Sun, Jam; and Mens, in ſhe is the Governeſs of Womens mea 


«a 


| 
1 


"AI7BELE's * Holy Myſteries now begin; 

Hence all you Males ; for you it is a Sin 
One Moment in this hallow'd Place to ſtay, 

— Lou jibing Malcs, who no Devotion pay. 

Into the Female Secrets do not pry, 

Or them at leaſt pretend you don't deſcry. 

"Tis rude that Sex t' inſpect too narrowly, 

Whoſe Out- ſide with ſuch Beauties treats the Eye. 

Auſpicious Glory of th' enlighten'd Sky, 

More ſacred than thy Brothers Deity, - 

With thy whole Horns, kind Luna! favour me, 

And ler thy creſcent Face look luckily. 

Thee many Names and Offices adorn, 


And the Womb's vital Gates, you, Jana, guard. 
The menſtruous Courſes you bring down, and them, 
hanging convert into a. milky Stream. 


* 
| 


Women, 


\ 


— 2 


T Rook treating only of Female Plants, is dedicated to Cybelt, 


at whoſe Myſteries no Man ought to be preſent. 
+ The Moon is call'd Lucina, the Goddeſs of Midwifery ; and Fans, 


ſt. uons Courſes. 


— 
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Women, unconſtant as the Sea, you bind 
To Rules; both flow according to thy Mind. 
Oh! may the Rivulets of my Fancy glide 
By the ſame ſecret Force, which move the Tide. 
Be thou the Midwife to my teeming Brain, 
And let it fruitful be as free from Pain. 
It was the time, when April decks the Year, 
And the glad Fields in pompous Garbs appear. 
That the recruited Plants now leave their Beds, 
And at the Sun's Command, dare ſhew their Heads. 
How pleas'd they are the Heav'ns again to ſee! 
And that from Winter's Fetters they are free 
The World around, and Siſters whom they love, 
They view; ſuch Objects ſure their Smiles muſt move. 
Straight their great Work the diligent Nation ply, 
And Bus neſs mind amidſt their Luxury. | 
Each one contends with all her Might and Main, 
Each Day an higher verdant Crown to gain. 
Each one does Leaves with beauteous Flow'rs, pro- 
And haſtens to be fit for human Uſe. © (duce, | 
Equipp'd, they make no ſtay, bur one and all, 
Intent upon th Affair, a Council call. 
Each Tribe (for there are many) as of old 
Their Cuſtom was, a ſeparate Council hold. 
They're near a thouſand Tribes; their Minutes well 
An hundred Clerk-like Tongues can ſcarcely tell. 
Nor cou'd I know them ( for they don't reyeal 
Their ſacred Acts, bur cautiouſly conceal ) | 
Had not my Laurel told me (whoſe Tribes Name 
* The Females ſtil'd ) which ſummon'd thicher came. 
The Secrets of the Houſe ſhe open laid, _ 
Telling how each Herb ſpoke, and what it ſaid. 


V 3 Sex 


2 
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Ye gentle, Florid part of human Kind, | 
(To you and not to Men, | ſpeak) pray mind 
My Words, and them moſt ſtedfaſtly believe, 
Which from rhe Delphick Laurel you receive. (bright, 
Iwas Mid-night-(whilit the Moon, ac Full, ſhone 
And her Cheeks ſeem'd to {well with moiſten d Light) 
When on their looſen d Roots the Plants, that grow 
In th' Oxferd Gardens, did to Council go; 
And ſuch, I mean, as ſuccour Womens FPainsz _ 
Orpheus, you'd think, had mov d them by his: Wwains. 
They met upon a Bed, neat, ſmooth and round, 
And ſoftly ſate in Order on the Ground. 
Aagmort ſirſt took her Place (at that time She 
The Preſident of the Council chanc'd to be.) 
Birthwort, her Predeceſſor in the Chair, 
Next ſate, whoſe Virtues breeding Wonen ſhare. 
Then Baum, with Smiles and Pleaſure in her Fac 
Without regard to Dignity, took place. | 
Tyme, Sav'ty, Wormwood, which looks ruggedly, 
Sparagus, Sothernwoad, both He ande She, 
And * Crocus too, glad (till ſoft Maids to chear, 
Once a ſad Lover, merry does appear. 
And thou. Amaracus, who a trifling III 
Didit mourn, when thou the fragrant Box didſt (pill 
Ot Ointment, in this Place now far more ſwW et 
Than the Occaſion of thy Death. doſt mect. 
There Lilies with red Peonics find a Room, 03 1 
And purple Violets che Place perſumne. 
Yea, noiſome * Devil e turd, becauſe the en b 
Her worth, into chat ſweet ee ol | 1 
c 
t Lavender- 60 otton. 


i. e. Saen; Crotus was 2 boy that died for Love and was turnd 
into Saffron. 


The Name of a Boy that ſhile a Box of ſweet Ointment, and was 


turn'd into Sweet. Mar joram. 
7 If a Dog taſtes it, he'll run mad. Plin. 
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The milky Lettuce too does thither move, 
And Water-Lily, though a Foc to Love. 

Sweet Ladies glove, with ſtinking: Hore hound come, 
And kind Germander which relieves the Womb. 
Pole) and Calamint, which on Mountains dwell. 
But againſt Froſt and Snow are guarded well. 
Next vital Sage, well join d with wholſom Rue, 

And Floner-de. Luce, nam d from its ſpendid hue. 
Then Hart- mort (much more grateful to the Deer 
Than Dittany) with Wild. Carrots, enters there. 
Conſound and I lantain; frugal Herbs are they, 
Who all things keep ſafe under Lock and Key. 

And Maſter-wort, whole Name Dominion wears, 
With her, who an + Angelick Ticle bears. 
Lavender, Corn. roſe, Penm. royal (ate, 

And that which Carts || eſteem fo delicate. 

After a while, ſlow-pac'd, with much ado, 
Ground-pine, with her ſhort Legs, crept thither too. 
Behind the reſt, Camomile cou d not {tay, _ - 
Through Stones and craggy Rocks ſhe cut her way. 
From Spaniſh Woods the wholſom * Vett ny came, 
The only Glory of the Vettons Name. 

Minerva's Plant did likewiſe thither hie, 

And was Companion to Mercury. 1 

There Scarlet Madder too, a place did find, 
Drawing a Train of its long Root behind. 

Thither at laſt roo, Dzttany did repair, 

Half. ſtarv d, and griev d to leave the Cretan Air. 
Witch her the bold, ſtrong Sow-bread came along. 
And Hundreds more (in ſhort) to them did throng. 


V4 Many 


They ate binding. + Angelica, | Cat-Mint. 
* Betony, call'd Vesonica from a People of Spain that found it out, and 
ae memorable only upon that ſcore. | 
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Many beſides from th' Indies crols d the Main, 
Plants, that of our chill Clime did much complain. 
But Oxford's Fame, through both the Indies told, 
Eas'd all their Cares, and warm'd the nipping Cold : 
The Pigmy and Gigantick Sons o'th' Wood 
Betwixt all theſe in equal Spaces ſtovd ; 
Spreading their verdant Gloties round above, 
Which did delight and admiration move. 

The ſcarlet Oak, that Worms for Fruit brings forth, 
Which the Heſprrian Fruit exceed in Worth, 

Was there, good Womens Maladies to cafe, 

And Sprains, which we as truly call, Diſeaſc. 

Her treacherouſly the Ivy does embrace, 

And kills the Tree with Kindneſs in her Face. 
Hardly, in nobler Scarlet clad, the Roſe, 

The Envy of thoſe ſtately Berries grows. 

Near which the Birch her rigid Atms extends, 

And Sivint which kind Sinners much befriends. 
Next them the Beech with Limbs fo ſtrong and large, 
With the Byſh purchas d ar ſo ſmall a Charge. 

Nor did the golden ,2%nce her ſelf conceal, 
Or * Myrrh, whofe Wounds diſtemper'd Mortals heal 
Laſtly (ye Plants, whom ] forget to name 5 


Excuſe me) Juniper too thither came, 

And Laurel, ſacred to the Sons of Fame. 

Such reverend Heads did the green Senate fill; 

The Night was calm, all Things were huſh'd and ſtill; 
Each Plant, with liſtening Leaves ſtood mute to hear 
1 heir Pres dent ſpeak, and theſe her Dictates were. 


ni cut, that the Gum may flow forth. 


MUGWORT , 
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MU GW0RT [the Preſident, begins.) 


Frer long Cold, grave Matrons! in this Place, 
Forth Good of ours ( hope) and human Race, 
This ſacred Garden, we, whilſt others ſleep, 


Bleſt Aprils ſacred Nights come here to keep. 


Our Thanks to Thee, great Father, Sun! we * 


And to thee, Luna! for thy nurſing Ray; 
Who the bright Witneſs art of what we ſay. 
But the ſhort Moments of our Li 
(Who ferter'd at Day-break again mult lie ) 
Let us improve, and our Affairs attend, 
Nor feſtal Hours, like idle Mortals, ſpend. 
'Tis fit ar this time we ſhou'd truly live, 
When Winters us of half our Life deprive, | 
Come then, from uſeful Pains make no Delay, | 
Winter will give you roo much time to py: 

„ | How many Foes Jove has to you aſſign d. 
And what a Task you in the Conqueſt find. 
By numerous and great Fatigues yon ve try d, ; 

And to th' oppreſt kind Aid have oft ſupply'd. 

) | You're generous, noble, Female Plants, nor ought 

The Glory of your Sex, cheap to be bought, 

The ſelf. ſame Battels you muſt wage again, 

Which will as long as teeming Wombs remain. 

; But that to War you may ſecurer go 

ir | Tis fit the Foes and your own Strength you know. 
Call the bright Moon to witneſs what you ſay, 
Whilſt each ſuch Tributes to their Country pay. 
Let each one willingly both teach and learn, 
Nor let that move their Envy or their Scorn. 
And firſt (I think) upon the menſtruous Source, 

7 My conſtant Task, tis fit we ſhou'd diſcourſe. 


1 


From 


—_ 


— 


298 of P. I. 4 NT S. Book, Uh 


From what orig'nal Spring that Nas goes, 

Or by whar luflux: it ſo oft au | Ar 
What will reſtrain, and what drive on the Tide, | 
And what Goods or what Miſchiefs,in it A 
See you its ſecret Myſteries diſcloſe, 

A thing ſo weighty tis no Shame t expoſe. 

She ſpake, the reit began, and hotly all 

0 As Scholars uſe) upon the Buſineſs fall, 


E NNT- KO T4 L. 


Irſt Penny royal, to advance her Fame 
(And from her Mouth a grateſul Odour came 0 
Tells em, they ſay, bow many Ils that Source | 
Threatens, whene'r it ſtops its purple Courſe. 
That foggy Dulneſs in the Limbs attends, 
And — its own Weight the Body bends 
Things ner ſo Pleaſant once, now will not pleaſe, 
And Lite it ſelf becomes a mere Diſeaſe. 
Ulcers and Inflammations too it breeds, 
And dreadful, bloody, Vomiting ſucceeds. 
The Womb now labouring ſeems to ſtrive for Breath 
And the Soul ſtruggles with a ſhort-liv'd Death. 
The Lungs oppreſt hard Reſpiration make, 
And breathleis Coughs ſoon all the Fabrick ſhake. 
Yea the proud Fon: the Capitol, in time, 
And all the Minds well-guarded Towers climb. 
Hence watchful Nights, but frightful Dreams proceed, 
And Minds that ſuffer True, falſe Evils breed. 
Dropſie at laſt the wearied Life o rflows, 
Which floating from its ſhipwreck d Velſel goes. 
How oft, alas! poor, tender, blooming Maids 
(Before Loye's Pow r their Kinder Hearts invades) 


Docs 
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Does this ſad Malady with Clouds o xcaſt, 
Which all the longing Lovers Paſſion blaſt: 
The Face looks green, the ruddy Lips grow pale, 
Like Roles tinctut'd by a ſulph'rous Gale. 

To Aſhes, Coals, and Lime their Appetite s 
(A loathom Treat) their Stomach does invite. 
But tis a Sin to ſay, the Ladies cat 

Such things; thoſe are the vile Diſtempers Meat. 
Thus Penny-royal ſpake (more paſſionate 

In Words, than human Voice can er relate) 

At which, they ſay, the whole Aſſembly mov d, 
Wept o'r the loſs of Beauty, once belov'd. 

So that good Company, when Day returns. 

The ſetting of the Moon, their Miſtreſs, mourns. 
She told the Means too; by what ſecret Aid 

That conquering Ill did all the Limbs invade. 
Through the Wombs Arteries, ſaid ſhe, it goes, 
And unto all the noted Paſſes flows. 

(Whether the Wombs magnetick Pow'r's the Cauſe, 
As the whole Body's Floods the Kidney draws; 

Or that the Moon, the Queen of fluid Things 
Directs and rules that, like the Oceans ſprings. ) 
But if the Gates it finds ſo fortified, 

That the due Current that way be deny'd; 

It rages and it ſwells; the groſs Part ſtays, 

And in the neighbouring Parts dire revels plays: 
Whilſt the more liquid Parts does upward rite, 

And into Veins of purer Nature flies. 

It taints the roſie Channels, as it goes, 

And all the Soil's corrupted, where it flows. 
The bane its Journey through the * Cava tꝭ kes, 
And fierce Attacks upon the Liver makes, 


And 


* Vena cava, a large place. 


- 
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And Heart, whoſe right-ſide Avenue ic commands, 

Whilſt That for fear amaz'd and trembling ſtands. 

Bur the left Region ſo well-guarded ſeems, 

That in her Walls ſafe ſhe her ſelf eſteems. 

Nor ſtops it there, but on the Lungs does ſeize, 

Wnere drawing Breath it (elf grows a Diſeaſe. 

Thence through a ſmall Propontis carried down, 

It makes the Port and takes the left-ſide Town. 

What will ſuffice that covetous Diſeaſe, 

Which all the Hearts vaſt Treaſures cannot pleaſe: 

But Avarice till craves for more and more, 

And if it all Things don't enjoy, is poor. 

Th' Aorta its wild Legions next engage, 

Bleſs me! how uncontroul'd in that 

The diſtant Head and Heel no Safety knows, 

Through ev ry part th' unbounded Victor flows. 

But as the Blood through all the Body's us d 

To run, this Plague through all the Blood's diffus'd. 
They all agreed; for none of them &'er doubt, 

How Life in Purple Circles wheels about 

That Plant they d hiſs out of their Company, 

Which Harvey's Citculation ſhou d deny. 


DITTANI. | 


[ttany, though cold Winds her Lips did cloſe, 

Pur on her Winter-pown and up ſhe roſe. Þ| | 

For what can hinder Grecian Plants to be 
Rhetorical, when they occaſion ſee ? 
For Penny-royal, painting that Diſeaſe, ] 
Her nice, and quainter Fancy did not pleaſe. 
] 

l 


She ſpake to what the other did omit, 
And pleas d her ſelf with her own prating Wit. 


it 
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ll this dire Poiſons force their duller Eyes 

Can't ſee, whilſt in the Body warm it lies, 

Think with your ſelves i it offends the Senſe, 

When all — (nay dead) if driven thence. 

Let Dogs or Men by chance but taſte of it 

(But on Dogs rather let ſuch Miſchiefs light.) 

Madneſs the tainted Soul invades within, | 

ane 3 rough · caſts the . 

W uite raving appear, 

And thirſt bit for 1 — the Water fear. 

It ſtabs an half · Man by abortive Birth, 

And from the Womb (Oh! horrid) drags it parks. 
Now fanſie Children born of ſuch baſe blood, 
Which gives the Embryo Poiſon ſtead of food. 
Nor is this all ; for Corn and Vines too know 
Its baneful Force, by which Fields barren grow. 
A Tree, once us d to bear, its Fruit denies; 

If young it it fades, and, if new-born, it dies. 
Witneſs the Ivies (tis no Shame) to you 

What good does their medicinal Virtue do? 
Thee alſo, Rue! who all Things do'ſt o rcome, 
From this ſtrong Venom muſt receive thy Doom. 
Plants dry and yellow, as in Autumn, grow, 
And as * they had the Jaundice, ſhow. 

; | Offended Bees with one ſmall touch it drives _ _ | 

(Though murm ring to be exil d) from their Hives 

The — OS — — T 

And ſweet Abodes, which they muſt fee no more. 

Nor do ſtrang Vats their Wines within defend, 

Which in their very Youth draw to their end. 

But I name Things of little Eminence; 

The warlike Sword it {elf makes no Defence; 


t 


f mw | And 
tren, the Gum of which is call'd A fetide. 
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* 


— 


4 f PLANTS. Book k 


And Metals, which ſo oft have won the Field, 

To this effeminate Diſtemper yield. ' / i 
For frequent Blood- ſhed, Blood now . 
And mortal Wounds ev'n in the Weapons makes. 
Beauty, the Thing, for which we Women loye, 
Th Sell keen Swords does often prove; 

Let then the Female. Plague thoſe Swords ebase 
Yea, even the Mem'ty of what's ſo ingrate. © 
Maids with proud Thoughts, alas! themſelves deceive, 
Whilſt each herſelf a Goddeſs does believe: 
Like Tyrants they miſuſe the Pow:r they — 

And make their very Worſhiper their Slave. 
Bur if they truly would conſider Things. 
And think what Filth each Month returning brings. 
If they their cheating Glaſſes then wou d mind, 


T_T TT ES —— — 


(Which now they think ſo faithful and ſo 1 
How beautiful they are they needs mult find. 
The ſmooth Corrupter of their Looks they int, 7 i 
Which long and certain Signs at that time — 
Each Maid in that ſtill ſuffers the Diſgrace 
Of being Pois ner to her own ſweet Face. 
What an unnatural Diſtemper's this, 21113 01] 
Which ev'nto their own Shadows mortal i- 
Ihus ſhe; and as much more ſhe was about 
To ſay, the whole Aſſembly gave a Shout! ο f 


Through all che Boughs and all che Leaves around 
There went an angry, loud and murm «rye 


For they of Womens Honour render are, bus 
Though ſhe theteof had ſeem d to rak&no-Care. 39! 
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PLANTAIN, or W 47-BRED. 


Ext * Way-byed roſe, propt by her ſeven Nerves, 
N ho th' Honour of a noble Houſe rreſeryes: 
Her Nature is aſtringent, which gteat Hate 
Of her among Blood-letters does create. 
Bur her no Quarrels more than Words engage, 
Nor docs ſhe ever, kke mad Mortals rage. 

I envy, not the raiſes, which to you, | 

Ye num'rous Race of Leachy kind, are due. 

The purple Iyrant wilely /yqu-expel, 

And benihins ſuch murdering Blogd, do well, 
Proudly he Oct che vital Spirits reigns, of 
: And cruelly intulrs in all the Meins. 


Arms he of dreadful Poiſon beats about, 
And leads of Maladies a mighty Rout. -.; vi nt” 
But why ſhou's you {vch vain; Agdicions make, 3 
And ls already, Great for greater take? 
Whilſt you ſo tragically paingthe Core 
More dreadful, but lets credible they grow. 10 
He leſſens that wau d raiſe an Hero's fam | - 
By Lies; falle, Praiſes cloud a. glorious Name. 
One Geryon ſlew, (a mighty Feat and He 

Three Bodies had, in this | can't agree. 

Vou any Monſter eaſily {ubdue;. . 7 
Bur [ ſcaree think ſuch monſtrous lies are true. 5 
N Greet Poets, irt #y, you who oft have read, 
I Keep +: their Art of lying, though 26 re dead. A 


: - "IF $4+<7 * N * ; 3 ei: 28 | bat 
1 = "Bur 
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, The many Vntues of Plaintain are do be tead in Pliny and Fernelius, 


The old Phyſician e wrote a whole Yohune Mgr them, 
t See Ditsany. | 


% 


Bur * what their Country-men once ſaid of you 
Pray mind it, for | fear tis very true. 

Let that which + blaſts the Corn a Goddeſs be, 

I cannot think her Courſes e er cou'd be 1 
So hurtful to the Grain. And then, I'm ſure, 

A Vat of luſty Wine is more Secure 

From Danger, where a thouſand Damſels fir, 

Than if one drunken Beldam come at it. 


None, 'cauſe a Taſte of that rank Blood they've had, 


But for the Place, from whence it comes, run mad. 
Madneſs of Dogs moſt certainly it cures, 

As thy own Author Pliny us aſſures. 

Whether by Womens touch the Bee's annoy'd 

I cannot tell; but Maids ſhou d Bees avoid. 
Rue ought to let the fatal Blood remain 5 


Within its Veſſel, and ne er foree the Vein, 

If for her Pains nought but her Deach ſhe gain. 
Thou, Ivy, too more careful oughiſt to be 
Both of thy ſelf and thy great Deity. 
But when ſhe fays, Swords Edges it rebates, 

I cou'd rejoyce, methinks, and bleſs the Fates, 
If that be all the Miſchief it creates. ) 
I only wiſh a Beauty might remain 

Perfect, till that the Looking-glaſs wou d ſtain. 

But I waſte time By this ſufficiently 5 


Theſe Grecian Wonders are o erthrown, that 1 
No Woman ſee of this dread Poiſon die. 6 
Ar which the Bramble roſe ( whoſe fluent Tongue 
With thorny Sharpneſs arm'd is nearly hung) 
And faid, all have the Gift, to be, | 
As much as theſe from their own Venom free ; 


3 Epimexides Ceetenſs dal. the Crans were alwoys Lists. 
= + OO FTI} 
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Not wou d the Baflisk, whoſe baneful Eye 

All other kills, by his own Image die. 

This mov'd em, and they quaver d with a Smile, 

Some Wind you wou'd ha' thought, paſs'd by the while. 

For by that Cynick Shrub great Freedom's ſhown, 

Which he by conſtent uſe has made his own. 
Way-bred at this took pet, diſpleas d, that ſhe 

By ſuch an one ſhou'd interrupted be, 

And fate her down; when ſtraight before em all 

Theſe Words the Roſe from her fair Lips let fall; 

Whilſt modeſt Bluſhes beautify'd her Face, 

Like thoſe in Spring, that blooming Flowers grace. 


The ROSE. i. 


V Ok Cretan Dittany, who ſuch Poiſons mix 

(For on my Kinſman ild- Roſe I' not fix) 
With Womens Blood; ſee what a ſprightly Grace, 
And ardent Scarlet decks their lovely Face. 

No Flower, no not Hora ſelf to Sight ' 


wy TE 


Or Touch than them appears more ſoft and white. 
Bur at the ſame time alſo take a view _ | 
Of Man's rough, prickly Limbs and ruſty Hue. 
You'll ſay with Butchers-broom, ſweet Violets grow, 
And mourn that Lilies ſhou'd with Brambles go. 
hen ler their Eyes and Reaſon teſtifie,  * 
Fherher pure Veins their purer Limbs ſupply. 
ou cannot ſay that Dying-Var is bad, 
rom whence a florid Colour may be had. 
ur this you'll ſay, committed ſome Offence, 
Or the juſt Moon had never driv'n it thence.” 
No, you're miſtaken, it has done no Wrong, 
ut all che Faults lies in its copious Throng: 


* 1 
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It's therefore from the reſt; by the great Law 

Of publick Safery, order'd to withdraw. 

So, if a Nation to ſuch Numbers riſe, 

Thar them their native Country cant ſuffice ; 

To ſeek new Lands ſome part of them are ſent, 

And ſuffer, fot᷑ their Country, Baniſhmenr. 

Bur why does Woman-kind ſo much abound ; 

Oh ! think not Nature cer was laviſh found. 

Nor does ſhe lay up Riches to the end 

(Like Prodigals ) the more may have to ſpend. 

' Whate'er ſhe does is good; What then remains? 

No room for Doubt, the thing it ſelf explains. | 

This bloody Vintage, ſee, laſts all the Year, | 

And the freſh Chyle duly does Life repair. 

The Preſſes ſtill with Juice ſwell to the Brink, 
] 


Of which their Fill, the hot Male-Bodies drink. 
But temperate Women ſeem to kiſs the Cup, 
Nor does their Heat ſuck all the Liquor. up. [ 
A vital Treaſure for great Uſes, She © ( 
Lays up, leſt Nature ſhou'd a Bankrupt be. 4 
Leſt both the Parents ſhares of mingled Love / 
Foo little to beget a Child ſhou'd prove ; d 
Unleſs the Mother ſome Addition made, Y 
To perfect the Deſign they both had laid. 1 
One part on't's red, the other white as Snow, V 
And both from Springs of the ſame Colour flow; B 
One Wood, you'd think, and t other Stones did yieli S 
Whilſt out of both a living Houſe they build. 
The former, of ſuch poiſoning Arts accus d, 


In which you fanfie, Venom is inſus d; 7 
(perhaps with this the fatal Robe was dy d. A 
Which Hercules had ſent him from his Bride) II 
The render = re" ee Body does compoſe, 1 


And for ten Months to kind Nutrition goes. 


. 
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Nor is this all, but on the Mother's Breaſt 

Again it meets the little Infant Gueſt. 

Then chang'd it comes both in its Hue and Courſe, 
Like Arethuſa through a ſecret Source. 

Then from the Paps it flows in double Tides, 

Far whiter than the Banks in which it glides. 

The golden Ape, of old, ſuch Rivers drank, 

That ſprang from Dugs of e ery happy Bank. 

The Candor and Simplicity of Men, 
Deſerv'd the milky Food of th Infants then. 
How Juſt and Prudent is Dame Nature's Care 
Who for each Age does proper Food prepare. 

Before the Liver's form'd, the Mother's Blood, 
Supplies the Babe with neceſlary Food. 


And when to work the Novice Heat firſt goes 


In its new Shop, and ſcarce its bus neſs knows, 

Its firſt Imployment is in Scarlet - grain 

(A childiſh Task for Learners) Milk to ſtain. 

At laſt in e ry kind its Skill it tries, 

And ſpends it ſelf in Curioſities. 

Now ſay, it Venom in the Members breeds, 
With which her Child the careful Mother feeds. 
Their Bane to Infants cruel Step-dames give, 

Whilſt Mothers ſuck from better Springs derive. 

But how, you'll ſay, does that which Infants love 
So prejudicial to their Mothers prove? 

Tis lively whilſt ich native Womb it lies, 

But by the Veins flung out, decays and dies. be 
Then ſhipwrack'd on che neighbouring Shore it lies, 
And gaſping Wiſhes for its Obſequies. 
This being deny d, new Strength it does recover, 
And flies in Vapours all the Body over. x 
But what firſt taſte Fruits from the Tree receive, 


| Nd When rotten, they no natural Sign can give. 
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So in pure Seed the Life's white Manſion ſtands, 
But ſurly Death corrupted Seed commands. 

Of Life Death's no good Witneſs; do not think 
A living Man can like a Carcaſs ſtink. 

But you a running Stream (that duly flows, 

And no Corruption by long-ſtanding knows ) 
Io be as hurrful in their Nature, hold, | 

As if from {ome corrupted Springs they roul'd. 
But now do you go on (for much you know, 
Part falſe, I think, part very true) and ſhew: 

If any hurtful Seeds you can deſcry 

In human Bodies ( where they often lie ) 

How quickly Natures Orders they obey, 

When to the Blood rhe Flood-gates once give way. 
The Courſes this, perhaps, may putrifie, 

"Tis dangerous to keep bad Company. 

Is this the Bloods Fault? I'm no Witch, I hope, 
Though wirh my Juice a Man ſhou d Poiſon rope. 
She ſpake, and with Ambroſial Odours clos'd 
Her Speech, which many there, they ſay, oppos d. 
At laſt the Laurels Thoughts they all deſir'd, 
Th' Oracular Laurels Words they all admir'd. 


LAUREL. 


Hat Fate which frequently attends on all 

| Great Men, does Thee, egregious Blood, befa 
Some Praiſe what others too much Diſapprove, 
Exceſſive in their Hatred as their Love. 
This Man in Prejudice, that in Favour lies, 
Whilſtro their Ears a vagious Rumour flies. 
Hear Dittany; ſhe ſays, each Woman's known 
The Moon to bring each Month with Poiſons dow! 
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In mingled Flames they * begin to move. 
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Nor need we mingle Herbs, or Charms, each one 
Medea proves in her own Blood alone. | 
Yet the fair Roſe, if all be true ſn as ſaid, 
Each Woman has in that a Goddeſs made. 
From thence, ſhe ſays, Life ſpins its purple Thred, 
And tells you how the half form'd Embryo's fed. 
But it my Dear Apollo bent unkind, 

Nor | in vain his ſacred Temples bind, 

Such Blood nor Form, nor Nouriſhment ſupplies, 
And ſo that Triumphs in falſe Victorics. 

The many Reaſons, here I need not tell! 
Which me induce; this one will ſerve as well: 
Woman's the only Animal we know, 

Whoſe Veins with ſuch immoderate Dourſes flow. 
Yer every Beaſt produces Young, we ſee, 

And out-does kind in fertility. 

How many do Mill Mice at one Time breed! 
Scorning the Product of the Trojan Steed. 

With what a Bulk does your vaſt El phant come! 
She ſeems to have a Caſtle in her Womb. | 
Thy Circuits, Luna, Conies almoſt tell. 

By kindling, near like thee their Bellies ſwell. 
And yet their young no Bank of Blood maintains, 
Or Nouriſhment that flows from gaping Veins: 
For when ith! amorous War a couple vies 

A living Spark from the Males Body flies, 

Which the Wombs thirſty Jaws, when they begin 
To feel and taſte, — ſuck in: | 
Into receſſes which ſo turn and wind, | 

That them Diſſecters Eyes can hardly find. 

In the ſame Chambers part o'th' Female Life 
Keeps; a brisk Virgin, fit to make a Wife. 

Them Venus joins, and with connubial Love 


There 
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There Redneſs caus d by Motion you may ſee, 
And Blood, the Sign of loſt Virginity. 
Of their Invention, Blood, they're mighty glad ; 
And to Inventions caſie tis to add. 
The ſmalleſt Spark tis eaſie to augment 
If you can get it proper Nutriment. 
You need not introduce new Flames beſides, 
Th' Elixir by this Touch, rich Store provides. 
All Fires, (provide them Fuel ) think it ſhame 
To yield to Yeſfts's never dying Flame. 
Thus the firſt generous Drop of Blood is bred, 
Which proudly ſcorns hereafter to be fed. 
With the Seeds native white at firſt tis fill'd, 
And takes delight with its own Stock to build: 
But when that fails, then Life grows burthenſome, 
And Aid it wiſely borrows from ghe Womb. 
Herſelf the Stuff ſhe borrows puriMs, 
And of a roſie, ſcarlet Colour dyes. 
From whom the Wombs full paps with thirſty Lips, 
Into its veiny Mouth's it daily fi i 
Look, where a Child's new · born, how ſoon it goes, 
And that Food ſwallows, which of old it knows. 
Kindly it plays and ſmiles upon the Breaſt, 
O erjoy d again to finds its former Feaſt 
Shall Nature glut her tender young with Blood? 
No; that can't be their elemental Food. 
That ſure wou'd make them Savage, were it (o, 
And all mankind fierce Cannibals wou'd grow. 
I Nero's Acts cou'd hardly then diſpraiſe, 
Nor wou d Oreſtes Fury wonder raiſe. 
If Mother's Blood for wretched Infants firſt 
By Heav'n's deſignd, to ſatis fie their Thirſt. 
Yet ſtill that Fluxes cauſe we don't reveal, 
Which does ſo cautiouſly its Spring conceal. 
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A Female Brute whate'r her Womb contains 
Cheriſhes; yet no Moon diſlolves her Veins. 
Some Qual'ry then we for the Cauſe muſt find 
Which is peculiar to the Female Kind. 

This is the only Thing, which I can tell, 

That Man in Form and Softneſs they excel. 

No Horſe a Mare out-does, nor Bull, a Cow ; 

If through this J, through that Fove may low. 
The Lions ſavage are both he and ſhe, 

And in their Aſpect equally agree. 

The She's no neater lick'd than rough He-Bears, 
Nor fitter to adorn the ſtarry Spheres. 
She-Tygers han't than Males more ſported Charms, 
And Sows are clean as Boars, whom Thunder arms. 
No painted Bird for want of Feathers ſcorns 

Her Mate, but Heav'n them both alike adorns. 

The Swans (who are ſo downy, ſoft and white) 
Leda can ſcarce diſtinguiſh by the Sight. 

In Fiſhes you no Difference can ſee, 

Both in the glittering of their Scales agree. 

Venus in them, arm d by their naked Sex, 

The Darts of Beauty needed not t annex. 

In them no killing Eyes the Conqueſt gain, 
Their Smell alone their Triumphs can maintain. 

But human Race in Flames more Bright are try'd, 
By Reaſon andyeſplendent Heat ſupply d. 

Nor is Fruition their Original, hard | 
(A paltry, ſhort-livd Joy) Oh! may they All 8 
Periſh, who that alone true Pleaſure call. 

Kind Nature Beauty has on Maids beſtow'd, 

And with a thouſand Charms all o'er endow'd.« 

Men ſhe with golden Fetters choſe to bind, | 
And with ſweet Force their roving Souls confin'd. 


* 4 | Nor 
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Nor Women made for beſtial Delight, 

But with chaſt Pleaſure too to rape the Sight. 
Hence all that Blood, which after — dancers 
Out of the groſſer Chyle, as Dregs or Lees, 

And that, which on the Body and the Chin 

With dusky Clouds o' ercaſts the hairy Skin; 

From their fait Bodjes conſtantly ihe drains, 

And Luna her Commiſſion fort obtains. 

But if thoſe ſlimy Floods, by Chance upper, 
Exceſſive Heats to nutriment digeſt, 

Manlike in diche, the Womens Checks become, 

And they, poor * Iphis, undergo thy Dpom: 

So f 2 once ſo ſmooth be falg* 70: 
Wondef'd todeel her Face oergrown with Hair. 

Her Hand fic often blam d, and for a Glas, 
She call'd, to look how *twas; but there alas! 

A bearded Chin and Lips ſhe found, and then, 
Blaming the Glaſs, felt with her Hands agen. 

Long looking ſhe her own ſtrange Viſage fear'd, 
And ſtarted; when an unknown Voice ſhe heard. 
Thus and much more (but who can all oe? | 
Apollo's Laurel did expatiate. ' | | 
Hence to the Wonders of the teeming! Bel On en 
The way it ſeif their grave Diſcourſes led. | 
Then-Birth-wort, Funo's Plant, the scene 
To ſpeak, who Women lends her Mid wufe- Hands. 
Willing enough to talk her Stalk ſhe raid, 
And her own Virtues — belly rais'' = Kale 
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: TheStory of = chang'd into Boy on her Pu day, ſee 
Ovid. Met. 9. Die 


Hippecrates, lib. 1 ſavs that Phaithuſa, Wife of Pithaus of Abdera, 
bing before been 4 Fruicful Woman, upon the Baniſhment of her 


Husband, and her Courſes ſtopping, ſhe became hairy and had a Beard, 


and her Voice grew ſtrong and hoarſe, like that of a. _'; ; the ſame 
Ha writes net Maas the an of __ 
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BIRTH-WORT. 
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Reen Berries I, and Seed, and Flowers bear; 
J éAnd Patroneſs o th Womb's my Character. 


But deeper yet, my great Perfection lies, 

For as my chiefeſt Fruit, my Root I prize. 

This Nature did with the Wombs Figure ſeal, 
Nor ſuffer d me its Virtues to concea. 
Thence am I call'd Earths Apple; ſuch a one, 
As in th' Heſperian Gardens there are none. 
Had this (fair Atalanta!) then been thrown - 
Before you, when you ran (I know you'll own) 


Now you are married, t has ſo ſweet a Face, 


You for. this ſooner wou'd ha ſlack d your Pace, 


Than that, for which you loſt your Maiden Race. 


Hence in her own Embraces Mother Earth 
Retains and hugs it, where ſhe gave it Birth, 


5 


Nor truſts dull Trees with Things of fo much Worth. b | 


Faſing all Births, 'tis I the Wonder prove 
O'th Earth our univerſal Parents love. 
That Poct was no Fool, nor did he lie, 
Who ſaid, each Herb cou'd ſhew a Deity. 
Nor ſhou'd we Egyr's Piety deſpiſe, 
Which to green Gods paid daily Sacrifice. 


Rome, why doſt jeer: They are in Gardens born, 


And Vegetable Gods the Fields adorn. 
Whar's Ceres elſe, but Corn, and Bacchus, Vines? 
And every holy Plain with Godheads ſhines. | 
And I * Lucina am; for | make way, | 
And Life's ſtreight Folding-Doors wide open lay. 


Oh! 
Lans and Lucins, both the ſame Goddeſs of Midwifty, Ge. 
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Oh ! pardon, Lana! what I raſhly ſpoke, 
That from my Lips ſuch impious Words have broke. 


In me, in me, Laciza, you remain, 


And in diſguiſe a Goddeſs | contain: 

For in my Roots ſmall Circle you incloſe 

Part of thoſe Virtues which your Wiſdom knows. 

Triumphant Conqueſts over Death I make; 

Arms from my ſelf, but Power from thee I take. 

Oerſeer o'ch' Ways, the Body's Roads I clear, 

And Streets, as I that Cities Zadile were, 

Straight Paſſages I widen, Stops remove, 

And every Obſtacle down headlong ſhove. 

The Soul and her Attendants nothing ſtays, 

But they may freely come and go their ways. 

I alfo dry each Sink and fenny Flood, 

. Leſt the ſwift Meſſengers ſhou d ſtick i'th' Mud, 

But to my ſtricter Charge committed is 

The pleaſant, ſacred Way that leads to Bliſs. 

When dawning Life Cimmerian Night wou'd leave, 
And its relation Days bright Rays perceive- 2 
I keep Death off the Womb's ſtraight Paſlages, 
That them the watchful Foe can nc'er poſſeſs. 
You'd wonder ( for great Nature, when ſhe ſhows 

Her greateſt Wonders, nothing greater does ) 
Which way the narrow Womb, ſo void of Pain, 

Such an unwieldy Weight cou'd cer contain: 
How ſuch a Bulk, forc'd from its native place, 

Through ſuch a narrow Avenue ſhou'd pals. - 
When ſuch croſs Motions teeming Wombs attain 

Firſt to dilate, then fold themſelves again: 
Whar Knots unties and ſolid Bones divides, 

And what again unites the diſtant Sides. 

But this I cannot do, nor all the Earth, 
Wherever powerful Plants teceive their Birth, 


'Tis 
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'Tis true, both I and you, my Siſters, ſhare 


In this great Work, and humble Handmaids are. 
But God (you know) performs the chiefeſt part; 
This Work is fit for the Almighty Art. 

He to the growing Embryo bids the Womb 
Extend, and bids the Limbs for that make room; 
He parts the meeting Rocks, and with his Hand 
They gently forth at open Order ſtand. 
Mean time th' induſtrious Infant, loth to ſtay, 
Struggles, and with his Head wou'd make its way. 
Whilſt the tormented, labouring Wretch wou'd fain 
Be eas d both of her Burthen and her Pain. 

Them too my piercing Heat both inſtigates, 

And the inclining Quarters ſeparates. * 
Sometimes within his Mother's fatal Womb, 
Before he's born, the Infant finds his Tomb. 

Life from her native Soil Death's Terrors chaſe, 
Who fertile is herſelf in ſuch a place. x 

Th' included Carcaſs breaths forth dire Perfumes, 
And its own Grave the buried Corps conſumes. 
Strange! the prepoſterous Child's his Mother's Death, 
And dead, deprives his living Tomb of Breath. 
From that ſad Fate, ye Gods, chaſt Women guard; 
And let it be Adulteries Reward, | 

As far as in me lies, I fave the Tree, 

And take the Rotten thing away with me. 

The Goods to drown, *tis the beſt way, I think, 
Leſt in a Storm the Ship and all ſhou'd ſink. * 


Raſh Infants often make Eſcapes ; unbigd. . 
Theic Cords, and leave their Luggage all behind. 
Their thicker Coats and thinner Shirts they leave, 
And that ſweet Cake where they their Food receive. 
Lucina twicè poor Women then implore, 


Their Throes return, although the Birth be as 
| 5 ere 
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Here to the Womb again my Aid I lend, 

And hard as well as noiſom Work attend. 
Whar I to cleanſe the Paſſage undergo, 

You wot not, bur, let no Man, pray you, know. 


For if he do, twill Cypid's Power impair, 


Nor will he ſuch an Awe o'er Mortals bear. 

But though in me a ſecret Virtue lie, 

Of pulling Darts from deepeſt Wounds, yet I, 
Thy pleaſant Darts kind Cupid never ſtrove 

To draw; that me no Friend toth' Womb wou'd prove. 
In me one Virtue I my ſelf admire, 

(Ah! who can know themſelves as they deſire, ) 
For tis a Riddle; wherefore I wou'd know 
How I fo oft have done the thing I do. 

For though I Life ro humane Creatures give, 

Yer if he cats of me, no Fiſh can live. 

As ſoon as me they taſt, away they fly 

Under the Water, and in filence die. 
What may the cauſe of this ſtrange Quarrel be? 

I know them not, nor have they injur'd me. 

Ng Animals, than theſe more fruitful prove, 

om yet I hate, though Fruitfulneſs I love, 

Th' Effect is plain and eaſie to be found, 

But deep the Cauſe lies rooted under Ground. 


It draws Splinters, Scales of Bones, &. kernel. 
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The MASTICK-TREE, 


Hen Chian Maſtick thus began; ſaid ſhe, 
This ſutes not with this opportunity. 
To Fiſhes ( Siſter ) do whate'er you pleaſe, 
I Depopulate and poiſon all the Seas. 
This let that Herb beware, who back again 
Made Glaucus * Fiſhes bounce into the Main. 
Which with new Forms the watery World ſupplies, 
And changes Men into Sea. Deities. 
But theſe are Trifles ; fince curs'd Savin here, 
Dares in a throng of pious Plants appear. 
She, who the Altars of the Womb prophanes, 
And deep in Blood that living Temple ſtains, 
Impatient to, be wicked, ſhe deſtroys 
The naked Hopes of thouſand future Boys. 
'Tis one of War's extream and preateſt Harms, 
To ſnatch an Infant from his, Mother's Arms. 
But here the Womb (oh ſtrange! ) cloſe ſhut and barr'd, 
The Mother's very Bowels are no guard. 5 K 
Whilſt Poiſons only in a civil rage. 
And lingring Ills the Step- Dames Hands engage. 
Oh!] ſimple Colchis, rude and ignorant, 
Who the new Arts of Witkedneſs doſt want! 
Medea, Savin knows a better way, 7 
Than thy Medea-Children to deſtroy. 1 
Thou, Progze / know'ſt not how Revenge to take, 
Let 7tys live; thy Stay amends will make. | 
Lie with thy Husband, though againſt thy Will, 
Let thy ſwell'd Womb with Hopes fierce Tereus fill. 


When 
+ Concerning G!auceP his Fiſhes, See Ovid, Met, lib. 3. fab. uit.” 
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When you are ripe for Hate, let Savin come, 
And drefs the fatal Banquet in your Womb. 
The recking Bits let thy curſt Husband take, 
And Meat of thine and his own Bowels make. 
Abortion, caus d for Spite's a generous Crime, 
Th' effect of Pleaſure at the preſent time. 
Officious Savis is at the Expence 

Of ſo much Wit and ſo much Diligence; 

To make the lewdeſt Whore moſt chaſt appear, 
That of her Crimes, no Token ſhe may wear. 
To make her Lechery frugal, and provide 
Thar thy Apartment, Luf, ben't made too wide. 
The Wrinkles from her Belly ro remove, 

Which, with Diſgrace, may her a Mother prove. 
It Men ſhou'd all conſpire with ſuch a Plant, 
The whole World ſoon Inhabitants wou'd want. 
You then the Brutes alone in vain wau'd ſee, 
And no Employment for your Art wou'd be. 
But you, who ſcatch the rapid, wheeling Days, 
And Fate beguile with Art and ſweer Delays; 
You, verdant Conſtellations here below, 

To whom their Birth and Fate all Mortals owe 
Do you take care this Tree: like Hag to burn, 
Who makes the Womb the Infants living Urn. 
Let Nature's mortal Foe receive her Doom, 
And with moiſt Laurel purge the rainted Room, 
Or let her live in Crete, her native Home, 

And with her Virtues purge Pafiphae's Womb. 
There two Miſcarriages ſhe might ha' made 

At once; Oh! Prize, now never to be had! 

But I ſuppoſe ſhe never wou'd ha' torn, 

Or kept that hopeful * Monſter from Þ'ing born ; 


For 
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For ſeven Boys, whoſe Death to her was dear, 
That Half-Man was to ſwallow e'ry Tear. 
Haſte, Savis ] home to Crete; we won't complain, 
Though Ditt ny too, with thee, return again. 

At this they were divided; and the Sound 
Of various Murmurs flew the Court around. 
Whilſt ſharp'ned Leaves did Savins Anger ſhow, 
As when a Lion briſtles at his Foe. 
Thoſe three Degrees of Heat which ſhe before 
From Nature had, her Anger now made four. 


SAVIN. 


Hou, wretched Shrub ( in paſſionate Tones ) 
ſaid ſhe, | 


Dott thou pretend to be my Enemy: 
Doſt thou, a Plant, which through the World is known, 
Diſparage 2 All Mankind my Virtues own. 
Whilſt thou for hollow“ Tceth a Med*cine art, 
And ſcarcely bear'ſt in Barbers Shops a part. 
Go, hang thy Tables up, to ſhew thy Vows, 


And with thy Trophies load thy bending Bows. 
Among the Monuments of thy Chivalry, 


The greateſt, ſome old, rotten Tooth will be. 
What ? cauſe thy Tears ſtops weeping Rheum, and lays 
A Damm, which Currents of Defluxions ſtay, 
Dpſt think thy Force can keep the Womb ſo right, 
As to reſtrain Conception's liquid Flight ? 

No ſure ; but thou by Cheats a Name haſt ſought, 


And woud'ſt,though vile thou arr, too dear be bought. 
By falſe Pretences you on Fame impoſe, 


But I the truth of what I am diſcloſe, 


Children 
aich is good for the Toothach, 


320 Of PLANTS. 


Children, I own, I from the Belly wreſt ; 
Go now, of my Confeſſion make your beſt. 
I own, l ſay z nor canſt thou fox thy Heart, | 
Though thou more tender than the Mother wert, 6 
Prevent me with thy Tears or all thy Art, 
Thee let the pregnant Mother eat, and fence | 
Wich thee her Womb; with Pitch and Frankincenſe; 
A Loadſtone too about her let her bear; 
(That I ſuppoſe, does thy great Virtues wear.) - | 
For that, we know, fix d to their Native place | 
Retains the Iron- ſeeds of. humane Race. ] 
Let Emeralds and Coral her adorn, 1 
And many Jaſpers on her Fingers worn; . 
Wich Diamonds and Pearl, Child of a Shell, | 
Whoſe Fiſh herſelf and that, fecures fo well. 
But above all, let her the Eagle's Stone | 
Carry, and two of them, not only one, t 
For nothing ſtrengthens Nature more, than that; ( 
| F 
1 
A 
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Nothing the Womb docs more corroborate. 

Let her do all, yet all ſhall prove in vain, 

If once acceſs to her my Juices gain. \ 
I own it; nor will I ungrateful be 

To bounteous Nature, leſt I anger thee, Y 
Though thou haſt done thy worlt co anger me. W 
*Tis Nature's Gift, whoſe Wiſdom I eſteem IT 
Much more than thine, though thou a Caro ſeem. A 
Into the Womb by ſtealth I never creep, M 


Nor force my ſelf on Women, whilft they ſicep, A 
Fd rather far, untouch'd, uncropt be ſeen Bi 
Io Gardens always growing, freſh and green. C 
Mull gi ther d, pounded, and th' untimely Blow W 

ive, which I my ſel firſt undergo. - (] 

You II. 


* Sexnertus, and other Phyſicians, recommend theſe Stones to be 
held ia the Hand, or otherwile ns who fear Abortion. 
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You juſtly blame Megea, bur, for ſhame, 
The guiltleſs Knife ſhe cut with, do not blame. | 
The liſt'ning Trees will think thee drunk with Wine, 
lf thou of Drunkenneſs accuſe the Vine. 
Nor this bare Pow'r do I to Heaven owe, 
Which greater Virtues did on me beſtow. 

For I the Courſes and the After- birth, 

With the dead Members deadly Weight bring forth. 

Poor Infants from their native Gaol I free, 

And with aſtoniſh'd Eyes the Sun they ſee. 

But nothing can they find, worth ſo much Pain, 

And wou'd' return into the dark again. 

They wiſh my fatal Draught had come before, 

Ere the great Work of Life was yet quite o'er. 

That which you call a Crime, I own to be, 

But you muſt lay'r on Men, and not on me. 

Ah! what at firſt wou'd render Infants give 

(When newly form'd they ſcarce began live) 

For this, if poſſibly they cou'd but know, 

Through what a Paſlage they muſt after go? 
Ah! why did Heav'n (with Reverence let me ſay) 
Into this World make ſuch a narrow Way? 
You'd think the Child, by's Pains, to Heav'n ſhou'd go, 
Whilſt he, through Pain 's born to a World of Woe, 
Through deadly Strugglings he receives his Breath, 
And Pangs, i'th Birth, reſemble thoſe of Death. 

Mothers, the Name of Mothers dearly buy, 

And purchaſe Pleaſure at a Rate too high. 

But thou, Child-bearing Woman, who no Eaſe 

Canſt find, ( rormented with a dear Diſeaſe ) 

Whoſe-rortur'd Bowels that ſweer Viper gnaws. 

(That living Burthen, of thy Rack the cauſe ) 
u Take but my Leaves, with ſpeed, their Virtue try, 
(In them, believe me, ſovereign Juices lie.) 
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Thy Barriers they by Force ſoon open lay, 

And out o'th World, 'tis ſcarce a wider Way. 
The Infant ripe, drops from the Bows, and cries, 
The whilſt his halt dead Mother ſilent lies; 

But hearing him, ſhe ſoon forgers her Pain, 

And thinks to do that pleaſant Trick again. 

But thou, on whom the ſilver Moon's moiſt Rays 
(For the Womb's Night its Lady Moon obeys ) 
No lafluence have, I charge thee do not take 

My Leaves, but haſte, though loaded, from 'em make. 
Down from the Trees by my Force ſhaken, all 
Tuc Fruits, though ne'er ſo green and ſour, fall. 
(This I forctel you, leſt, when you're aggrievd, 
You then ſhou'd ſay, by me you are deceiv'd. ) 
For innocent Girls {in fore againſt their Will, 
None ever wiſh'd her Womb a Child might fill. 
Vet if I were not in the World, they wou' 
Incline to do the Fact, but never coud. 

But many other Plants the ſame can do, 
Wheretore, it Baniſhment you think my due, 
Companians in it I ſhall have, I know, 

And into Crete a Troop of us ſhall go. | 
Thou, Myrrh! for one ſhalt go, who heretofore 
For Lewdneſs puniſh'd, now defery'ſt the more. 
But thou, though lewd, didſt not prevent * the Birth, 
Though 'twas a Crime to bring the Inſant forth. 
And All. heal too, who Death affrights, muſt pack, 
With Galbazum and Gum- Armoniac k. 

And Benzoin to Cyrenians never ſold, 

Unleſs they brought the ſweeter Smell of Gold. 
Ground-pine and Saffron too will Exiles prove, 


Saffron, once Crocus, yellow dy'd by Love. 


Mada: 
* Plants that procure Abortion, 
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Madger, and Colloquintida with me, 


And 3 too, the Cretan Shore muſt ſee: 


And Sewbread too, whole ſecret Darts are found, 
Child bearing Women diſtantly ro wound. 

And Rue, as noble a Plant as any's here, 
Phyſick to other things, is Poiſon there. 

What ſhou'd I name the reſt > We make a Throng, 
Thou, Birthwort too, with us muſt troop along. 
Nor muſt you, Prefident, behind us ſtay, 

Riſe then, and into Exile come away. 

She ended, with great Favour and Applauſe ; 
And there's no doubr bur ſhe obtain'd her Cauſe, 
The Mugwort next began, whoſe awful Face 


| Check'd all their Stirs, and Silence fill'd the place. 


M IH GV OR T [ the Preſident. ] 


F the green Nation, Siſter, baniſh thee, "3 
I'jl go along, and bear thee Company. | 

It we for Womens Faults muſt bear Diſgrace, 
We, the * Ecbolicks, are a wretched Race. 
On her Head let it ( it a Woman ſhall 
To her own Bowels prove inhumane ) fall; 
Not part of Death's fad Penalties, bur all. 
Why are we ſent for at untimely Hours; 
That Day, when lucky + Juno comes, is ours. 
She's wicked, and deſerves the worſt of Fates, 
Who to ill Ends that Time anticipates. 
For the admitted Juice knows no Delay, 
Bur torpid as it is, will forcc its way. 


132 Nor 


* Ecbolicks, 5, 2. ſuch Medicines as bring away dead Children, ot 
cauſe Abortion. t The Goddeſs of Childbearing. 
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Nor, is it hard a Fabrick ro confound, - 
Ill-fix*'d within it felf, or to the Ground. 
A Ship, well tackled, which the Winds may ſcorn, 
I! rigg'd, away by ev'ry Guſt is born. 

Tic Elements of Life what can't o'erthrow 2 

No wonder; Lite it ſelf's an empty Show. 
Sometimes it ſmells a Candle's * Snuff, and dies 3 
The weaker Fume before the ſtronger flies. 

Ler Ceſar round the Globe wirh's Eagles fly, 

And grieve with Jove to ſhare Equality.. 

Yer what a Trifle might ha' been his Death, 
Preventing all his Triumphs with his Breath. 

One Farthing-Candle, by its dying Flame, 
Wou'd have depriv'd the World of his great Name; 
Nor had we had ſuch numerous Supplies 

Of mighty Lords and new-found Deities. 

Thou, Alexander, too, mighr'ſt ſo ha' dy'd, 
(How well the World that Smell had gratifi'd.) 
Thou, who a petty King oth? Univerſe, 
Thought'ſt wich thy ſelf alone thou didſt converſe, 
Yea, the ſame Chance might have remov'd from us, 
Both the, J ve's Son, and thy Bucephalus. 

And if thy + Groom his Candle out had ſlept. 
Bucephala, he from being built had kept, 

So ſlight a Stink, you'd ſcarce think this could do, 
Unleſs the Niceneſs of the Womb I knew. 
How ſhie it is of an ungrateſul Smell, 

You, by its ſecret Coyneſs know ſull well. 
(But that's no Prudence in it; fince that place 
For Pleaſure no good ſituation has.) 


But 


The ſmell of a Candle's Snuff, tis ſaid, will make W omen mif- 
Carry. 7 PIE" : 
+ The Stiak of the Snuff a Candle, is faid alſo to eauſe Abortion 
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But greedily ſweet things it meets half way, 
And into its own Boſom does convey. 


The ſecret Cauſe of which Effect to find” 


Is hard; nor have the Learned it aſſign d. 

Let's ſee if any thing farther we can fay : 

The Night grows late, and now tis toward Day, 
Wherefore a thouſand Wonders that remain J 
Concerning Child-birth, us may entertain 5 
I'tch* next Aſſembly, when we meet again. 

You, My:rh/ who from a Line of Monarchs came, 
The Glory of their angry * Father's Name ; 
Sacred and grateful ro the Gods; again 

A Virgin, and Malt always ſo remain; 

You know the ſecrets of the female kind, 

And what you know, I hope, can call to mind, 
Then ſurely you the nature of a ſmell 

Among rich Odours born muſt clearly tell, 
Beſides, when formerly their Reaſon {trove 

Weak as it was, to cope with conquering Love; 
You in the middle of the fight wou'd fall, 

They ſay, and lie in f Fits Hyſtericals . ' 

Come then, let's hear, what you at laſt can ſay ? 
Speak, modeſt Myrrh ! why do you ſo delay 

Why do the Tears run down thy Bark ſo faſt ? 

Thou need'ſt not bluſh for Faults ſo long time paſt. 
Ah! happy Faults, that can ſuch Tears produce, 
Which to the World are of ſuch Sovereign uſe. 

No Woman &er deſerv'd before this time 

So much for Virtue, as thou for a Crime. 


* Cnarss, Kin of prus. See the Story of his Daughter hs. 
Od. Met. 5k | f i. „Ae of the — ö | 
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T laſt when Myrrh had wip'd her od'rous Tears, 
| Putting aſide her Leaves, her Face and Head ſhe 
* Then ſhe began, but bluſh'd, and ſtopp'd anon, (rears. 

Nor cou'd ſhe be intreated to go on. 
So a dry Pump at firſt will hardly go, 
From whence a River by and by will flow. 
Tis known, the Female Tribe of all that live, 
Above the reſt is far more talkative, 
And that a Plant, who was a Maid before, 
Speaks faſter much than all the reſt and more. 
Her Story therefore gently ſhe begins, 
And with her Art upon,the Audience wins. 
Her Wars with unchaſt Love ſhe reckon'd oer; 
For fear of doing Ill, what Ills ſhe bore : 
She told, how oft her Breaſts her Hands had try'd 
To ſtab, whilſt chaſt, fair Myrrha might ha dy d. 
How long and oft unequally with Love, 
Who, even Goddeſſes ſubdu'd, ſhe ſtrove. 
And many Things beſides, which FI! not name, 
Since Ovid with more Wit has ſaid the ſame. 

Then of the Womb's intolerable Pains 
(Shad felt them) ſadly ſhe, tis ſaid, complains. 
Had I an hundred fluent Womens Tongues, | 

Or made of ſturdy Oak, a pair of Lungs. 
The Kinds and Forms, and Names of cruel Fate, 
And monſtrous Shapes I hardly could relate. 
What meant the Gods, Life's native Seat to fill 
With ſuch a numerous Hoſt, ſo arm'd to kill? 
What is it, Pleaſure! guards Man's Happineſs, ' 
If thy chief City, Pain, thy Foe poſſeſs. | 
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But me my Laurel told; then moſt ſhe rail d, 

When the fad Fits o'th* Mother ſhe bewail'd. 

Wo to the Body's wretched Town (ſaid ſhe) 

When the Womb's Fort contains the Enemy 

Thence baneful Vapours every way they throw, 

Which rout the conquer'd Soul where-e'er they go. 

The Troops of flying Spirits they deſtroy, 

As ſtenches from * Avernus Birds annoy. 

If they the Stomach ſeize, rhe Appetite s gone, 

And Tasks deſign'd for Veins lie by halt-done. 

No Meats it now endures, much leſs requires, 

And the crude Kitchin cools for want of Fires. 

If they the Heart invade, that's Walls they ſhake, 

And in the vital Work, Confuſion make 

New Waves they thither bring, but thoſe the Vein, 

Which Vena Cava's call'd, bears back again. 

The Art'ries by weak Pulſings notifie, 

Or elſe by none, the Soul's then paſſing by. 

By that black Cloud all Joy's extinguiſh'd quite, 

And Hopes, that make the Mind look gay and bright, 

So when grim Stygian Shades, they ſay, appear, 

The Candles tremble, and go out for fear. 

Grief, fear, and hatred of the Light invade 

Their Heart, the Soul a Scene of Trouble's made. 

Then ſtraight the Jaws themſelves, the torturing Ill 

With deadly, ſtrangling Vapours ſtrives to fill. 

T' Z#therial Air it never ſhews Deſire, 

But Salamander-like, lives all on Fire: 

Sometimes theſe reſtleſs Plagues the Head do ſeize, 

And rifle all the Soul's rich Palaces. 

In barbarous Triumph led, then Reaſon ſtands, 

Hoodwink'd and manacled her Eyes and Hands. 
157-80. 41125 


A noiſom Lake, over which, if Birds flew, they were often 
choaked with the Stench of it. | 
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For the poor. Wretch a merry Madneſs takes, - 
And her ſad Sides with doleful Laughter ſhakes. 
Her Dreams (in vain awake) ſhe tells, and thoſe, 
If no body admire, amaz d ſhe ſhows. 

She fears, or threatens ev'ry thing ſhe ſpies ; + 

A piteous, ſhe, and dreadful Object, lies. 

One ſeems to rave, and from her ſparkling Eyes 
Fierce Fire darts forth ; another throbs and cries. 
Some Death's exacteſt Image ſeizes, ſo 


That ſleep compar'd to that like Life wou'd ſhow. 
A ſolid Dulneſs all the Senſes keeps | 


Lock'd up; no Soul of Trees more ſoundly ſleeps. 
Her Breath, if any from her Noſtrils go, 

The Down from Poppy Tops wou'd hardly blow. 
If you one dead with her compar'd, you'd ſay, 

Two dead ones there, or two Hyſterick lay. 
Bur then (tis ſtrange, and yet we mult believe 
What we from long Experience receive ) 

Under her Noſe ſtronꝑ- ſmelling Odours lay, 

The other Vapours theſe will chaſe away. 
Burn Partridge-Feathers, Hair of Man or Beaſt, 
Horns, Leather, Warts, that Horſes Legs moleſt ; 
All theſe are good, but what ſtrange Accident 
Firſt found tliem out, or cou'd ſuch Cures invent: 
Burn Oil, that Nature from hard Rocks diſtills, 
And Sulphur, which all things with Odour fills. 
To which the {linking Aſa you may add, 

And Oil which from the Beaver's-Stones is had. 

Through Pores, Nerves, Arteries, and all they go, 
And throng t invade the labouring Womb below. 

But that each Avenue, which upward lies, 

With Mounds and ſtrong-built Rampires fortifies. 

Then being contracted to a narrower Pl; 

(For Force decays, ſpread in too vide a Mice) 
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No Humours foul or Vapours there muſt ſtay, 
But out it purges them the lower Way. 
On Forein Parts now no Aſſaults ſhe makes, 
But Care of her domeſtick Safery rakes. 
Carthage to Hann bal now (ends no ſupply, 
To break the Force of diſtant /taly. | 
When from their Walls with Horror they deſcry 
The threatning Roman Darts and Eagles fly, 
This for the Noſe, the Womb then you muſt pleaſe, 
With ſuch ſweet Odours as the Gods appeaſe. 
With Cinnamon, and Goat-bread, Ladanum, 
With healing Balſam and my oily Gum, 
Civet, and Musk, and Amber too apply, 
(Scarce yet well known to human Induſtry) 
With all that my Rich, native Soil ſupplies, 
Such Fumes as from the Phenix Neſt ariſe. 
Nor fear from Gods to take their Frankincenſe, 
In ſuch a pious Caſe, tis no Offence. 
Then ſhalt thou ſee the Limbs faint Motions make 
A certain Sign, that now the Soul's awake. 
Then will the Guts with an unuſual Noiſe, 
The Enemy o'erthrown, ſeem to rejoice. 
Blood will below the ſecret Paſſage ſtain, 
And Arteries recruited beat again. - | 
Oft, glad to ſee the Light, themſelves the Eyes 
Liſt up; the Face returning purple Dies; . 
One Jaw from t'è other, with a Groan retires, 
And the Diſeaſe it (elf, like Life, expires. 
Tell me, ſweet Odours, tell me, what have yeu 
With Parts ſo diſtant from the Noſe to do? 
Or what have you, ill Smells, ſo near the Noſe 
To do, fince that and you are mortal Foes? 
And why doſt thou, abominable Stench! 
Upon remote Dominions ſo intrench ? 


Say, 
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Say, by what ſecret Force you ſling your Darts, 
Whom from your Bow, the Noſe, ſuch diſtance parts. 
For ſome believe, that to the Brain alone | 
They fly, through ways, which inthe Head are known; 
And that the Brain to the related Womb 

Sends (good and bad) all Smells, that to it come. 
The Womb too oft rejoyces for That's ſake, 

And when That's griev'd, does all its Griefs partake. ' 
The Womb's Oreſtes, Pylades the Brain, | 
And what to one, to th' other is a Pain. 

I don't deny the native Sympathy, 

And like Reſpects, in which theſe Parts agree. 

Each its Conception has, and each its Birth, 
And both their Oſſ- ſprings like the Sire, come forth, 
Still to produce both have a conſtant Vein, 

And their ſtreight Boſoms mighty Things contain. 
Much I omit in boch; but know, that This 

Oth' Body, That o'th' Soul the Matrix is. 
But th* Womb has this one proper Faculty, 

Irs Actions oft from Head and Noſe are free. 

Oft when it ſtrives to break its Bonds in vain 

( And often nought its Fury can contain) 

A ſweet Perfume apply'd (unknown to th' Noſe ) 
Does with a grateful Glew its Body cloſe. 

But when oppreſs d with Weight the Womb falls down 
(As ſometimes it, when weak, does with its own) 
With dreadful Weapons arm'd a noiſom ſmell 
Meets it, and upward quickly does repel. 

So when th' Helvetians their own Land forſook, 
(People which in their Neighbours Terrour ſtrook) 
A ſtronger Foc, their wand'ring to reſtrain, 

To their old Quarters beat 'em back again. 

Here different Reaſons different Authors ſhow, 


But none worth ſpeaking of, I'm ſure, you know. 
What 


A 
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What can I add? You, Learned Preſident, pleaſe 
To bid me ſpeak ; the Calc ſays, hold your Peace. 
Yet you | muſt obey; Heavn is ſo kind 
To let us ſeek that Truth we cannot find. 
This Truth muſt be i'th' Wells dark Bottom ſought, 
Pardon me, if I make an heavy Draught. 
You ſee the wondrous Wars and Leagues of Things, 
From whence the World's harmonious Conſort ſprings. 
This he that thinks from th' Elements may be had, 
Is a grave Sot, and ſtudiouſly mad. 
Here many Cauſes branch themſelyes around, 
But to em all one only Root is found. 
For thoſe, which Mortals the four Elements call, 
In the World's Fabrick are not firſt of all. 
Treaſures in them wiſe Nature laid, as ſtore, 
Ready at Hand, of Things that were before. 
Whence ſhe might Principles draw for her uſe, 
And Mixtures new eternally produce. 
Infinite Seeds in thoſe {mall Bodies lie 
To us, but numbred by the Deity. 
Nor is the Heat to Fire more natural, 
Nor Coldneſs more to Waters ſhare does fall, 
Than either bitter, ſweet, or white or black, 
Or any Smells, that Noſes eber attack. 
Our purging or aſtringent Quality 
Have proper Points of Matter, where they lie. 
With Earth. Air, r os Heay'n all Things bore: 
Why do! faintly ſpeak? They were before. 


For what Earth, Air, Fire, Water now we call, 

Are Compounds from the firſt Original. 

For — but a ſudden Fright her Senſes ſhock'd, 

And ſtopt her Speech; the heard the Gate unlockt. 
And Rue from far the Gardener ſaw come in, | 


Trembling, as ſhe an Aſpen Leaf had been, 


(For 
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(For Rae, a ſovereign Plant to purge the Eyes 
Remoteſt Objects eaſily deſcries) 
She ſoftly whiſper d, Hence make haſte away; 
Here's * Robert come, make haſte, why do we ſtay 2 
Day was not broken, but 'twas almoſt light, 
And Luna ſwiftly rowl'd the wheeling Night; 
Nor was the Fellow us d ſo ſoon to riſe, 
But him a ſudden Chance did then ſurprize. 
His Wife in Pangs of Child-bed loudly roar'd, 
And gentle Juno preſent Aid implord. 
But he who Plants that in his Garden grew, 
Than forty Juno's, of more Value knew, 
Came thither Sow-byead, all in haſte to gather, 
That he with greater Eaſe might prove a Father. 
Soon as they ſaw the Man, ſtraight up they got, 
With gentle haſte and ſtood upon the Spor. 
When briefly Mugwort, I this Court adjourn ; 
What we have left, we'll do at our Return. 
Without tumultuous Noiſe away they fled, 
And every Plant crept to her proper Bed. 


The Name of the Gardner of the Phyſick · Carden in Oxford. 


The End of the Second Book. 
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OW Muſe, if ever, now look brisk and gay, 

N The Spring's at hand; blich looks like that 
diſplay. 

Uſe all the Schemes and Colours now of Speech, 
Uſe all the Flow'rs that Poetry enrich ; 
Its Glories all, its blooming Beauties bring, 
As may reſemble the returning Spring. 
Let the ſame Muſick through thy Verſe reſound, 
As in the Woods and ſhady Groves is found. 
Let every Line ſuch fragrant Praiſe exhale, 
As riſes up from ſome ſweet- ſmelling Vale. 
Let Lights and Shades, as in the Woods appear, 
And ſhew in painted Verſe the Seaſon of the Year. 
Come then away, for the.firſt welcome Morn 
Of the ſpruce Month of May begins to dawn. 
This Day, fo tells the Poer's ſacred Page, 
Bright Chloris did in Nuptial Bands engage; 
This very Day the Knor was ty d, and thence 
The lovely Maid a Goddeſs did commence. - + _ 
The Signs of Joy did every where appear 
On Earth, in Heav n, throughout the Sea and Air; 


No 
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No wandring Cloud was ſeen in all the Sky, 
And if there were, twas of a curious Die. 

The Air ſerene, not an ungentle Blaſt 

Ruffled the Waters which its rude Embrace, 
The Wind that was, breath'd Odours all around, 
And only fann'd the Streams, and only kiſs d the 
8 

Of unknown Flow'rs now ſuch a numerous Birth 
Appear'd, as cen aſtoniſh'd Mother-Earth. 

The Lily grew midſt barren Heath and Sedge, 
And the Roſe bluſh'd on each unprickly Hedge. 
The purple Violet and the Daffadil, 

The places now of angry Nertles fill. 

This great and joyful Day, on which ſhe knew 
What 'twas to be a Wife and Goddeſs too. 

The grateful Flora yearly did expreſs 

In ſhews, Religious Pomp and Gaudineſs, 

Long as ſhe thriv'd in Rome, and reign'd among 
The other Gods, a vaſt and numerous Throng ; 
But when the ſacred Tribe was forc'd from Rome, 
Among the reſt an Exile ſhe became, 

Stripd of her Plays, and of her Fane bereft, 
Noughtr of the Grandeur of a Goddeſs left. 

Since then, no more ador'd on Earth by Men, 
But forc'd oer Flowers to preſide and reign, 

The beſt ſhe can, ſhe ſtill keeps up the Day; 
Not as of old, when bleſs'd with Store ſhe lay. 
When with a laviſh Hand her Bounties flew, 
She han t the Heart, and Means to do it now; 
But in a way fitting her humble ſtate 

She always did, and ſtill does celebrate. 

And now that ſhe the better may attend 

The flowry Empire under her Command. 
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To all the World, at Times, ſhe does reſort, 

Now in this Farr, now that ſhe keeps her Court. 

And ſo the Sealons of the Year require, 

For here 'tis Spring, perhaps 'tis Autumn there. 

With Eaſe the flies to the remoteſt Shores, 

And viſits in the way a World of Flow'rs. 

In Zephyr's painted Car ſhe cuts the Air, 

Pleas d with the Way, her Spouſe the Charioteer. 

It was the Year, (thrice bleſt that beauteous Year,) 

Which mighty Charles's ſacred Name did bear. 

A golden Year the Heavens brought about 

In high Proceſſion with a joyful Shour, 

A Year that barr'd up Janus brazen Gates, 

That brought home Peace, and laid our monſtrous 
-Heats ; | 4 

A greater Gift, bleſs d Albion, thou didſt gain, 

It brought home God-like Charles, and all his peaceful 

Train; 

Compos d our Chaos; cover'd or the Scars, 

And clos'd the bleeding Wounds of twenty Years; 

Nor felt the Gown alone the Fruits of Peace, : 

But Gardens, Woods, and all the flowry Race; 

This Year to every thing freſh Honours brought, 

Nor midſt theſe were the learned Arts forgot. 

Poor exil'd Flora with the Sy/van Gods 

Came back again to their old lovd Abodes; 

I ſaw her (through a Glaſs my Muſe vouchſaf d) 

Plac'd on the painted Bow ſecurely waft: 

Triumphantly ſhe rode, and made her Courſe 

Towards fair 414ion's long forſaken Shores. 

That ſhe our Goddeſs was, to me was plain 

From the gay various Colours of her Train. 

She light, renowned Thames, upon thy Shore, 

Long time beloy'd, and known to her before; 


Twas 


3395 


—_— 


—_ 


— —— 
a — ——— 


33s f PLAN 7 S. Book IT 


— — SHOE £6 


Twas here the Goddeſs an Appoinemees ſer 
For all the Flow'rs; accordingly they met; 


Thoſe that are parch d with Heat, or pinch'd with Cold, 


Or thoſe which a more temperate Clime does hold, 

Thoſe drunk with Dew, the Sun juſt riſing ſees, 

Or thoſe, when ſetting, with a Face like his, 

All forts that Eaſt and We / can boaſt, "_ _ 

But not ſuch Flow'rs as you ſee growin 

Poor mortal Flow'rs, ——— ſtill to — 

Which quickly die out of their Mothers Arms; 

But thoſe that Plato ſaw, Ideas nam d, 

Daughters of Fove, for heavenly extract fam d, 

Ethereal Plants! what Glories they diſcloſe, 

What Excellence the firſt Celeſtial Roſe; 

What Bluih, what Smell! and yet on many Scores, 

The Learned ſay, it much reſembles ours; 

Only tis ever freſh, with long Life bleſsd, 

Not in your fading mortal C four dreſs d. 

This Roſe, the Image of the heavenly Mind, 

The other growing on our ory we Bid; 

Which is the Image of that Image, then 

No wonder it appears leſs freſh and fine, 

Theſe Heaven-born Species of the flowry Race 

Aſſembled all, the Wedding-Morn to grace. 
Phæbus, do thou the Pencil take, the ſame 

With which thou gildſt the World's great chequer'd 

Lights Pencil take; try if thou canſt diſplay (Frame. 

The various Scenes of this reſplendent Day. F15 

And yet 1 doubt thy Skill, though all muſt bow 

To — 25 God of Plants and Poets too ; ; 

Im ſure tis much too hard a Task for me, 

Vet ſome I'll touch, in paſling, like the Bet. 


Where the whole Garden can't be had, we know. 
A Noſe· gay may; and that if ſweet, will do. 8 { 
o 
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Now when a part of this triumphant Day 
In ſacred pompous Rites had paſs d away, 
Rites, which no mortal Tongue can duly tell, 
And which, perhaps, ts not lawful to reveal, 
At length, the ſporting Goddeſs thought it beſt 
(Though ſure the Humour went beyond aJeſt ) 
A plealant fort of Trial to propole, 
And from among the Plants a Queen to chuſe, 
Which ſhou'd preſide over the flowry Race, 
Be a Vice-Goddels and ſupply her Place. a 
Each Plant was to appear, and make its Plea, 
To {ee which beſt deſervd the Dignity. 
The Scene Arch'd o er with wreathing Branches ſtood, 
Which like a little hollow Temple ſhowd, 
The Shrubs and Branches, darting from aloof 
Their pretty fragrant Shades, compos'd the Roof; 
Red and white Faſmine, with the Myrtle- Tree 
The favourite of the Cyprian Deity, 
The golden Apple-tree with ſilver Bud, 
Both {orts of Pipe-tree, with the Sea-dew ſtood; 
There was the twining Woodbind to be ſeen, 
And yellow Hather, Roſes mixt between, 
Each Plant its Notes and known diſtiaQtions brought 
With various Art the gaudy Scene was wrought; 
Juſt in the Nave of this new-modell'd Fane; 
A Throne the judging Goddeſs did ſuſtain, 
Rob'd in a thouſand ſeveral ſorts of Leaves, 
And all the Colours which the Garden gives, 
Which join'd together trim, in wondrous Wiſe, 
With their deluding Figures mock'd your Eyes. 
A noble checquer'd Work ; which real ſeems, 
And firmly ſet with gliſtring Stones and Gems; 
lt real ſeem d; though Gods ſuch Bodies wear 
tor Weight, as Flow'rs upon — down may _ 
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The Goddeſs, ſeated in Majeſtick-wiſe, 
With all the Pride the wealthy Spring ſupplies. 
Had Ariadne s Crown ; and luch a Veſt 
With which the Rainbow on bright Days is dreſt; 
Before her Throne did the officious Band 
Of Hours, Days, Months, in goodly order ſtand. 
The Hours upon ſoft painted Wings were born. 
Painted; but ſwift alas! and quickly gone; 
The Days with nimble Feet advanc'd apace; 
And then the Month, each with a different Face, 
On Cynthia's Orb they tend with conſtant Care, 
In Monthly-Courſes whirling round her Sphere. 
Firſt Spring, a Roſie-· colour d Youngſter ſtood, 
With Looks enough to bribe a judging God. 
Summer appcar'd, robd in a yellow Gown, 
Full Ears of ripen'd Corn compos'd her Crown; 
Then Autumn proud of rich Pomona's Store, 
And Bacchus too, treading the bluſhing Floor; 
Poor half-ſtary'd Winter ſhivering in the Rear, 
The Stoical and ſullen part o'th' Year. 
Yer not by Step-Dame Nature wholly left, 
Ot every Grace is Winter- time bereft. 
Some Friends it has in this afflicted ſtate, 
Some Plants that Faich and Duty don't forget; 
Some Plants the Winter-Seaſon does ſupply 3 
Born purely for Delight and Luxury 3 
Which brave the Froſt and Cold, and Merit claim, 
Though few indeed, and of a lower Frame. 
The New-Year did him this peculiar Grace, 
And Janus favouring with his double Face. 
That he ſhou'd firſt be heard; and have the Power 
To draw forth all his poor and ſlender Store. 
Winter obeys; and ranks em, beſt he can, 
More truſting to the Worth than Number of bis * 
r — „ 
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Juſt in the front of Winter's ſcanty Band, 

Two lofty Plants, or flowry Giants ſtand, 
Spurge-Olive one, tother a kind of Bay, 

Both high, and largely ſpreading every way ; 
But did they in a milder Seaſon ſprout, 

Whether they c't could pals tor Flow'rs I doubt, 
But now they do; and ſuch their Looks and Smell, 
The place they hold, they ſcem to merit well, 

Next Wolfs Bane, us d in Step Dames poiſoning Trade, 
Born of the Foam of Pluto's Porter, faid 3 

A banctul Plant, ſpringing in craggy Ground, 
Thence its hard Name, itſelf much harder found; 
Briskly its gilded Creſt it does diſplay, 

And boldly ſtares rc? Face the God of Day, 
Which Cerberus, its Sire, durſt ne'er aſſay. 

The Plant call'd * S- arops, next in courſe appear d, 
But trembling, by its trighttul Neighbour ſcar d; 
Yet clad in white her ſelf, like fleecy Snow, 

Near her bad Neighbour, finer ſhe does ſhow. 

The noble Liver wort does next appear, 

Without a Speck, like the unclouded Air ; 

A Plant of noble Uſe and endleſs Fame, 

The Liver's great Preſerver, thence its Name; 

The humble Plant, conſcious of inbred Worth, 

In Winter's hardeſt Froſt and Cold, ſhoots forth. 
Let other Plants, ſaid ſhe, for Seaſons wait, 

For Summer Gales, or the Sun's kindly Heat, 

She ſcorns Delay ; naked, without a Coat, 


As 'twere in haſte, the noble Plant comes out. 
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Next the blue Primroſe, which in Winter blows, 
But wears the Spring both in its Name and Cloaths; 
The Saffrov then, and tardy Celandine, 
To theſe our Lady's-Seal, and Som- Bread join. 

et 2 2 | Bur 


® Theſe Plants, by Art, ſometimes are made to flower in Winter. 
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But theſe appearing out of ſeaſon, were 

Bid to theit Homes and proper Tribes repair: 

There now remain'd of Winter's genuine Store 

And Off. ſpring.* Bears-foot, or the Chriſtmas Flow'r, | 

The Pride of Winter, which in Froſt can live, | 

And now alone for Empire dat'd to ſtrive. | 

On its black Stalk it rear it ſelf, and then | 
( 


With pale but fearleſs Face to plead began. 


* This flowers in December, 


4 


| Helleborus Niger, or Chriſtmas-Flower. 


] 
Mean not now. my Beauty to oppoſe ( 
To that of Lilies, or the bluſhing Roſe, 1 
Old Prætus Daughters me from that do ſcare, 8 
Who once with Faro durſt their Face compare. 1 
Mad with Conceit, each thought her ſelf a Cow; y 
uſt Judgment! reaching all themſelves to know. Þ| 

1 
1 
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y noble Plant baniſh'd this wild Caprice, 
And gave em back their human Voice and Speech. 
Melampus by my Aid ſoon brought Relief, 
And for the Cure had one of 'em to Wife. 

Aud none will charge me with that Madneſs, ſure, 
Or the fame Folly I pretend to cure. 

The Goddeſſes above a Beauty claim, 

Laſting and firm as their immortal Frame, 
Which Time can't furrow, or Diſcaſes wrong, 
To be immortal, is to be for ever young. 
Flow'rs or Girls Beauty's a tranſient thing; 
Expect as well the whole Year will be Spring. 
Me flowry Race, that open to the Sky, 

And there have ſeen a Cloud of curious Dye. 
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The gaudy Phantome now with Pride appears, 
Look up again, tis ſtrait diſſolv'd in Tears; 

Such is the ſhort-liv'd Glory Flowers have, (Grave: 
Bending, they point ſtill row'rds their Womb and. 
The Wind and Rain aim at their tender Head, 
Beſides, the Stars their baneful Influence ſhed ; 
Like the fam'd Semele, they die away, 

Ia the Embraces of the God of Day. 

Expos'd to Air, to Heat an open Prey, 

Colds through their render Fibres force their way. 
The Swallow or the Nightingale abhors 

Not Winter more, than 0 th' whole Race of Flow'rs: 
If among theſe a Flow'r you can defſcry | 
(Fitter ro be tranſplanted to the Sky ) 

Which is ſo hardy, as to ſtand the Threar 

Of Storms and Tempeſts that around her beat; 
That with contending Winds dare boldly ſtrive, 
Scorns Cold, and under Heaps of Snow can live. 
To this, great Goddeſs, to this noble Plant 

You ought the Empire of the Garden grant, 
Kings are Fove's Image; and if that be true, 

To Virtue only Sovereign Sway is due. 

Truſting to this, and not the empty Name 

Of Beauty, I the flowry Empire claim. 

Nor will this ſoft, luxurious, pamper'd Race 

Of Flow'rs, were things well weigh'd, deny me place; 
For lo! the Winter's come; what Change is there, 
What Looks, what diſmal Aſpect of the Year ! 
The Winds from Priſon broke, no Mercy yield, 

But ſpoil the native Glories of the Field. . 

Firſt on the Infant · Boughs they ſpend their Rage, 

nd ſcarcely ſpare the poor Trunk's reverend Ape 
ither with ſwelling Rains, the Ground below 

$ drown'd, or covered thick in Beds of Snow. 

| "= Or 
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Or ſtiff with Froſt ; the Streams, all iced o'er, 
Are pent within a Bank, unknown before. 

Each Nymph complains, and every River- God 
Feels on his Shoulders an unuſual Load 5 
Nature, a Captive now to Froſt become, 

Lies fairly buried in a Marble-Tomb. 

And can you wonder then that Flow'rs ſhou'd die, 
Or hid within their Beds, the Danger fly 2 

D' ye ſee the Sun, how faint his Looks; that tell 
The God of Plants himſelf in't over well. 

Now let me ſee the Violet, Tulip, Roſe, 

Or any of em their fine Faee diſcloſe, 
Lilies, with your ſnowy Treſſes now 
Dome forth, this is the proper time for Snow. ; 
Dcat to the call, none of 'em all appear, 
But cloſe in Bed they lie halt dead with Fear. 

I only, in this univerſal Dread 

Of Nature, dare exalt my fearleſs Head; 

Winter with thouſand ſeveral Arms prepar'd | 

To be my Death, ſtill finds me on my Guard. 
Great Umpire then of all this harmleſs Fray, 

Tf you are fix'd to crown ſome Plant to Day, 
Let all appear and take the Fleld, let all 

Agree to give the chiefeſt Plant the Ball 

Let ir in Winter be, though, I deſire; 

That Seaſon does a hardy Chief require. 

If any of theſe render, dainty Dames, 

Deck d with their rich Pertumes and gaudy Names 
Dare but at ſuch a time ſhew half an Eye, 

Il frankly yield, and ſtrait let fall my Plea, 

Not a Plant's ſeen, Fil warrant you; they hate 
To gain a Kingdom at fo dear a rate; | 
They fear th' unequal Trial to ſuſtain; 

None dare appear, but thoſe that fill wy Trains; 
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And none of theſe are ſo ambitious grown, 

To ſtand themſelves, but beg for me the Crown. 
Theſe num'rous Hardſhips I can undergo; | 
I'll tell you now, fair Judg, what I can do, 5 
My Virtue active is and paſſive too. 2 
Kings get no Fame by conquering at home: 

That from ſome forein vanquiſh'd Land mult come. 
It equal to my Triumphs, Names I bore, 

And every vanquiſh'd Foe increas'd the Store. 

Old Rome's molt haughty Champion I'd deſie 
With me in Honours, Titles, Names to vie. 

I at fuch Wonders, I may fately ſay, 

The twelve Herculean-Labours were mere Play. 
The ſpreading Cancer my bleſt Plant does chaſe, 
And new-skins o'cr the Leper's monſtrous Face. 
The lingring Quartan-Fever I oblige 

To draw his Forces off and raiſe the Siege. 
Swimmings 1:h' Head that do from Vapours come, 
I exorciſe ſtrait by my Counter-Fume. 

In every ſwelling part, when Dropſies reign, . 

I dry the Fen, the ſtanding Waters drein. 

The Falling-Sickneſs roo, to wave the reſt, 
Though ſacred that Diſeaſe, by ſome conteſt. 

Why in theſe Cures thus trifle I my Breath ? 

Death yields to me, the Apoplectick Death. 

Into each part my Plant new Vigour ſends, 

And quickly makes the Soul and Body Friends, 
Theſe are great things, you'll ſay, and yet the reſt 
That follow, muſt much greater be confeſt. 

do compole the Mind's diſtracted Frame, 

A Gift the Gods and I alone can claim; 

Madmen and Fools are caſt beneath my power, 
What to my Grandeur can the Gods add more? 
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Who thus can do; the World his Province is, 
Ceſar can't boaſt a larger Sway than this. 

She ſpoke; her Train wich Shouts the Area fill d, 
Nay Winter (if you will believe it) ſmil'd. 
Next the gay Spring draws out his warlike Bands, 
Which to the Scene a grateful Shadow lends, 
Homer, though well the Grecian Camp he paints, 
Wou d fail, I fear, in muſtering up theſe Plants, 
Bright Spring, what various Nations doſt thou boaſt? 
The FXerxes of a numerous flowry Hoſt; 

Which cou d (ſince Flow'rs without due Moiſture die) 
Like his, I fanſie, drink whole Rivers dry. 
His flowry Troops made the ſame ſtately ſhew, 
Whoſe painted Arms a dazling Luſtre threw 3 
Then a gay Flow'r, for ſhape, the * Trumpet nam'd 
Blew thrice, and with a ſtrenuous Voice proclaim'd, 
That all but Candidates ſhou'd quit the place; 
Firſt, as they went, bowing with awful Grace. 

And now, the Pleafure of the Goddeſs known, 
The Herb, call'd Ragwort, paſs'd before the Throne, 
A bunchy Stalk, and painted Bees the bore 

With ſeveral fooliſh Fancies on her Flow'r, 

Ragwort the Satyrs and Przapus Love, 

Venus her ſelf and the fair Judg approve. 
Dog: - Tooth paſs d next, to Ragwort near ally'd, 

A faithful Friend to Love, and often try d? 
Next Hyacinths, of Violet. kind, proceed, 

A noble, powerſul, and a numerous Breed; 

They wanted Courage, though, to keep the place, 
Labourjng, alas! under a late Diſgrace; | 
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Of noble Houſe themſelves they did pretend, 
From Ajax Blood dixęctly to deſcend, 
The Cauſe in Flora Court of Chivalry 
Was heard, where they fail'd to make out their Plea g 
, They bore no Coat of Arms, nor cou'd they ſhow 
Thoſe mournful Notes ſaid from his Bloud to flow. 
The next a-kin, a Flow'r, which Greeks of old, 
From Excrements of Birds deſcended, hold, 
> Which Britain, Nurſe of Plants, a milder Clime, 
Gentilely calls the Star of Bethlehem. 
) The Dazzy next, march'd off in modeſt wile, 
Dreading to wait the Iſſue of the Prize; 
Though the Spring don't a truſtier Party know, Y 
After, before, and in the Spring they grow, : 


] Quick in the charge, and in recreating (low. | 
d, They dare not venture, though the Sons of Art , 
The Name of Binders to 'em do impart. (grant 


They cure all Wounds, yet make none; which you 
ls the true Office of a warlike Plant. 
e; Next ſpotted Sanicle and Navel- wort, 
Though both have ſigns ot Blood, forſake the Court. 
Moonwort goes next, born on its reddiſh Stalk, 
And after that, does gently Crane bill walk; 
They all gave way; tis nat'ral in a Flow'r | 
More in its Form to truſt, than Worth and Pow'r ; 
Nay, more than that, the Corx-Flag quits the Field, 
Though made Sword-wiſe, does to the Tulip yield; 
Though, like ſome Tyrant, rounded with the ſ 
e, Let to affected Empire waves all Claim: / 
| How much this Sword-Flow'r differs, as to Har 
From thoſe which we on mortal Anvils form 
Nature on this an Unguent has beſtow d, | 


Which, when ours make it iſſue, ſtops the Blood, 
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Next, you might ſee the gaudy Columbine, 
Call'd ſometimes Lion . mouth, deſert the Scene. 
Though of rry'd Courage, and of high Renown, 
In other Things, curing Diſeaſes known. 

The Sea-gull Flow'r expreſs d an equal Fear, 

The Tyger's more and prettier Spots don't bear; 
Theſe Beauty- ſpots ſhe ought to prize like Gold, 

* Citron held hers at dearer Rates of old, 

The Perſian Lily of a ruddy Hue; 

And next the Lzly of the Vale, withdrew, 

Lilies oth Vale ſuch Looks and Smell retain, 
They'r fit to furniſh Snuff for Gods and Men; 

Nor a Plant kinder to the Brain does live; 

A glaſs of Wine does leſs Refreſhment give. 

Next Periwinkle or the Ladies bow'r 

Weakly, and halting crept along the Floor. 

All kinds of Crow-foot paſs d and bow'd their Head, 
The worſt ran wild, the beſt in Gardens bred; 
Day-Lily next, the Root by Z7e/1od lov'd, 
Although not for the chiefeſt Diſh approv'd. 
Then came a Flow'r, of a far differing look, 
Which on it thy lov'd Name, Adonis, took; 
But Celandine, thy genuine Off-ſpring ſtil'd, 
They tell us, at the proud Uſurper imil'd. 
Stock-July-Flow'r the Years Companion is, 
Which the Sun ſcaree in all his Rounds does miſs, 
. Officious Plant! which every Month can bring; 
But rather wou'd be reckon'd to the Spring, 

This paſs'd along with a becoming Mien, 

And in her Train the Wall-flower wou'd be ſeen. 
The conſtant Marigold, next theſe went out, 
And Ladies-jlipper fit for Flora's Foot. 


Then 
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Then Goat5-beard, which each Morn abroad does peep, 
But ſhuts its Flower at Noon. and goes to ſleep. 
Then Ox- eye did its rowling Eye+ball ſpread, 

Such as Foves Wife and Siſter had, they ſaid. 

Next Fiper-graſs, full of a milky Juice, 

Good againſt Poiſon, which curſt Step-dames uſe. 
Then Hollow-root, cautious and full of Fear, j 
Which neither Summer's Hear, nor Cold can bear, 
Comes after Spring, before it does retire. ö 
Then Sattin. flower, and Mot h-mullein withdraw, 
Worthy a nobler Title to enjoy. 

The Ladies. ſmoch, and Lug wart went their Way, 
With ſeveral more too tedious here to ſay; 

With many an humble Shrub that took their Leaves, - 
To which the Garden Entertainment gives; 

As Honey-ſuckle, Roſemary and Broom, 

That Broom which does of Spaniſh Parents come; 
Both ſorts of Pipe-tree; neat in cither Dreſs, 
White or sky-colour'd, whether pleaſe you belt ; 
Next, the round- headed Elder-roſe, which wears 
A Conſtellation of your little Stars; 

The Cherry; ours and Perfian Apple add 

Proud of the various Flow'rs adorn'd its Head. 
Nature has iſſue, Eunuch-like, deny'd, 

But (like them too) by a fine Face ſupply d. 
Theſe and a thouſand more were fain to yield, 

And left the Candidates to keep the Field. | 
Each Flower appear'd with all its Kindred, dreſt, 
Each in its richeſt Robes of gaudieſt Veſt : * 

The Violet firſt, Spring's Uſher, came in View, 
From whoſe ſweet Lips theſe pleaſing Accents flew. 


The 
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HE Ram now ope the golden Portal throws, 
Which holds the various Seaſons of the Vear, 
And on his ſhining Fleece the Spring does bear, 
Ye Mortals, with a Shout ſalute him as he goes. 
(lo Triumph!) now, now the Spring comes on 
In ſolemn State and high Proceſſion, 
Whilſt 1; the beauteous Violet, ſtill before him go 
And uſher in the gaudy Show ; 
As it becomes the Child of ſuch a Sire, 
Fm wrap'd in Purple, the firſt-born of Spring, 
The Marks of my Legitimation bring, 
And all the Tokens of his verdant Empire wear. 
Clad like a Princely Babe, and born in State, 
[ all your Regal Titles hate, 3 
Nof pridiũg in my Blood, and mighty Birt 
Unnatural Plant, deſpiſe the Lap of Mother · Earth. 
Loves Goddeſs ſmiles upon me juſt New-born, 
Rejoycing at the Year's Return. 
The Swallow is not a more certain Sign 
That Love and warm Embraces now begin. 
To the lov d Babe a thouſand Kiſſes 
The Goddeſs gives, a thouſand balmy hliſſes. 
Beſides, my purple Lips * 
In ſacred Nectar dips; 
Hence tis, no ſooner does the Violet burſt, 
By the warm Air to a juſt Ripeneſs nurſt, 
But from my opening, blooming Head 
A thouſand fragrant Odours ſpread. 
do not only pleaſe the Smell, 


And the moſt critick Taſte beguil, 


* The Sign rig. 
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Not only with my pretty Die 
Impoſe a Cheat upon the Eye; 
But more for Profit than for Pleaſure born 
I furniſh out a wholeſom Juice, 
Which the fam'd Epicurus did not {corn 
Upon a time, when ſick, to uſe. 
Oer preſſing and vexatious Pain, 
I ſuch a ſilent Vict ry gain, 
That though the Body be the Scene, 
It ſcarcely knows whether a Fight has been. 
The Fevers well-known Valor I invade, 
Which bluſhes with mere Rage to yield , 
To one that ne'cr knew how to tread a Field, 
Bur only was for Sights and Nuptial Banquets made: 
It yields, but in a grumbling Way. 
Juſt as the Winds obedience pay, 
When Neptune from the Flood does peep, 
And ſilences thoſe Troublers of the Deep. | 
What though ſome Flowers a greater Courage know, 
Or a much finer Face can ſhow, 
That does bur ſtill the Fancy feed, | 
Whilſt I for Bufineſs fit, in real Worth exceed. 
Search over all the Globe, you'll find, 
The Glory of a Princely Flower 
Conſiſts not in tyrannick Power. 
But in a Majeſty with Mildneſs join d. 


She ſpoke; and from her balmy Lips did come 

A ſweet Perfume that ſcented all the Room. 

The ſmell ſo long continued, that you'd {wear 

The Violet, though you heard no Sound, was there. 
Quitting the Stage; the next that took her Place, 
Were Ox-lips, Pugles with their numerous Race; 


nw_. 
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A parti - colour d Tribe, of various Hue, 

Red, yellow, purple, pale, white, dusky, blue. 

The Primroſe, and the Corſlip too were there, 

Both of em Kin, but not ſo handſom far; : 
Bears ear, ſo call'd, did the whole Party head, | 
And yellow, claiming Merit, needs wou'd plead. 

Toſſing her hundred Heads in flanting rate, 

Each had a Mouth, and cou'd ar Pleaſure prate. 


Auricula Urſi, BEARS-E AR. 


Reat QueenofFlow'rs, why is thy ſnowy Breaſt, 
with ſuch a Sight of various Poſies dreſt ! 
Whereas one Stalk of mine 
Alone a Noſe-gay is, alone can make thee fine ; 
A lovely, harmleſs Monſter, I 
Gorgon's many Heads out · vie; 
Others, as ſingle Stars, may Glory beam; ; 
Take me, for I a Conſtellation am; 
Let thoſe who Subjects want, purſue the flowry Crown, 
A flowry Nation, I alone; 
Not did kind Nature thus in vain, 
So many Heads to me affign; 
I for Man's Head, Life's chiefeſt Seat 
Am ſet apart and wholly conſecrate. 
The Mind's Imperial Tow'r, the Brain, 
(A poor Apartment for ſo great a Queen) 
The Light-houſe where Man's Reaſon ſtands and 
Maugre the Malice of contending Winds, ( ſhines, 
I guard the facred Place, repel the Rout, 
And keep the everlaſting Fire from going our. 
Go now, and mock me with this monſtrous Name I 
Which the late barbarous Age did coin and frame, 


The 
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The true and proper Names of Things of old, 
Through a Religious Silence ne er were told. 
Thus Guardian Gods true Names were ſeldom 
known, OO | 
Leſt ſome invading Foe might charm em from the © 
Town. 
Impudent Fool! that firſt ſtild beauteous Flows 
By a deteſted Name, the Ears of Bears; 
Worthy himſelf of Aſſes Ears, a Pair 
Fairer than Midas once was {aid to wear, 


At this rate ſinging (for your merry Flow'rs 
Still ſing their Words, not bring em forth like ours) 
The Daffadib ſucceeded, once a Vouth, 
(As many Poets tell, a ſacred Truth.) 
And all his Clients and his Kindred came; 
A numerous Train, to vote and poll for him; 
All of em pale or yellow did appear, 
The Livery which wounded Lovers wear. 
 Thoagh Virgil purple Honours has aſſign d 
l And bluiſh Die, too liberal and kind, oh 
The Chalcedonick with white Flower thought beſt 
To be the Mouth, and ſing for all the reſt. 


The DAFFADIL, --Nard(ſus: 


Hat once I was, a Boy, not ripen'd to a Man; 


1 My Roots of one year's Growth explain, 
A lovely Boy, of killing Eyes 
, Where ambuſcading Witchcraft lies, f 
Which did at laſt the Owners (elf ſurprize. 


Of fatal Beauty, ſuch as cou'd inſpire 
Love into coldeſt Breaſts, in Water Kindle Fire. 


Me 


wa ” * 9 
= 
— 


332 Of PLANTS. Booklll. 


Me the hot Beds of Sand in Libya burn, 
Or 1fer's frozen Banks to ruin turn. 
I, when a Boy, among the Boys 
Had ſtill the nobleſt Place, 
The ſame my Plant among the Flow'rs enjoys, 
And is the Gardens Ornament and Grace. 
Become a Flower, I cannot tell 
Why my Face ſhou'd nor pleaſe me till ; 
Downward I lean my bending Head, 
Longing my Looks in the Ame Glaſs to read; 
Shew me a Stream, that liquid Glaſs 
Will put me in the ſelf· ſame Caſe ; 
In th* Colour with the ſame Nymphs I am dreſt, 
Who wear me in their ſnowy Breaſt; - 
Who with my Flowers their Pride maintain, 


And wiſh I were a Boy again. 


She ſpoke; Anemone her Station took, 

To whom the Goddeſs deign'd a ſmiling Look; 
For with the 7ulip's Leave, I needs mult ſay, 
No Race more num'rous, none more fine or gay; NN 
The Purple with ics large and ſpreading Leaf 
Was choſen, by Conſent, to be their Chief, 

Of fair + Adonis's Blood undoubred Strain, 

And to this Hour it ſhews the dying Stain ; 
As ſoon as Zephyr had unloos'd its Tongue, 
The beauteous Plant aſter this manner ſung. 


+ 'Tis fabled to have ſprung out of Adenis's Blood. 
lis Flower never opens but when the Wind blows, Pin. 21. 23. 
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HOU gentle Zephyr, who didſt Flora wed 
Thrice worthy of the Goddeſs Bed; 
Who in a winged Chariot hurl d 

With breezing Airs doſt fan this nether World, 

Which kind refreſhing Motion, far 

I before lazy Reſt prefer; | 
That Air with which thou every Thing doſt cheer, 

Inſpire into the Goddeſs Ear; | 
That the fair Judge wou'd mindful be 
Of her loy'd Conſort and of me; 
For ſince I take my Name from thee, 
Nay of thy Kindred ſaid to be; 
Since I with thee do ſympathize 
Who in olian Dungeon Captive lies, 
And viewing Zephyr's doleful ſtare, 
All Dreſs and Ornament I hate, 
And locking up my mournful Flower, 
My ſelf a Pris ner make, the ſame Reſtraint endure. 
Since I have change of Suits and gaudy Veſts, 
Which in my various Flowers are expreſt; 
In brief, fince Im a-kin to Gods above; 
All theſe together ſure, may Favour move; 
Sprung from the fair Adonis purple Tide 
And Venus Tears, to both I am ally d; 
The Roſy Youth, the lov'd Adonis ſtood : 


The Pride and Glory of the Wood, | 
3" Frill a Boar's fatal Tusk let out the precious Blood. 
| Into each flowing drop that ſtill'd | 
A falling Tear the Goddeſs fbilld, _ 6 
Which to a Bloody Torrent ſwell d. ; 


. 
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The Lovers Tears and Blood combine 
As if they wou'd in Marriage join; 
From ſuch fair Parents, and that wedding morn 
Was I, their fairer Oft-ſpring born. 
My Force and Power, perhaps, you queſtion now, 
My Power? Why, I a handſom Face can ſhow ; 
Beſides, my heavenly Extract I can prove, 
And that I'm Siſter to the God of Love. 


The Crown Imperial (as ſhe ſtep'd aſide) 
Advanc'd with ſtately, but becoming Pride, 
Not buskin'd Heroes ſtrut with nobler Pride, 
Nor Gods in walking uſe a finer Stride : | 
No Friends or Clients made her Train, not one; 
Conſcious of native Worth, ſhe came alone. 
With an erect and ſober Countenance 
In following Terms ſhe did her Plea commence. 


The moſt noble Flower, to the ſight, that grows. Lauremberg. 


The IMPERIAL CROWN. 


ITH furious Heats and unbecoming Rage, 
Ye flowry Nations, ceaſe t engage; 


Since on my ſtately Stem | 
Nature has plac'd th' Imperial Diadem. 
Why all theſe Words in vain, why all this Noife? 
Be judg d by Nature and approve her Choice. 
Perhaps it does ybur Envy move, 
And to my Right may hurtful prove, 
Thar I an upſtart Noyel Flower am, ict? 
Who have no rumbling hard Greek Name; 
Perhaps | may be thought 
In ſome 7 lebeian Bcd begot, 


* 
*. 
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Becauſe my Lineage wears no ſtain, 8 
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Nor does Romantick ſhameful Stories feign | 
That I am ſprung iromFove,or from hisBaſtard-ſtrain. 
I freely own, | have not been 
Long of your World a Denizen ; 
Bur yet I reign'd for Ages paſt 
in Perſta and in Bafria placd, 5 
The Yride and Joy of all the Gardens of the Eaſt Y 
My Flower a large- ſiz d golden Head does D 
Much like the Ball Kings in their Hands do bear, 
Denoting Sovereign Rule, and ſtriking Fear. 5 
My purple Stalk, |, like ſome Scepter wield, 
Worthy in Regal Hands to ſhine, | 
Worthy of Thine, great God of Wine, 
When India to thy conquering Arms did yield. 
Beſides all this; I have a lowry Crown 
My Royal Temples to adorn, 
Whole Buds a ſort of Hony Liquor bear, 
Whichround the Crown, like Stars or Pearls appear; 
Silver threads around it twine, 
Saffron, like Gold, with them does join; 
And over All | 
My verdant Hair does neatly fall. 
Sometimes, a three-fold Rank of Flowers 
Grows on my Top, like lotry Towers. 
Imperial Ornaments | ſcorn, 
And, like the Pope, affect a triple Crown 
The Heavens look down and envy Earth 
For teeming with ſo bright a Birth; 
For Ariadnes ſtarry Crown 
= mine is far out-ſhone, 
An 


; 
z 
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as they've Reaſon, let em enyy on. 
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She thunder d out her Speech; and walk d to 1 


The Judge, not falling meanly at her Feet, 
But as one Goddeſs does another meet. 


A Flower that wou'd too happy be and bleſt, 

Did but its Odour anſwer all the reſt ! 

The Tulip next appear'd, all over Bays 

Bur wanton, full of pride and full of play; 

The World can't ſhew a Die, but here has place, 
Nay, by new Mixtures ſhe can change her Face. 
Purple and Gold are both beneath her Care, 

The richeſt Needle-work ſhe loves to wear; 

Her only ſtudy is to pleaſe the Eye, 

And to out-ſhine the reſt in Finery ; 

Ofr of a Mode or Colour weary grown 

By which their Family had long been known, 
They'll change their Faſhion ſtrait, I know not how, 
And with much Pain in other Colours go; 

As if Medea Furnace they had paſt ; 

(She without Plants old Zſon ne er new-caſt ) 
And tho they know this Change will mortal prove 
They Il venture yet to change ſo much they love. 
Such love to Beauty, ſuch the Thirſt of Praiſe, 
That welcome Death before inglorious Days! 

The Caule by all was to the white aſſign d, 
Whether becauſe the rareſt of the kind, 

Or elſe becauſe every Petitioner 

In antient Times, for Office, white did wear. 


Ti.ence ſuch were and are ſtill call'd Candidetes, 
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Omewhere in Horace, if I don't forget, 
(Flowers are no Foes to Poetry and Wit; 
For us that Tribe the like Affection bear, 
And of all Men the greateſt Floriſts ate) 
We find a wealthy Man | 
Whoſe Ward robe did five thouſand Suits contain; 
He counted that a vaſt prodigious Store, 
But I that Number have twice told and more. 
Whate er in Spring the teeming Earth commands; 
What Colours e er the painted Pride of Birds, 
Or various Lights the gliſt ring Gem affords 
Cut by the artful Lapidary's Hands; 
Whate'er the Curtains of the Heavens can ſhow, 
Or Light lays Dies upon the varniſh'd Bow, 
Rob'd in as many Veſts I ſhine ; 
In every thing, bearing a princely Mien. 
Pity I muſt the Li and the Roſe 
(And the laſt bluſhes at her thred-bare Clothes) 
Who think themſelves ſo highly bleſt, 
Yet have but one poor tatter d Veſt 
Theſe ſtudious, unambitious Things, in brief, 
Wou' d fit extreamly well a College-life, 
And when the God of Flow'rs a Charter grants 
Admiſſion ſhall be given to theſe Plants; 
Kings ſhou'd have Plenty, and ſuperfluous Store, 
Whilſt Thriftineſs becomes the Poor. . 
Hence Spring himſelf does chiefly me regard: 
Will any Flower refuſe ro ſtand to his Award? 
Me for whole Months he does retain, 


And keeps me by him all his Reign; 
A a 3 Careſs d 


Herat. lib. 1. Ep. 6. 
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| Careſsd by Spring, the Seaſon of the Year, 
| Which before all to Love is dear. 
Beſides, the God of Love himſelf's my Friend, 
Not for my Face alone, bur for * another End. 
Loy d by the God upon a private Score, 
I know for what bur ſay no more ; 
But why ihou'd I, 
Become {o ſilent or ſo ſhie? 
We Flow'rs were by no peeviſh Sire begor, 


Nor from that frigid, ſullen Tree did ſprout, 
So fam'd in Cres ſacred Rites; 


Nor in moroſeneſs Flora's ſel delights. 

My koor, like Oil in antient Games, prepares 
Lovers for Bartel or thoſe ſofter Wars : 

My quickning Heat their ſluggiſh Veins inſpires 


With vigorous and ſprightly Fires; 
Had but chaſt Lucrece us d the ſame, 


The night before bold Tarquin try'd his Flame, 
Upon Record ſhe ne er a Fool had been, 
But wou d have livd to reap the Pleaſure once again. 


The Goddeſs conſcious of the Truth, a while 

Contain'd, bur then was ſeen to bluſh and (mile. 

The Flower - de- Luce next loos d her heavenly 
Tongue ; 


And thus, amidſt her ſweet Companions, ſung, 


a — Gerard, Parkinſon. 
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F Empire is to Beauty due 
(And that in Flowers, if any where, holds true) 
Then l by Nature was deſign d for Reign; 
Elſe Nature made a beauteous Face in vain. 
Beſides, I boaſt a ſparkling Gem, 
And brighter Goddeſs of my Name. 
My lofty Front towards the Heavens | bear, 
And repreſent the Sky, when tis ſerene and clear. 
To me a God-like Pow'r is given 
With a mild Face reſembling Heaven ; 
And in the Kingly Stile, no, Dignity 
Sounds better than SERENITY ; 
Beauty and Envy oft together go, 
* Handſom my ſelf, I help, make others ſo ; 
Both Gods and Men of the moſt curious Eyes 
| With ſecret Pleaſure | ſurprize; 
a Nor do I leſs oblige the Noſe, 
With Fragrance from my Root that blows. 
Not Sibaris or {oft Capua did know 
A choicer Flower for Smell or Show, C 
| Though both with Pleaſure of all Kinds did flow, 
Town the Violet and the Roſe 
Divineſt Odours both diſcloſe ; 
The . and Stock-Fuly-Flower, 
With many more ; 
But yet none can ſo ſweet a f Root produce. 
My upper Parts are trim and fair, 
My lower breath a grateful Air. 
I am a Flow'r for Sight, a Drug for Uſe. 
A a 4 Soft 
* 8 of the Root takes away Freckles and Morphe ws. 
Of the Root is made that call d Pouder of Cypryz, or Orris Pouder. 
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Soft as I am, amidſt this Luxury, 
Before. me rough Diſeaſes fly. | 
Thus a bold Amazon with Virgin-Face 
Troops of daſtard Men will chaſe, 
Thus Mars and Veuus often greet, 
And in ſingle Pallas meet: 
Equal to her in Beauties charms 
And not to him inferiour in Arms. 
By ſecret Virtue and reſiſtleſs Power 
Thoſe whom the Jaundice ſeizes I reſtore ; 
Though moiſt with Unguent, and inclin'd to love, 
I rather was for Luxury deſign'd, 
And yet like ſome enrag'd Lioneſs | 
Before my painted Arms the yellow Foe does haſte. 
The Dropſie head-long makes away 
As ſoon as I my Arms diſplay ; 
The Dropſie, which Man's Microceſm drowns 
Pulling up all the Sluces in its Rounds. 
J follow it through every winding Vein, 
And make it quit in haſte the delug d Man. 
The Nation of the Fews, a pious Folk, 
Though our Gods they don't invoke ; 
And not to You, ye Plants, unknown 
I'th' Days of that great Flowriſt Solomon. 
Tell us, that Jove, to cheer the drooping Ball, 
Aſter the Flood, a Promiſe paſt, 
Thar ſo long as Earth ſhou'd laſt, 
No future Deluge on the World ſhou'd fall. 
And as a Seal to this obliging Grant, 
The Rain-bow in the Sky did plant ; 
I am that Bow, in poor Hydropick Man, 
The ſame refreſhing Hopes contain, 


| I 
Its Faculty in curing theſe Diſeaſes, is celebrated by Laremberg, 


Fernehus, &c. 
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I look as gay, and ſhow as fine, 
am the Thing, of which that only is the Sign. 
My Plant performs the ſame 
Towards Man's little worldly Frame; 
And when within him I appear, 
He needs no Deluge from a Dropſie fear. 


*The Peony then, with large red Flower came on, 

And brought no Train, but his lov d Mate alone; 

Numbers cou d not make him the Cauſe eſpouſe, 

Las! the whole Nation made but one poor Houſe. 

Nor did her coſtly Wardrobe Pride inſpire, 

All dreſs'd alike, all did one Colour wear. 

And yet he wanted not for Majeſty, 

Appearing with a ſober Gravity. 

For He advanc'd his purple Forehead, which 

A Flower with thouſand Foldings did enrich : 

Some love to call it the Hluſtrious Plant, 

And we may well, I think, that Title grants 

Phyſicians in their publick Writings ſhow, 

What Praiſe is to the firſt Inventor due. 

+ Pon was Doctor to the Gods, they ſay, 

By the whole College honour'd to this Day. 

With her own Merits, and this mighty Name 

Hearten'd and buoy d, ſhe thus maintain d her Claim, 
The Peay Male and Female. 


+ Homer ſays, Pon cui d Pluto with this Plant, when he was wound» 
ed by Hercules. ; 
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If the fond Tulip, ſwelbd with Pride, 
In her Fools Coat of motley Colours dy'd 3 
If loyd Adonis Flower, the Celandine, 
Wou'd proudly be prefer'd to mine; 

Then let Jove's Bird, the Eagle, quit the Field, 

The Thunder to the painted Peacock yield : 
Then let the Tyrant et the Woods be gone, 

The Lion yield to the Chamelion. 

You'll ſay, perhaps, the Nymphs make much of you 


They gather me for Garlands too. Ip 


And yet d' ye think, I value that? 
Not I, by Flora, not a jot. 
Virtue and Courage ate the valuable things, 
On difficult Occaſions Thown. 
Not painted Arms enoble Kings, 
Virtue alone gives Luſtre to a Crown, 
Hence I, the known Herculean Diſeaſe 
The Falling-Sickneſs, cure with caſe, 
| Which, like the Club, that Hero once did wear, 
Down with one ſingle Blow Mankind does bear. 
I fanſie, hence the Story riſe, 
That Pluto wounded once by Hercules, 
My Juice, infus'd by Pæon, gave him eaſe 5 


And did the groaning God appeaſe. 
Pæon was fam d, I'm ſure, for curing this Diſeaſe. 
Plato is God of Hell, t ſhou'd ſeem, 
Prince of inexorable Death; 
Now this Diſeaſe is Death; but not like him, 
Without a Sting, plac d in the Shades beneath. 


1 ſhowd 
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I ſhou'd be vain, extreamly vain, indeed, 
A Quarrel on PunCtilio's to breed, 
Since a more noble Flower than T, 
The Sun in all his Journey does not ſpy. 
Nor do I go in Phyfick's beaten Road, | 
By other Plants before me trod, | 
But in a way worthy a healing God. 'J 
I never with the Foe come Hand to Hand, 
My Odour Death does at a diſtance ſend ; 
Hung round the Neck, ſtrait, without more ado 
I put to flight the rampant Foe 3 
I neither come (what think you, Ceſar, now?) 
Nor view the Camp, and yet can overthrow. 
She ſpoke, and bow'd, and fo the Court forſook, 


Her Conſort follow'd with a bluſhing Look ; 
When ſtrait a fragrant Air of ſtrong Pertume, 
And a new Luſtre darted through the Room. 
No wonder, for the Roſe did next appear, (Rear. 
Spring wiſely plac'd his beſt and choiceſt Troops ich“ 
Some wild in Woods; yet Worth and Beauty ſhow, 
Such as might in Heſperian Gardens grow. 

Nought, by Experience, than the Mood. Roſe found, 
Better to cure a mad Dog's poiſonous Wound ; 

This brings away the Gravel and the Stone, 

And gives you Eaſe though to a Quarry grown. 

The beauteous Garden. Roſe ſhe did not ſhame, 
Though better bred and of a ſofter Name ; | 
Which in four Squadrons drawn, the Damask Rok, 
In name of all the reſt, maintain'd the Caule ; 
Which ſprung, they ſay, trom Syrian + Venus Blood, 
Long time the Pride of rich Damaſcus ſtood. | 


+ The Roſe is aid at firſt to have grown white only, till Fu run 
ding after Adonis, ſcratch'd her Legs upon its Thorns, and ſtain'd the 
Flowers red with her Blood. e | 
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The ROSE. 
"A ND who can doubt my Race, ſays ſhe, 
| Who on my Face Love's Tokens ſce? 
The God of Love is always ſoft, and always young, 
I am the ſame, then to his Blood what Wrong: 
My Brother winged does appear 5 
I Leaves inſtead of Wings do wear; 
He's drawn with lighted Torches in his Hand; 
Upon my top bright flaming Glories ſtand ; 
The Roſe has Prickles, ſo has Love, 
Though theſe a little ſharper prove ; 
There's nothing in the World aboye, or this below, 
But would for Rofic-colour'd go; 
This is the Dye that ſtill does pleaſe 
Both mortal Maids, and heavenly Goddeſſes; 
I am the Standard by which Beauty's try'd, 
The Wiſh of Chee, and immortal Juno s Pride. 
The bright Aurora, Queen of all the Eaſt, 
Proud of her Rofie-Fingers, is conteſt ; | 

When from the Gates of Light the riſing Day 

Breaks forth, his conſtant Rounds to go, 
The winged Hours prepare the Way, 
And Roſie Clouds before him ſtrow. 

The Windows of the Sky with Roſes ſhine 

] am Day's Ornament as well as Sign. 

And when the glorious Pomp and Tour is Oer, 

I greet it poſting to the Weſtern Shore. 
The God of Love, we muſt allow, 
Shou'd tolerably Beauty know. 

© _ Yer never from thoſe Cheeks he goes, 
Where he can ſpy the bluſhing Roſe, 
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Thus the wife Bee will never dwell 
( Thar, like the God of Love, has Wings ; 
That too has Honey, that has Stings ) 
On vulgar Flowers, that have no grateful Smell, 
Tell me, bleſt Lover: What's a Kiſs, | 
Without a Roſie· Lip create the Bliſs ? 
g, Nor do I only charming Sweets diſpenſe, 
But bear Arms in my own and Man's Defence; 
without the Patient's Pain 
Man's Body, that Augean Stable clean. 
Not with a rough and preſſing Hand, 
As Thunder Storms from Clouds command, 
But as the Dew and gentle Showers 
Diſſolving light on Herbs and Flowers. 
7 Nor of a ſhort and fading Date, 
Was I the leſs defign'd for Rule and State; 
Let proud ambitious * Floramour 
Uſurping on the Gods immortal Name, 
Joy to be ſtil'd the Everlaſting Flower, 
I nc'er knew yet that Plant that near ro Neſtor came. 
We too too bleſt, too powerful ſhou'd be grown, 
Which wou'd but Envy raiſe, 
If we cou'd ſay our Beauty were our own, 
Or boaſt long Life and many Days. 
But why ſhou'd I complain of Fate 
For giving me ſo ſhort a Date? 
Since Flowers, the Emblems of Mortality, 
All the ſame way and manner die, 
But the kind Gods above forbid, _ 
That Virtue e er a Grave ſhou'd find, 
And though the fatal Siſters cut my Thread, 
My Odour, like the Soul, remains behind, 
To a dead Lion a live Worm's prefer'd, 
Though once the King of all the ſavage Herd. 
euerm. After 
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After my Death I till excel 
The beſt of Flowers thar are alive and well. 
If that the Name of Dead will bear, 
From whoſe meer Corps does come, 
(Like the dead Bodies ſtill ſurviving Heir) 
So ſweet a Smell and ſtrong Pertume. 
Let em invent a thouſand Ways 
My mangled Corps to vex and ſqueeze, 
Though "in a ſweating Limbeck — 
My Aſhes ſhall preſerve their Scent. 
Like a dead Monarch to the Grave I come, 
Nature embalms me in my own Perfume. 
She ſpoke, a Virgin · Bluſh came o' er her Face, 
And an Ambroſic 1-Scent flew round the place; 
But that which gave her Words a finer Grace, 
Not without ſome Conſtraint ſhe ſeem'd to tell her 
Her Rivals trembled; tor the Judge's Look =(Praile, 
A ſecret Pleaſure and much Kindneſs ſpoke 5 
The Virgin did not for Well-wiſhers lack, 
Her Kindred-Squadrons ſtood behind her Back. 
The yellow neareſt ſtood, unfit for War, 
Nor did the Spoils of cur'd Diſcaſes bear; 
The white was next, of great and good Renown, 
A kind Aſſiſtant to the Eye - ſignt known; 
The third, a mighty Warrier, was the Red, 
Which terribly her bloody Banner ſpread; 
She binds the Flux with her reſtringent Arts, 
And ſtops the Humours Journey to thoſe Parts; 
She brings a preſent and a ſure Relief 
To Head and Heart, the Fountains both of Life; 
The Feavers Fires by her are Mildneſs taught, 
And the Hag d Man to ſweet Compoſure brought. 
By help of this, Jaſon of old, we read, 
Yok'd and ſubdu d che Bulls of fiery breed; 
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One Doſe to ſleep the watchful Dragon ſent, 

| | By which no more but an high Fever's meant. 

" Between this Squadron and the White, we're told, 

A long and grievous Strife commenc'd of old; 

Strife is too ſoft a Word for many Years 

Cruel, unnatural, and bloody Wars; 

The ſam'd Pharſalian Fields twice dy'd in Blood, 

'Nc'cr oi a nobler Quarrel Witneſs ſtood ; 

The Thirſt of Empire, ground of moſt our Wars, 
Was that which ſolely did occafion theirs ; | 
For the Red Roſe cou'd not an Equal bear, 

And the White wou'd of no Superiour hear; 

The Chiefs by * Zork and Laxcaſter upheld, 

With civil Rage haraſs'd the Britiſh Field. 

What Madneſs drew ye Roſes to engage, 

«| Kin againſt Kin to ſpend your Thorns and Rage! 

{> | Go, turn your Arms, where you may Triumph gain, 
And Fame unſullied with a Bluſhing ſtain ; 
See the French Lily ſpoils and waſts your Shore; 
Go, conquer there, where you've twice beat before. 

Whilſt the Scorch Thiſtle, with audacious Pride, 
Taking Advantage, gores your bleeding Side. 

Do Roſes no more Senſe and Prudence own, 

Than to be fighting for domeſtick Crown 2 

From Venus You much of the Mother bear, 

You both take Pleaſure in the God of War; 

I now begin to think the Fable true | 
That Mars ſprung from a Flower, fulfill'd by Yous 
War ravages the Field, and like the furious Boar, 
That turns up all the Gardens beauteous Store; 


1 | | | O'erthrows 


The Civil: Wars between the Houſes of Tork and Laucaſter, of 
which the firſt bore the White Roſe, and the other the Red, coſt more 
ne Engliſh Blood, than did twice conquering France. 
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Oerthrows the Trees and , and does wound 


With his ungentle Tusk the bleeding Ground ; 


Roots up the Saffron and the Violet. bed. 
And feaſts upon the gaudy Talips Head. 
You'd grieve to ſee a beauteous Plat fo ſoon 
Into Confuſion by a Monſter thrown. 

But oh, my Muſe, oh whither doſt thou tow'r! 
This is a Flight too high for thee to ſoar, 
The harmleſs Strife of Plants, cheir wanton Play, 
Thy Pipe perhaps may well enough eſſay; 

But for their Wars, that is a Theme fo great, 
Rather for Lacan s Martial- Trumpet fit; 

To him that ſung the Tbelan Brother's Death, 
To Maro, or ſome ſuch, that Task bequeath. 


| The End of the Third Book. 
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Appy the Man, whom from Ambition freed, 
A little Field and little Garden feed. 
| | The Field do's trugal Nature's Wants ſupply, 
| The Garden furniſhes for Luxury. 
What farther ſpecious Clogs of Life remain, 
He leaves for Fools to ſeek, and Knaves to gain. 
This happy Life did th' old“ Corycian chooſes 

A Life deſerving Mars's noble Muſe; 
This happy Life did wiſe Abdel m nus charm, 
The mighty Monarch of a little Farm. 
While howing Weeds that on his Walks eücroach'd, 
Great Alexander's Meſſenger approach'd, | 
Receive, ſaid he, the Enſigns of a Crown, 
A Scepter, Mitre, and Sidonian Gown: 
To Empire call'd, unwillingly he goes, 
And longing Looks back on his Cottage throws. 
Thus Ag/aus's Farm did frequent Viſits find 
From Gods; himſelf a Stranger to Mankind. 
Gyges, the richeſt King of former Times, 
(Wicked and ſwelling with ſucceſsful Crimes) 

| Bb OY 
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Is there, ſaid he, a Man more bleſt than I 2 
Thus challeng'd he the Delphick Deity, 

Yes, Aglaus, the plain- dealing God reply'd : 
Aglaus Who's he? the angry Monarch cry'd. 
Say, is there any King ſo call'd : there's none, 
No King was ever by chat Title known. 

Or any great Commander of that Name, 

Or Herbe, who with Gods does Kindred claim: 
Or any who does ſuch vaſt Wealth enjoy. 
As all his Luxury can ne er deſtroy. 
Renown'd for Arms, for Wealth or Birth, no Man 
Was found call'd Aglaus: Who's this Aglaus then? 
At laſt, in the retir d Arcadian Plains, 

( Silence and Shades ſurround Arcadian Swains ) 
Near Ptophis Town (where he but once had been) 
At Plow, this Man of Happineſs was ſeen. 

In this Retirement was that Ag/aus found, 

Envy'd by Kings, and by a God renown'd. 
Almighty Pow'r, it lawtul it may be, 

Amongſt fictitious Gods to mention Thee, 

Before encroaching Age too far intrude, | 
Let this ſweet Scene my Life's dull Farce conclude! 
With this ſweet Cloſe my uſeleſs Toil be bleſt, 

My long toſs'd Barque in that calm Station reſt, 
Once more my Mulc in wild Digreſſion ſtrays, 
Ne'er fſarisfh'd with dear Retirement's Praiſe. 

A pleaſant Road but from our purpoſe wide, 
Turn off, and to our Point directly guide. 

Of Summer Flow'rs a mighty Hoſt remain, 
With thoſe which Autumn muſters on the Plain, 
Who, with Joint-Forces fill the ſhining Field, 
Grudging that Spring ſhou'd equal Numbers yield 
To both their Liſts, or cauſe ſome Plants had been 
Under the Service of both Seaſons ſcen, 
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Of theſe, my Muſe, rehearſe the Chief (for all 
Though Mem'ry's Daughter thou can'ſt ne'er recall) 
The Spikes of Summers Corn thou may'ſt as well, 
Or ev'cy Grape of fruitſul Autums tell. 
The * flamy Panſſe uſhers Sammer in, 
His friendly March with Sammer does begin; 
Autumn's Companion too ( fo Proſerpine 
Hides half the Year, and half the car is ſeen. ) 
The Violet is leſs beautiful than thee, 
Thar of one Colour boaſts, and thou of three. 
Gold, Silver, Purple, are thy Ornament, 
Thy Rivals thou mightſt ſcorn, hadit thou but Scent. 
The + Heſperis aſſumes a Violet's Name, 
To that which juſtly from the Heſper came; 
Heſper does all thy precious Sweets untold, 
Which coily thou didſt from the Day with-hold: 
In him, more than the Sun, thou tak'ſt delight, 
To him, like a kind Bride, thou yield'ſt thy Sweet at 
The 4uthemis, a ſmall, but glorious Flower, (Night. 
Scarce rears his Head, yet has a Ciant's Tower: 
Forces the lurking Fever to retreat, 
( Enſconc'd, like Cacus in his ſmoaky Seat) 
Recruits the feeble Joints, and gives them Eaſe . 
He makes the burning Inundation ceaſe ; 
And when his Force againſt the Stone is ſent, 
He breaks the Rock and gives the Waters vent, 
Not Thunder finds through Rocks ſo ſwift a Courſe, 
Nor Gold the rampir'd Town ſo ſoon can force. 
Blue Bottle, thee my Numbers fain wou'd raiſe, 


And thy Complexion challenges my Praiſe, 
Bb 2 | Thy 


* Call'd Famy, becauſe her three Colours are ſeen in the Flame of 


Wood, as in the Rainbow. : Fo 
t Dames Holet, call'd Heſperis, becauſe its ſmells ſtrongeſt in ths 


Night. Plin, lib, 27. 7. 
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Thy Countenance, like Summer - Skies, is fair, 
But ah! how diff rent thy vile Manners are! 
Ceres, for this excludes thee from my Song, 
And Swains to Gods and me a ſacred Throng : 
A treach'cous Gueſt, Deſtruction thou doſt bring 
To th hoſpitable Field where thou doſt ſpring. 
Thou bluntſt the very Reaper's Sicle, and ſo 
In Life and Death becom'ſt the Farmer's Foe. 
The Fenei- Flow'r does next our Song invite, 
Dreadful. at once, and lovely to the fight : 
His Beard all briſtly, all unkemb'd his Hair, 


Ev'n his wreath'd Horns the ſame rough AſpeC bear: 


His Viſage too a watriſh blue adorns, 
Like Achelous, ere his Head wore Horns. 
Nor without Reaſon, (-prudent Nature's Care 
Gives Plants a Form that might their Uſe declare) 
Dropſics ir cures, and makes moiſt Bodies dry, 
It bids the Waters paſs, the frighted Waters fly. 
Do's through the Bodies ſecret Channels run; 
A Warer-Goddeſs in the little World of Man. 
But ſay, Corn-YViolet, why thou doſt claim 
Of Venus Looking-Glaſs the pompous Name 2 
Thy ſtudded Purple vies, I muſt confeſs, 
With the moſt noble and Patrician Dreſs; 

Yet wherefore Venus Looking-Glaſs > that Name 
Her Off ſpring Roſe did ne er preſume to claim. 
Antirrhjnon, more modeſt, takes the Stile 

Of Lions-Mouth, ſometimes of Calf-Snout vile 5 
By us Snap. Dragon call'd, to make amends, 
But fay what this Chimera-Name intends ? 
Thou well deſerv'ſt it, if, as old Wives fay, 


Thou driv'it noXurnal Ghoſts and Sprights away. 
Why 
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Why does thy Head, Napellus, Armour wear: 
Thy Guilt, perfidious Plant, creates thy Fear : 
Thy Helmet we cou'd willingly allow, 
But thou, alas, haſt mortal Weapons too! 
But wherefore arm'd 2 as if for open Fight; 
Who work'ſt by ſecret Poiſon all thy Spight. 
Helmet gainſt Helmet juſtly thou doſt wear, 
Blue + Anthora, upon thy lovely Hair; 
This Cov'ring from fell, Wounds thy Front does ſhield; 
With ſuch a Head-piece Pallas goes to field. 
What God to thee ſuch baneful Force allow'd, 
With ſuch Heroick Piety endow'd ? 
Thou poifon'ſt more than Cer Medea flew, 
Yet no ſuch Antidote Medea knew. 
Nor powerful only 'gainſt thy own dire Harms, 
Thy Virtue ev'ry noxious Plant diſarms: 
Serpents are harmleſs Creatures made by Thee, 
And Africa it ſelf's from Poiſon free. 
Air, Earth, and Seas, with ſecret Taint oppreſt, 
Diſcharge themſelves of the unwelcome Gueſt 3 
On wretched Us they ſhed the deadly Bane, 
Who die by them that ſhould our Life maintain. 
Then Nature ſeems F have learnt the pois ning Trade, 
Our common Parent our Step-Mother made: 
Tis then the ſickly World perceives thy Aid, 
By thy prevailing Force the Plague is ſtaid. 
A noble Striſe 'cwixt Fate and Thee we find, 
That to deſtroy, thou to preſerve Mankind. 
Into thy Liſts, thou Martial Plant, admit 
Goats-Rue, Goats-Rue is for thy Squadrons fit. 


Bb 3 Thy 


® Blue Helmet-Flowers, or Monks-Hood, ſo called from its Figure. 
| Counter-Poiſon, Monks Hood, or wholſom Helmet-Flower. 
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Thy Beauty, * Campion, very much may claim, 
But of Greek-Reſe how didſt thou gain the Name? 
The Greeks were ever priviledg'd to tell 
Untruths, they call thee Roſe, who haſt no Smell. 
Yer formerly thou waſt in Garlands worn, 

Thy ſtarry Beams our Temples ſtill adorn, 
Thou crown'(t our Feaſts, where we in Mirth ſuppoſe, 
And in our Drink allow Thee for a Reſe. 
The Chalcedonian Soil did once produce 
A Lychnis of much greater Size and Ule ; 
Form'd like a Sconce, where various Branches riſe, 
Bearing more Lights than Juno's + Bird has Eyes. 
Like thoſe in Palaces, whole Golden Light 
Strikes up and makes the gilded Roofs more bright : 
This, great Mens Tables ſerves, while that's preferr'd 
To Altars and the Gods Celeſtial Board. 
Shou'd Maro ask me in what Region ſprings 
The Race of Flowers in{crib'd with Names of Kings, 
I anſwer, that, of Flow'rs deſery'dly crown d 
With Royal Titles, many may be found, 
The Royal || Leoſe-ſtrife, Royal“ Gentian grace 
Our Gardens, proud of ſuch a Princely Race. 
+ Ssap-WWort, tho' coarſe thy Name, thou doſt excel 
In Form, and art enrich'd with'fragrant Smell: 
As great in Virtue too, for thou giv'ſt Eaſe 
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in Dropſies and Fair Venus foul Diſeaſe. - 
Vet doſt not ſervile Offices decline, p 
But condeſcendꝰſt to make our Kitchins ſhine. 
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Rome's 


* C:1F'd Lychnis, quod noctu lucet. 
The Peacock. 
Call'd Lyſmachia from Lyſimachus. 
Found by Gentius King of Ihricum, where they grow largeſt. 
| I So c41l'd from its cleanſing quality, uſed in waſhing Cloth and 
| fcopring Kitchin-Veſſels. 4, | 1 
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Rome's Great Dictator thus, his Triumph paſt, 

Return'd to plow, nor thought his Pomp debas d, 

The ſame Right-hand guides now the humble Stive, 

And Oxen Y oaks, that did fierce Nations drive. 
Next comes the * Flow'r in Figure of a Bell, 

Thy ſportive-meaning, Nature, who can tell: 

In theſe what Muſick, Flora, doſt thou find? 

Say for what jocund Rites they are deſigu d. 

By us theſe Bells are never heard to ſound, 5 


Our Ears are dull, and ſtupid is our Mind, 

Nature is all a Riddle to Mankind. 

Some Flowers give Men as well as Gods delight, 
Theſe qualifie nor Smell, nor Taſte, nor Sight; 

Why therefore ſhould not our Þ fifth Senſe be ſery'd? 
Or is that pleaſure for the Gods reſerv d? 

But of all Bel-Flow'rs || Bin4xzeed do's ſurpaſs, 
Of brighter Metal than Corinthian Braſs. 

My Muſe grows hoarſe and can no longer ſing, 
But Throat- Mort haſts her kind Relief to bring; 
The Colleges with Dignity enſtal 
This Flow'r, at Rome he is a * Cardinal. 

The + Fox-Glowe on fair Flora's Hand is worn, 
Leſt while ſhe gathers Flow'rs ſhe meet a Thorn. 

Love- Apple, though its Flow'r leſs fair appears, 
It's golden Fruit deſerves the Name it bears. 

But this is new in Love, where the true Crop 
Proves nothing; all the Pleaſure was i'th Hope. 

The Indian Flow'ry-Reed in Figure vies, 

And Luſtre, with the Cancer of the Skies. 
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Bell. Flowers, Campanule. + The Hearing. 
{| Call'd great Bind-Wind, or great Bel. Flower. | 
In Latin call'd Flor Cardinalis. 

+ Flos Digitalis from reſembling a Glove, 

|| Canna Indica, or Hes Cancri, 


— 


— — 


376 Of PLANTS. BooklV: 


The Indian-Creſs our Climate now do's bear, 
Call'd Larks-he-1, cauſe he wears a Horſe-man's Spur. 


This Gilr-ſpur Knight prepares his Courſe to run, 


Taking bis Signal from the Riſing-Sun, 

And ſtimulates his Flow'r to meet the Day: 

So Caſtor mounted ſpurs his Steed away. 

This Warriour ſure has in ſome Battel been, 

For ſpots of Blood upon his Breaſt are ſeen. 

Had Ovid ſeen him, how would he have told 

His Hiſtory, a Task for me too bold; 

His Race at large and Fortunes had expreſt, 

And whence thoſe bleeding Signals on thy Breſt: 
From later Bards ſuch Myſteries are hid, 

Nor do's the God inſpire, as heretofore he did. 
With the ſame weapon Lark-ſpur thou doſt mount 
Amongſt the Flow'rs, a Knight of high Account; 
To want thoſe war-like Enſigns were a ſhame 

For thee, who Kindred doſt with Ajax claim: 

Of unarm'd Flowers he coud not be the Sire, 

Who for the loſs of Armor did expire : 

Of th' ancient Hyacinth thou keep'ſt the Form, 
Thole lovely Creatures, that ev'n Phælus Charm; 
In thee thoſe skilful F Letters ſtill appear, 

That prove thee Ajax his undoubted Heir. 

That up ſtart Flow'r, that has uſurpt thy Fame, 

O ercome by thee, is forc d to quit his Claim. | 
The Lily too wou'd fain thy Rival be, 6 


And brings, tis true, ſome Signs that well agree, 
But in Complexion differs much from thee. 
At Spring thou mayſt adorn the Aan Bow'rs, 
We reap thee here among our Summer - Flow rs. 
* Comſolids Regalis. | 

The Syllables Ac, An, moſt viſible in this Flower. 

The common Hyacinth, who wants all the Notes of the old Hs: 


N Flower.” 
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But Martagon a bolder Challenge draws, 

And offers Reaſon to ſupport his Cauſe; 

Nor did Achilles Armor e er create, 

Twixt Ajax and Ulyſſes ſuch Debate 

So fierce, ſo great, as at this Day we (ce, 

For Ajax Spoils, 'twixt Martagon and thee. 

That * Baſtard Dittany of Sanguine Hue 

From Hector reeking Blood Conception drew, 

I cannot ſay, but ſtill Crimſon Stain 

TinQures it's Skin, and colours every Vein; 

In Man the three chief Seats it do's maintain, 

Defends the Heart, the Stomach, and the Brain, 

But all in vain thy Virtue is employ'd, 

To ſave a Town muſt be at laſt deltroy'd; 

In vain thou fight'{t with Heav'n and Deſtiny, 

Our Troy muſt fall, and thou our Hector die. 
Next comes the + Candy-Tufts, a Cretan Flower, 

That rivals Fove in Country and in Power. | 
The Pellitory healing Fire contains, 

That from a raging Tooth the Humour drains; 

At bottom red, above tis white and pure, 

Reſembling Teeth and Gums, for both a certain Cure. 
The Sow-Bread do's afford rich Food for Swine, 

Phyſick for Man, and Garlands for the Shrine. 

|| Mouſe-Ear, like to its Name-ſake, loves i abide 

In places out o'th' way, from Mankind hid. 

It loyes the Shade, and Nature kindly lends 

A Shield againſt the Darts that Phzbus ſends ; 

Tis with ſuch ſilky Briſtles cover d o'er, 

The tend'reſt Virgin's Hand may crop the Flor. 

From all its num'rous Darts no Hurt is found, 

Its Weapons know to Cure, but not to wound. 


— 


Sveet · 
* Fraxinolla, | Thlaſpi, | 4vricals mri, PileſeZs, 


* 
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Sweet William (mall, has Form and Aſpect bright, 


Like that ſweet Flower that yields great Fove delight; 
Had he Majeſtick bulk, he'd now be ſtil d 5 


Fove's Flower, and if my Skill is not beguil'd, 
He was Fove's Flower, when Fove was but a Child, 
Take him with'many Flow'rs in one conferr'd, 
He's worthy Fove, ev'n now he has a Beard. 
The Catch-Fly with Sweet-William we confound, 
Whoſe Nets the Stragglers of the Swarm {urround, 
Thoſe viſcous Threads that hold th' entangld Prey 
From its own treach'rous Entrails force their Way. 
Three Branches in the Barren- Wort are found, 
Each Branch again with three leſs Branches crown'd, 
The Leaves and Flowers adorning each are three, 
This Frame mult needs contain ſome Sacred Myſtery, 
Small arc thy Bloſſoms, double Pellitory, 
Which yer united are the Garden's Glory. 
Sneezing thou doſt provoke, and Love for thee 
When thou wert born ſneez d molt auſpiciouſſy. 
But thou that from fair * Mella tak ſt thy Name, 
Thy Front ſurrounded with a Star- like Flame, 
Scorn not the Meads, for from the Meads are born 
Wreaths, which the Temples of the Gods adorn; 
Kind Suſtenance thou yield'ſt the lab ring Bee, 
When ſcarce thy Mother · Earth affords it thee. 
Thy Winter- Store in hardeſt Months is found, 
And more than once with Flow'rs in Summer crown d. 
Thy Root ſupplies the Place of Flowers decay d, 
And Fodder for the fainting Hive is made. 
Behold a + Monſter loachſome to the Eye, 
Of ſlender Bulk, but dang'rous Policy, 
Eight Legs it bears, three Joints in every Limb, 
That nimbly move, and dextrouſly can climb; 


- 


Its 
Star- wert. Virg. Georg. 4. t Phalargium. 
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Its Trunk (all Belly) round, deform'd and ſwell'd, 
With fatal Nets and deadly Poiſon fill'd, 
For Gnats and wand'ring Flies ſhe ſpreads her Toils, 
And Robber-like, lives high on rayiſ{h'd Spoils. 
The City-Spider, as more civiliz d, 
With this leſs hurtful Practice is ſuffic d. 
With greater Fury the Tarantula 
Tho' ſmall it ſelf, makes Men and Beaſts its Prey; 8 
Takes firſt our Reaſon, then our Life away. 
Thou Spider-Mort doſt with the Monſter ſtrive, 
And from the conquer d Foe thy Name derive. 
Thus Scipio, when the World's third Part he won, 
While to the Spoils the meaner Captains run, 
The only Plunder he deſir d was Fame, 
And from the yvanquiſh'd Foe to take his Name. 
The Marvail of the World comes next in view, 
At home, but ſtil'd the Marvail of Peru: 
(Boaſt not roo much, proud Soil, thy Mines of Gold, 
Thy Veins much Wealth, but more of Poiſon hold.) 
Bring o'er the Root, our colder Earth has Power 
In its full Beauty to produce the Flower ; 
But yields for Iſſue no prolifick Seed, | 
And ſcorns in forein Lands to plant and breed. 
The Holibocł diſdains the common Size 
Of Herbs, and like a Tree do's proudly riſe ; 
Proud ſhe appears, but try her and you'll find 
No Plant more mild, or friendly to Mankind: 
She gently all Obſtructions do's unbind. | 
The * Africans their rich Leaves cloſely fold, 
Bright as their Country's celebrated Gold. 
Each hollow Leaf, enyclop'd, does impart . 


The Form of a gilt Pipe, and ſeems a Work of Art. 
Wou'd 
A Flower ſo call'd, and ſometimes falſly French Marigolaz, 
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Wou'd kind Apollo once theſe Pipes inſpire 
They'd give ſuch Sounds as ſhould ſurpaſs his Lyre. 
A more than common Date this Flow r enjoys, 

And ':es a Month compleated e'er ſhe dies. 

Thale only Fate permits ſo long to ſtand, 

And crops 'em then with an unwilling Hand. 

The Calyx where her fertile Seeds are laid 

In likeneſs of a painted Quiver made, | 

With ſtore of Arrows too this Quiver's grae'd, 
And decently on Flora s Shoulder plac'd, 

When ſhe in Gardens hunts the Butterfly, 5 


In vain the Wretch his Sun-burnt Wings do's try, 
Secure enough, did Fear not make him fly. 
Himſelf would ſeem a Flow'r if motionleſs, 
And cheat the Goddeſs with his gaudy Dreſs. 
Retreating, the keen Spike his Sides do's goad, 
To Earth he falls, a light and unfelt Load. 
Such was the Punick Caltha, which of Lore, 
Of Juno s Roſe the lofty Title bore. 
Of famous Carthage, now by Fate bereft, 
This laſt (and ſurely) greateſt Pride is left. 
How vain, O Flowers, your Hopes and Wiſhes be, 
Born like your ſelves by rapid Winds away. 
Once you bad hopes at Hannibals Return 
From vanquiſh'd Rome, his Triumphs to adorn, 
And ey'n imperious Carthage Head ſurround, 
When ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World was crown d; 
Preſum'd that Flora wou'd for you declare, 
Tho' ſhe that time a Latian Goddels were: 
But now (alas) reduc to private State, 
Thou ſhar'ſt, poor Flower, thy Captive Country's Fate. 
Why Helly-Roſe, doſt thou, of ſlender Frame, 
And without Scent, aſſume a Roſe's Name; 


Fats 
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Fate on thy Pride a ſwiſt Revenge does bring, 
The Day beholds thee dead, that ſees the Spring. 
Vet to the Shades thy Soul triumphing goes, 
Boaſting that thou didſt imitate the Roſe. 

A better claim Sweet-Ciſtus may pretend, 
Whoſe ſweating Leaves a fragrant Balſam ſend: 
To crop this Plant the wicked Goat preſumes, 
Whoſe fetid Beard the precious Balm perfumes: 
But in Revenge of the unhallowed Theft, | 
The Caitiff's of his larded Beard bereft. 
Baldneſs thou doſt redreſs, nor are we ſure 
Whether the Beard or Balſam gives the Cure. 

Thy Ointment, Feſſamine, without abuſe 
Is gain'd, yet grave old Sots condemn the uſe; 
Tho' Fove himſelf, when he is moſt enrag'd, 
With thy Ambroſial Odour is aſſwag d: 
Capricious Men! why ſhould that Scent diſpleaſe, 
That is ſo grateful to the Deities? 

Flora her ſelf ro th' * Orange-Tree lays claim, 
Calls it her own, P3m0na:-does the lame ; 
Hard Words enſue, ( for under Senſe of wrong 
Ey'n Goddeſſes themſelves can find a Tongue) 
If Apples pleaſe you {o, Pomona cries, 
Take your Love- Apple, and let that ſuffice, 
To claim anothers Right is Harlots Trade, 
So may a Goddeſs of an Harlot made. 

And on what Score, Flora incens'd reply'd, 
Were you by kind Vertumnus deify'd ; 
You kept (no Thanks) your Maiden-Virtue, when 
He was a Matron, when a Youth——what then? 
Such fragrant Fruits as theſe may Flowers be call'd, 


And henceforth with that Name ſhall be enſtall' d. 
On 


Malus Aurontiut. 
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On ſundry ſorts of Pulſe we do beſtow 

That Title, though in open field they grow, 
As others oft arc in the Garden ſeen, 
Witnels the everlaſting Peaſe and Scarlet Bean. 

The vulgar Beans ſweet Scent, who does not prize, 
With Iv'ry Forchead, and with Jet-black Eyes, 
Amongſt our Garden- Beauties may appear, 

If Gardens only their cheap Crop did bear. 
Pythagoras, not rightly underſtood, 

Has left a Scandal on the noble Food: 

Take care henceforth, ye Sages, to ſpeak true, 
Speak Truth, and ſpeak intelligibly too. 

Lupine unſteep d, to harſnneſs does incline, 
And like old Cato, is of Temper rough, 

But drench the Pulſe in Water, him in Wine, 
They'll loſe their Sowrneſs and grow mild enough. 


on oy ff err S664 A525 


Theſe Flowers, and thouſands more, whoſe num'rous 
And pompous March, twere endleſs ro deſcribe. (Tribe, 


The * Mandrake only imitates our Walk, 
And on two Legs erect is ſeen to ſtalk. 
This Monſter {truck Bellona's ſelf with aw, 
When firſt the Man- reſembling Plant the ſaw. 
The + Water-Lily (till is wanting here, 5 


Wl OW e 


What cauſe can Water- Lily have to fear, 

Where Beauties of inferiour Rank appear? 

Her Form excels, and for Nobility 

The whole Aſſembly might her Vaſſals be: 

A |} Water-Nymph ſhe was, Alcides Bride, 

(Who ſprung from Gods, himſelf now deify'd ) 

This colt her dear by Love of him betray'd, 

The Water-Godd:ſs a poor Plant was made: | 
. From 


* Male and Female. t Nymphas, 
| See Nymphea, or Water-Li', 
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From this Misfortune ſhe does triſtful prove, 
And to this Hour ſhe hates the Name of Love. 
All Freedom ſhe renounces, Mirth and Play, 
That to more cloſe Embraces led the way: 
And ſince our Flora's former Pranks are known, 
(If in a Goddeſs we ſuch Crimes may own) 
In Life the common Miſtreſs of the Town: 
She ſcorns at the Tribunal to be ſeen, 
Nor would on Terms ſo ſcandalous be Queen. 
To be from Earth divorc'd ſhe'd rather chooſe, 
And to the Sun her wither'd Root expoſe. 
Thee“ Maracot a much more ſacred Cauſe 
From theſe profane ridic'lous Rites withdraws; 
With Signals of a real God adorn'd, 
Poets and Painter's Gods by thee are ſcorn'd : 
T' unfold the Emblems of this myſtick Flow'r 
Tranſcends (alas) my feeble Muſes Power. 
uz But Nature {are by chance did nc'er beſtow 
be. IA Form ſo diff rent from all Plants that grow. 
Enrob'd with ten white Leaves, the proper Dreſs 
Of Virgins Chaſt and ſacred Prieſteſſes. 
Twice round her two-fold Selvedge you may view 
A purple Ring, the ſacred Martyr's Hue. 
Thick ſprouting Stems of ruddy Saffron-Graiz 
BStrive to conceal the Flow'r, but ſtrive in vain, 
This Coronet of Ruby Spikes compos'd, 
he thorny Blood-ſtain'd Crown may be ſuppos d: 
he Blood-ſtain'd Pillar too a curious Eye 
May there behold, and if you cloſely pry, 
he Spunge, the Nails, the Scourge thereon you'll ſpy, 
ind knobs reſembling a Crown d Head delſcry. | 


So 


* Flos Paſſionis Chriſti, The Paſſion-Fldwer, or Virginian Climber. 

he firſt of theſe Names was given it by the Jeſuirs, who preten- 

rom Ned to find in it all the Inſtruments of our Lord's Paſſion : not ſo ea» 
ily diſcern'd by Men of Senſes not ſo fine as they. 
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So deep in n Earth the Root deſcends, you d ſwear, 

It meant to viſit Hell, and triumph there; 

In ev ry Soil it grows, as if it meant 

To ſtretch its Conqueſt to the World's extent. 
Beſide the fore · nam'd Candidates, but few 

Remain d, and moſt of them. were modeſt too. 

But where ſuch fragrant Rivals did appear, 

Who would have thought to find rank Moly there? 

Amongſt Competitors of ſuch fair Note 

Sure, Garlick only will for Moly Vote. 

Yet ſomething twas, (and Plants themſelves confeſs 

The Honour great) chat Humer did expreſs 

Hor famous Name in his Immortal Song: 

Swell d with this Pride, ſhe preſſes through the Throne, 

Deep Silence o er the whole Aſſembly ſpreads, 

Whilſt with unſay'ry Breath her Title his ſhe pleads. 


MOLY. 


O find a Name for me the Gods took care, 
A Myſtick Name,that might my Worth declare. 
They call me Holy: dull Grammarians Senſe 
Is puzzled with the Term 
But Homer held Divine Intelligence. 
In Greek and Latin both my Name is * Great, | 
The Term is juſt, but Moly ſounds more neat : 


My Powrs prevented Circes dire Deſign, " 


Clyſſes bur for me had been a Swine ; 
In vain had Mercury inſpir d his Brain 


Wich Craft, and tipt his wheedling Tongue in vain, 
Had l not enter timely to his Aid. e 


Thus Moly ſpoke, and = much more have ſaid ; 
Bus 


* $463, magnum. 
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But by Miſchance (as if ſome angry Pow'r 
Had ow'd her long a Shame) a Belch moſt ſowr 
Broke from her Throat, perfuming all the Court, 
And made her Rivals unexpected port. 
Her pompous Name no longer can take place, 
Her Odour proves her of the Garlick Race; 
Forthwith with one Conſent the jibing Throng 
Set up their Notes, and ſung the well-known * Song” 
He that to cut his Fathers Throat 
Did heretofore preſume, | 
T' have Garlick cram'd i*to his Gut 
Receiv'd the dreadful Doom. Wb 
Hora to ſilence the rumultuous Jeſt, 5 


(Though ſecretly ſhe {mil'd amongſt the reſt ) 
That ſhe her (elf would ſpeak a Sign expreſt, 
Then with ſweet Grace into theſe Accents broke, 
Th' unhallow'd Place perfuming while ſhe ſpoke. 


* Horat, Epod. lib. Od. 3. 


FLORA 


OMER | will not vain or careleſs call, 
Though he no mention makes of me ar all, 

That he blame-worthy was in this, tis true, 
But the blind Bard gives other Gods their due. 
To doubt his Truth were Piety to light, 
Evn what of Moly he affirms is right. 
I once had ſuch a Flower, but now berefc 
O'th' Happineſs, the Name is only left. - 
No ſooner Men its wondrous Virtue knew, - 
But jealous Gods the pow'rful Plant withdrew 3 
'Tis ſaid that Fove did Mercury chaſtiſe 
For ſhewing to Ulyſſes ſuch a Prize, 
"4 To 
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To ſay I ſaw him do't, I'll not preſume, 
But Witneſs am of Moly's unjuſt Doom. 


Een to the Shades below her Root ſtrikes down, 


As ſhe wou'd make th' infernal World her own. 

As from their native Seats the Fiends ſhed drive, 
And, ſpight of Flames and blaſting Sulphur, rhrive. 
Jove ſaw t, and ſaid, Since Fire can't ſtop thy Courſe, 
We'll try ſome Magick-water's ſtranger Force. 
Then calling * Lympha to him, thus at large 
Unfolds his Mind, and gives the Goddeſs charge : 
Thou know'ſt, ſaid he, where Cicanes reſide, 

There runs a marv'lous petrifying Tide; | 
Take of that Stream (but largely take) and throw 
Where · e er thou ſeeſt the wicked Moly grow; 
Our Empire is not ſafe, her Powr's ſo large; 
Whole Rivers therefore on her Head diſcharge. 
Lympha with libral Hand the Liquor pours, 
While thirſty Moly her own Bane devours ; 

Her Stem forthwith is turn'd (O Prodigy) 
Into a Pillar; where her Flow ſhou'd be 

The Sculpture of a Flow'r is only ſhown : 

Poor Moly thus transform'd ro Marble-Srone, 
The Story of her Fate do's {till preſent, 

And ſtands in Death her own ſad Monument. 
Here ended little Moly's mighty Reign, 

By jealous Gods for too much Virtue lain. * 

What Wonder then, if that bold + Flow'r doth prove 

The Object of his Wrath that rival'd Fove. 
That to embrace chaſt Juno did aſpire, 
Gallant t a Goddeſs, of a God the Sire. 


The 
* The Goddeſs of Waters. 


t Lark-ſpar. The Herb, by the touch of which Juno was feign'd to 
vonceive Mays, Ovid, Faſt lib, &c. | 


». ua. thofakn © as od  tew mn ko. tC wr od 2 


an af awocn aw. a «TT Ay ] v 4 ww Ak . 


pd. 


a 


ve 


d to 


Bool IV. Of PLANTS. 387 
The vig'rous Herb begat a Deity, 5 
N 


A God, like Fove himſelf for Majeſty, 


And one that thunders too as loud as he, 


With one ſhort Moment's Touch begot him too, 
That's more than ever threſhing Fove cou'd do. 

The Flow'r it {elf appears with Warriour's Mien, 
(As much as can in growing Plants be ſeen.) 

With ſtabbing Point and cutting Edge tis made, ) 
Like warlike Weapon, and upon its Blade 5 
Are rudd y Stains like Drops of Blood diſplay d. 

Its Spikes of Faulchion-ſhape are ſanguine too, 
Its Stem and Front is all of bloody Hue: 

The Root in Form of any Shield is ſpread, 

A creſted Helmet's plac'd upon its Head. 
Upon his Stalk, Strings, Bow and Arrows grow, 
A Horſeman's Spur upon his Heel below. 
Minerva, 1 w have this Warriour wed, 

A Warriour fit for chaſt Minerva's Bed; | 
So might ſhe teem, yet keep her Maiden-head. ), 
My Garden had but one of theſe, I own, . 

And therefore by the Name of Phenix known, 

The Herb that could increaſe Fove's mighty Breed; 
T' its (elf an Eunuch was, and wanted Seed. 
Grieving that Earth ſo rich a Prize ſhould want, 

I try'd all Means to propagate the Plane: 

What cannot Wit, what cannot Art fulfil? 

At leaſt where Powers Divine wou'd ſhew their Skill. 
One tender Bulb another did ſucceed, 

And my fair Phoenix now began to breed; 

But mark th' Event, ſhall I expecting fir, 

Cries Jove, till this young Sprout more Gods beget? 
To have a Rival in my Heav'n and ſee EE: 
An Herb-race mingle with Fove's Progeny ? 
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A dreadful and * blind Monſter then does make; 
That on his Rival dire Revenge might take; 
Though leſs of Size, ſhapd like a Foreſt Boar, 
And turns him looſe into my Garden's Store. 
What havock did the Savage make that Day: 
(1 weep to think what flow'ry Ruins lay) 
With Sulphur's Fume I ſtrove to drive him thence, 
The Fume of Sulphvr prov'd too weak Defence. 
Great Spurge and Aſs Fetidal try'd, 95 

In vain, in vain, ſtrong Molh's Scent apply d. 
Small Vermin did his Anceſtors ſuffice, 5 
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When they cou'd catch a Beetle twas a Prize, 
Bur ſuch coarſe Fare this Salvage does deſpiſe. 
He like a Swine of Epicurus breed, 
On the beſt Dainties of my Soil muſt feed. 
Tulips of ten pounds Price (ſo large and gay 
| Adorn'd my Bow'r) he'd cat me ten a Day: 
For twice the Sum I could not now ſupply 
-The like, though Je himſelf ſhould come to buy. 
Vet like a Goddels I the Damage bore, 
With Courage, truſting ro my Art for more. 
While therefore I contrive to trap the Foe 
The Wretch devours my precious Phanix too. 
Nor to devour the Sire is ſatisfy d, 
But tears the tender Off- ſpring from his Side. 
O impious Fact — here Flora paus d awhile, 
And from her Eyes the Cryſtal Tears diſtil: 
But, as became a Goddeſs, checkt her Grief, 
And thus proceeds, in Language ſweet and brief: 
Thee Moly, Homer did perhaps devour, | 
For, to Heav ns Shame be't ſpoke; the Bard was poor 
But in thy Praiſe wou'd ne er vouchſafe to ſpeak. B. 
From theſe Examples, Moly, warning take. D th 
| 0 W 


The Mole. 


V. 
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T o fatal Honours ſeek not then to riſe, | 
'Tis dangerous claiming Kindred with the Skies : ; 
Thou honeſt Garlicł art, let that ſuffice, 


Ot Country-growth, own then thy Earthly Race, 


Nor bring by Pride on Plants or Man, dilgrace. 
She ſaid —and to the Lzly waiting b 


Gave Sign, that ſhe her Title next Mould try. 


01 


To 


* 


White-LILI. 


UCH as the lovely Swan appears 
When riſing from the Trent or Thame, 
And as aloft his Plumes he rears, 
Deſpiſes the leſs beauteous Stream: 


So when my joyful Flow'r is born, 
And does its native Glories ſhow; 
Her clouded Rival ſhe does ſcorn; 
Th' are all but Foils where Lih's grow. 


Soon as the Infant comes to light 
With harmleſs Milk alone tis fed; 
That from the Innocence of white 
A gentle Temper may be bred. 


The milky Teat is firſt apply d 
To fierceſt Creatures of the Earth, 


Burt I can boaſt a greater pride, 
* A Goddeſs Milk, produc'd my Birth. 


Ccg When 


* Jupiter, in order to make Hercules Immortal, clap'd him to Juus's 
Breaſts, while ſhe was aſleep. The luſty little Rogue ſuck d fo hard, 
that too great a guſh of Milk coming forth , ſome ſpilt upon the Sky, 
which made the —_ or Milk- way, and out of ſomg which fell to 
tae Harth aroſe the Lily. 
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When Juno in the Days of yore 
Did with this great Alczdes teem, 

Of Milk the Goddeſs had ſuch ſtore, 
The Nectar from her Breaſt did ſtteam. 


Whitening beyond the pow'r of Art 
The Pavement where it lay, 

Yet through the Creviſes ſome part 
Made ſhift to find its way. 


The Earth forthwith did pregnant prove, 
With Lily-Flow'rs ſupply'd, 

Thar ſcarce the milky Way above 
With her in Whiteneſs vy'd. 


Thus did the Race of Man ariſc, 
When Sparks of heav'nly Fire 

Breaking through Crannies in the Skies, 
Did Earth's dull Maſs inſpire, 


| Happy thoſe Souls that can, like me, 
Their native White retain ; 
Preſerve their heav'nly Purity, 
And wear no guilty Stain. 


Peace in my Habit comes array'd, 
My Dreſs her Daughters wear; 

Hope and Joy in White are clad, 
In Sable Weeds Deſpair. 


Thus Beauty, Truth, and Chaſtity 
Attird we always find; 

Theſe in no Female mcet, but me, 
From me are nc'er disjoin'd. 


Nature 


ä 
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Nature, on many Flow'rs beſide, 
Beſtows a muddy White; 

On me ſhe plac d her greateſt Pride, 
All over clad in Light. 


Thus Ly ſpoke, and needleſs, did ſuppoſe 
Secure of Form, her Virtues to diſcloſe. 
Then follow'd Lilies of a diff rent hue, | 
Who (cauſe their Beauty leſs than hers they knew) 
From Birth and high Deſcent their Title drew. 
Of theſe the Martagon chief Claim did bring, 
(The noble Flow'r that did from Ajax ſpring ) 
But from the nobleſt Hero's Veins to flow, 
Seem'd leſs than from a Goddeſs Milk to grow. 
At laſt the drowzie Poppy rais'd her Head, 
And ſleepily began her Cauſe to plead. 
Ambition ev'n the drowzie Poppy wakes, 
Who, thus to urge her Merit, undertakes. 


EF OT XA 


Sleep, the gentle Eaſe of Grief, 

Of Care and Toil the ſweet Relief; 
Like Sov'reign Balm thou canſt reſtore, 
When Doctors gives the Patient o'er, 


Thou to the wretched art a Friend, 
A Gueſt that ne er does Harm intend; 
In Cottages mak 'ſt thy Aboad, 
To th' Innocent thou art a God. 


On Earth, with Jcve, bear'ſt equal ſway, 
F Thou rul'ſt the __ as Jove the Day; 
c 4 
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A middle ſtation thou doſſ keep, 
Twixt Fove and Pluto, pow'riul Sleep! 


As thou art juſt, and ſcorn'ſt to lie, 
Conteſs betore this Company, 
That by the Virtue of my Flow'r, 
Thou holdeſt thy nocturnal Pow'r. 


Why do we call thee Loiterer, 

Who fly'ſt fo nimbly through the Air; 
The Birds on Wing conieſs thy Force, 
And ſtop i'th' middle of their Courſe. 


Thy Empire, as the Ocean, wide, 
Rules all that in the Deep reſide; 
That moving lfland of the Main, 
The Whale, is tctter'd in thy Chain. 


The Deſart-Lands thy Pow'r declare, 
Thou rul'ſt the Lion, Tyger, Bear; 
To mention theſe alas, is vain, 

O'er City-Tyrants thou doſt reign. 


The Bajli;k, whoſe Looks deſtroy, 
And Nymph more fatal, if ſhe's coy z 
Whoſe Glances ſyrer Death impart 
To her tormented Lover's Heart, 


When Sleep commands, their Charms give way, 
His more prevailing Force obey ; 

Their killing Eyes they gently cloſe, 

Diſarm d by innocent Repoſe. 


That careful Fove does always wake, 
jzbe Pocts fay ; a foul Miſtake! e 
. | | 
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For when to Pow'r the Wicked rile, 
Can Jove look on with open Eyes. 


When Blood to Heav'n for Vengeance calls, 
So loud it ſhakes his Palace-Walls ; 

Yet does unheard, unanſwer'd ſue, 

Muſt Fove not fleep, and ſoundly too? 


That Ceres with my Flow'r is griev'd, 
Some think, but they are much deceivd, 
For where her richeſt Corn ſhe ſows, 
The inmate Poppy ſhe allows. 


Together both our Seeds does fling, 
And bids us both together ſpring 3 

Good Cauſe, for my Sleep-giving Juice 
Docs more than Corn to Life conduce, , 


On us the Mortals freely feed, 

Of other Plants there's little necd ; 
Full of Poppy, full of Corn, 

Th' Heſperian Garden you may ſcorn. 


| * Bread's more refreſhing, mix d with me, 
Honey and I with Bread agree, I 
Our Taſte ſo ſweet it can excite 

The weak or ſated Appetite, 


72 In Ceres Garland I am plac d, 
Me ſhe did firſt vouchſaſe to taſte; 
When for her Daughter loſt ſhe grievd, 
Nor, in long time had Food receiv d. 


Bove 


® In old time the Seed of the White Poppy parch'd, was ſerv 'I up 


o. 25 a Deſſert. 
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- *Bovye all ſhe does extol my Plant, 
For it ſuſtaining Corn you want, 
From me ſuch kind Supplies are ſent, 
As give both Sleep and Nouriſhment. 


The Reaſon therefore is moſt plain 
Why I was made the fruitſul'ſt Grain, 
The Perfian brings not to the Field, 
Such Armies as my Camp docs yield. 


| Diſcaſes in all Regions breed, 
No Corner of the World is freed, 
Hard Labour ev'ry where we find, 


The conſtant Portion ot Mankind. 


Sick Earth Great Jove beheld with Grief, 
And ſent me down to her Relief, 
And cauſe her Ills ſo faſt did breed, 

_ Endu'd me with more fertile Seed. 


Thus Poppy ſpake, nor did as I ſuppoſe, 
So ſoon intend her bold _— to cloſe, 
But ſeizd with Sleep, here fini 
Nor cou'd refiſt her own Lethargick Force, 

I tell ſtrange things, (but nothing ſhould deter 
Since tis moſt certain Truth what I aver,) 
Nor would I ſacred Hiſtory profane, 

As Poets uſe with What is falſe and vain. 

While Poppy ſpoke—— 

Ti Aſſembly could no longer open keep 

Their Eyes, ev'n Flora's ſelf fell faſt aſleep. 

So Daffadils with too much Rain oppreſt, 
Recline their drooping Heads upon their Breaſt. 
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Zephyr, not long could bear this foul Diſgrace; 
With a brisk Breeze of Air he ſhook the place: 
Flora, who well her Husband's Kiſſes knew, 
Wak'd firſt, but rear d her Head with much ado : 
With heavy Motion, to her drowſie Eyes 

Her Fingers lifts, and what's a Clock, ſhe cries. 
At which the reſt (all by degrees) untold 
Their Eye-lids, and the open Day behold. 

The Sun-Flow'r, thinking 'twas for him foul ſhame 
To nap by Day-light, ſtrove r excuſe the Blame; 
It was not Sleep that made him nod, he ſaid, ' 

But too great Weight and Largeneſs of his Head. 
! Majeſtick then before the Court he ſtands, 

And Silence with Phæbean Voice commands. 


SUNFLOWER. . 


F by the Rules of Nature we proceed, 
And Likeneſs to the Sire muſt prove the Breed ; 

Believe me, Sirs, when Phzbxs looks on you, 
He ſcarce can think his Spouſe, the Earth, was true. 
No ſooner can his Eye on me be thrown, 
But he * by Styx will ſwear I am his own. 
My Orb like golden Aſpe& bound with Rays, 
The very Picture of his Face diſplays. 
Among the Stars, long ſince, I ſhould have place, 
Had not my Mother been of mortal Race. 
Preſume not then, ye Earth-born Muſbroom. Brood, 
To call me Brother Il derive my Blood 
From Phælus (ch, which by my Form | prove, 
And (more than by my Form) my filial Love. 


* The uſual Oath of the Gods. 
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I ſtill adore my Sire with proſtrate Face, 

Tura where he turns, and all his Motions trace, 
Who ing this, (ali things he ſees) decreed 

To yoa his doubcful, it not ſpurious, Breed. 
Thele poorer: Cumes, to be in Dow'r enjoy d, 

Ot chat divine P/æ bean Metal void; 
On me thar * richer Soil he did beſtow, 

Where Gold, the Product of his Beams, does grow. 
Amongſt his Treaſures well might he aſſign 

A place for me, his like and living Coin, 

le (aid, and bowing twice his Head, with Grace, 
To Hora, thrice to's-Sirc, reſum'd his Place. 

To him ſucceeds a + Flow'r of greater Name, 

Who from high Feve himſelf deriv'd his Claim. 


America, where grow the largeſt Sun- Flowers. + Flos Jovis. 


— . 


UH LTFLOVE RN. 

: OW this Pretender, for no Medicin good, 
Can be allow'd the Son of Phyſick's God, 

leave to the wiſe Judgment of the Court; | 

With better Proofs my Title I ſupport : 

Fove was my Sire, to me he did impart | 

( Who beſt deſerv'd) the Empire of the Heart. 

Let him with golden Aſpect pleaſe the Eye, 

A Sov reign Cordial to the Heart am TI, 

Not 7 agus, nor the Treaſures of Peru, 

Thy boaſted Soil can Grief, like me, ſubdue. 

Should Foy? once more deſcend in golden Show'r, 

Not Jpve cou'd prove fo cordial as my Flow'c. 

Ons golden Coat thou haſt, I do conſefſs 

That's all, poor Plant, thou haſt no Change of Dreſe. 


* 2 * Ly * * * — * 9 f 
2 . + % 
+1 aw © _ * - - — . . 


B 
C 
N 
1 
8 
1 
R 
C 
N 


py 5 © 


t oc et - a6 RP 


oo” Ss a S#@# 


Book IV. Of PLANTS 397 


Of ſev'ral hues I ſev'ral Garments wear, 

Nor can the Roſe her ſelf with me compare: 
The gaudy Tulip and the Emony 

Seem richly coated, when compar'd with thee. 
View both their Stocks, my Ward-robe has the ſame, - 
The very Cræſas I of Colours am. 

Rich but in Dreſs they are, in Virtue poor, 

Or keep, like Miſers, to themſelves their Store, 
Moſt lib'cally my Bounty I impart, 

'Tis Joy to mine to caſe another's Heart. 

Some Flowers for Phyſick ſerve, and ſome for Smell, 
For Beauty ſome——bur I in all excel. 


(Port, 
While thus ſhe ſpake, her Voice, Scent, Dreſs, and 

Majeſtick all, drew Rev'rence from the Court. 

Well might th' inferiour Plants concern'd appear, 

The very Roſe her ſelf began to fear. 

Her next of kin, a fair and num'rous Hoſt, 

Ot their Alliance to Carnation boaſt, 

Then divers more, who, though to Fields remov'd, 

From Garden-Jaly-Flower their Lineage prov'd, 

They of the Saffron- Houſe next took their Courſe, 

Ot dwarfiſh Stature, but gigantick Force: 

Led by their purple Chief, who dares appear, 

And ſtand the ſhock of the declining Year. 

In Autamn's ſtormy Months he ſhews his Head, 

When tainted Skies their baneful Venom ſhed. 

He ſcarce began to ſpeak, when looking round, 

The * Co{chic-Tribs amongſt his Train he found 5 

Hence ye profane, he cry d, nor bring Diſgrace 

On my fair Title, I diſown your Race, 

Repair to Circes or Medea Tent, 

When on ſome fatal Miſchief they are bent; 


To 


* Meadow.Saffron, call'd Bulbus Strangulatorius & Fphemeren lethale. 
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To baneful Pontus fly, ſeek Kindred there, | . 
You, who of Flowers, Earth, Heav'n, the Scandal ate 
Thus did he ſtorm; for tho' by Nature mild, | 


Againſt the pois'nous Race his Choler boil'd. | , 

His ſacred Virtue the Intruders knew, | 

And from th' Aſſembly conſciouſly withdrew. d x 
SAFFRON, 


Hile others boaſt their proud Original, 
And Sol or Jove their Parents call; OK 
I claim ( contented with ſuch ſlender Flowers) | 
No Kindred with Almighty Pow'rs. 


I from a conſtant * Lover took my Name, 8 
And dare aſpire no greater Fame. 

Whom aſter all the Toils of anxious Life, K 
'Twixt Hopes and Fears a tedious Strife, | 

Great Jove to quit me of my hopeleſs Fire, N 
(My Patron he, though not my Sire) 

Transform'd me to a ſmiling Flower at laſt, 1 
To recompence my Sorrows paſt, 

Live chearful now, he ſaid, nor only live It 


Merry thy ſelf, but Gladneſs give. 
Then to my facred Flow'r with Skill he join'd, U 
Stems three or four of Star- like kind, 


Made them the Magazines of Mirth and Joy, I 
Whate er can ſullen Grief deſtroy. 
Gay Humours there, Conceit and Laughter lie, p. 


Vers and Cupid's Armory. 
Bacchas may, like a Quack, give preſent Eaſe, 
That only ſtrengthens the Diſeaſe. 


Youſ 


* Ovid. Metam, IV. 
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Lou cruſh (alas !) the Serpent's Head in vain, 
| Whole Tail ſurvives to ſtrike again. 
All noxious Humours from the Heart I drive, 
And ſpight of Poiſon, keep alive. 
The Heart ſecur d, through all the Parts beſide, 
* Freſh Life and dancing Spirits glide. 
But ſtill tis vain to guard th' Imperial Seat, 
If to the Lungs the Foe retreat; 
If of thoſe Avenues he 's once poſſeſt, 
Famine will ſoon deſtroy the reſt. 
watch and keep thoſe Paſſes open too, 
For vital Air to come and po. 
VUngrateful co his Friend that Breath muſt be, 
That can abſtain from praiſing me. 


But having been an Inſtance of Love's Pow'c 
To Females, till a ſacred Flow'r ; 

'Tis juſt that I ſhou'd now the Womb defend, 
And be to Venus Seat a Friend. 

Gainſt all that wou'd the teeming Part annoy, 
My ready Succour I employ : 

| eaſe the lab'ring Pangs, and bring awa 
The Birth, that paſt its Time wou'd Wy. 

If this Aſſembly then my Claim ſuſpend, 
Who am to Nature ſuch a Friend; 

Who, all that's Good protect, and Ill confound, 
If you refuſe to have me crown'd, 


It you decline my gentle, chearful Sway, 5 


Let my pretended * Kinſman come in play, 
Puniſh your Folly, and my Wrongs repay. 


He 


OV * The fore-mention'd Bofard-Saffren. 
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He ſaid, and ſhaking thrice his fragrant Head 
Through all the Court a Cordial Flavour ſpread: 
While of his ſcatter d Sweets each Plant partakes, 
And on th' Ambroſial Scent a Banquet makes. 
Touch d with a Senſe of Joy, his Rivals ſmil'd, 
Evn them his Virtue of their Rage beguil'd ; 
Ev'n Poppy's ſelf, refreſh'd, erects her Head, 
Who had not heard one Word of what he ſaid. 


* Flowey-gentle laſt, on lofty Stem did riſe, 
And ſeem'd the humble Saffron to deſpiſe: 
On his high Name and Stature he depends, 
And thus his Title to the Crown defends. 


* Amaranthus, that never withers. 


AMARANTH, FLOWERGENTLE 


\ \ Hat can the puling Roſe or Violet ſay, 
Whoſe Beauty flies fo faſt away : 


Fit only ſuch weak Infants to adorn, 
Who diggs ſoon as they are born. 


Immortal Gods wear Garlands of my Flowers, 
Garlands eternal as their Powers, 
Nor Time that does all carthly Things invade 
Can make a Hair fall from my Head. 
Look up, the Gardens of the Sky ſurvey, 
And Stars that there appear ſo gay, 
If credit may to certain Truth be giv'n, 
They are but th Amaranths of Heav'n. 


A tranſient Glance ſometimes my Cynthia throws 
Upon the Lily or the Roſe, 


But 


But 
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Becauſe with Hair inſtead of Leaves adorn'd, 
By ſome, as if no Flower, I'm ſcorn'd, 
But I my chicfeſt Pride and Glory place 
In what they reckon my Dilgrace. 
My Priv'ledge tis to differ from the reſt; 
What has its like can ner be beſt: 
Nor is it fit Immortal Plants {hou'd grow 
In form of fading Plants below. 


That Gods have Fleſh and Blood we cannot ſay, 
That they have ſomething like to both, we may : 
So I reſembling an Immortal Power, 
Am only as it were a Flower. 


Their Pleas thus done, the ſeveral Tribes repair, 
And ſtand in Ranks about the Goddeſs Chair, 6 
Silent and trembling betwixt Hope and Fear, 

Flora, who was of Temper light and free, 

Puts on a perſonated Gravity; 

As with the grave Occaſion beſt might ſuit, 

And in this manner finiſh'd the Diſpute. 


FLOR 4. 


Mongſt the Miracles of ancient Reme, 

When Cizeas thither did as Envoy come, 
Th' Auguſt and purpled Senate he admir'd, 
View'd 'em, and if they all were Kings, enquir'd? 
So in all this numrous Throng mult own 
[ ſee no Head but what deſerves a Crown. 
On what one Flower can | beſtow my V ofce, 
Where equal Merits ſo NT Choice? 

D ' 1 


Be 
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Be rul'd by me, the envious Title wave, 

Let no one Claim what all deſerve to have. 

Conſider how from Roman-Race we ſpring, 

Whoſe Laws, you know, wou'd ne'r permita King. 

Can l, who am a Roman Deity, 

A haughty Targuin in my Garden ſee? 

Ev'n your own Tribes, if | remember right, 
Rejoyc'd when they beheld the Tyranr's flight. 
With Gabine ſlaughter big, think how he flew 
The faireſt Flow rs that in his Plat- forms grew; 
Mankind and you, how he alike annoy d, 

And both with ſportive Cruelty deſtroy'd. 

You who are Lords of Earth as well as they 

Shou'd Free- born Romans Government diſplay. 
Reſt ever then a Common-wealth of Flow'rs, 
Composd of People and of Senators. 
This, I preſume, the belt for you and me, 
With Senſe of Men and Gods does belt agree. 
Lily and Roſe this Year your Conſuls be 

The Year ſhall ſo begin auſpiciouſſy. 

Four Pretors to the Seaſons four, I make, 

The vernal Prætorſhip thou, Tulip take: 

Jove s Flow'r the Summer, + Crocus Autumn (way, 
Let Winter warlike Hellebore obey. 

Honour's the {ole Reward that can accrue, 

Tho' ſhort your Office, to your Charge be true. 
Your Life is ſnort the Goddeſs ended here. 

The Choſen, with her Verdict pleas d appear; 
The reſt with Hope to ſpeed another Year. 


* uly- Flowers. F Saffron. 
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ET now my Muſe more lofty Numbers bring 
Proportion'd to the lofty Theme we ſing, 
The Race of Trees whole towring Branches 
In open Air, and almoſt kiſs the Skies. (rife 
Too light thoſe Strains that tender Flow'rs defir'd, 
Too low the Verſe that humbler Herbs requir'd ; 
Thoſe Weaklings near the Surface of the Earth 
Reſide, nor from the Soil that gave them Birth, 
Dare launch too far into the airy Main, 
The Winds rough Shock unable to ſuſtain : 
Theſe to the Skies with Heads erected go, 
Laughing at render Plants that crouch below. 
Not Man the Earth's proud Lord ſo high can raiſe 
His Head, they rouch thoſe Heay'ns which he ſurveys. 
Between th Herculean Bounds and Golden Soi! 


By great Columbus found, there lies an Iſle 


Of thoſe call'd Fortunate, the faireſt Seat, 
Indulg'd by Heay'n and Nature's bleſt retreat. 
A conſtant ſettled Calm the Sky retains, 
Diſturb'd by no impetuous Winds or Rains. 


Dd 2 _ eephyr 
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Zephyr alone with fragrant Breath does chear 
The florid Earth, and hatch the fruitful Year. 
No Clouds pour down the tender Plants to chill, 


But fatning Dews inſtead from Heav'n diſtil, 

And friendly Stars with vital Influence fill. 

No Cold invades the temp rate Summer there 
More rich than Autumn, and thanSpring more fair. 
The Months without Diſtinction pals away, 

The Trees at once with Leaves, Fruit, Bloſſoms gay; 
The changing Moon all theſe, and always does 

ſurvey. 

Nature, ſome Fruits, does to our Soil deny, 

Nor what we have can ev'ry Month ſupply, 

Bur ev'ry ſort that happy Earth does bear, 

All Sorts it bears, and bears 'em all the Year. 

This Seat Pomen now is {aid to prize, 

And fam'd Alcinons Gardens to deſpiſe. 

Betwixt th' old World and new makes this Retreat 
Of her green Empire the Imperial Seat: 

And wiſely too, that Plants of ev'ry Sort, 

May from both Worlds repair to fill her Court. 
Hedges inſtead of Walls this Place ſurround, 
Brambles and Thorns of various Kinds abound, 
With Han- I horn that does Magick Spells confound. 
The well rang'd Trees, within broad Walks diſplay 
Through which her verdant City we ſurvey : 
I'th' midſt her Palace ſtands, of Bow'rs compos d, 
With twining Branches, and green Walls enclos d; 
By Nature deck'd with Fruits of various Kind, 
You'd (wear ſome Artiſt had the Work deſign'd. 

When Autumn's Reign begins the Goddels here, 

(Autumn with us, eternal Summers there) ( 
When Scorpio with his Venom blaſts the Year, 
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The Goddeſs her Vertumnal Rites prepares 

(So call'd from various Forms Vertumnus wears ) 
No Colt ſhe ſpares thoſe Honors to perform, 

( For no Expence can that rich Goddeſs harm ) 

She then brings forth her Garden's choice Delights, 
To treat the Rural Gods whom ſhe. invites. 

The Twelve, of Heavenly Race her Gueſts appear, 
Wanton Priapus too, is preſent there, 8 
The fair Hoſt more attracts him than the Fare. 

Then Pales came, and Pan, Arcadia's God, 

On his dull 4ſs the fat Silenus rode, 

Lagging behind; the Fauni next advance, 

With nimble Feet, and to the Banquet dance, 

Nor Heav'ns Inferiour Pow'rs were abſent thence, 
Whoſe Altars ſeldom ſmoak with Frankincenſe. 
Picumnus, who the barren Land manures, 

Tutanus too who gather'd Fruit ſecures, 

* Collina from the Hills, from Vallies low 


+ Yallonia came, || Rurina from the Plow, 


With whom a hundred ruſtick Nymphs appear, 
Whoſe Garments form'd of Leaves or Bark did wear, 
To theſe, ſtrange Pow rs from new-found * India came, 
Moſt dreadful in their Aſpect, Form and Name. 

The hundred Mouths of Fame cou'd ne er ſuffice 
To taſte or tell that Banquet's Rarities. 
With change of Fruits the Table till was ſtor'd, 
For ready Servants waited at the Board 
In various Dreſs, the Months attending too, 
In Number Twelve, twelve times the Feaſt renew. 
Of Apples, Pears and Dates they fill'd the Juice, 
The Indian Nat ſupply'd the double Uſe 


D d 3 Of 


* Goddeſs of the Hills. + Goddeſs of the Vales. 
|| Goddeſs of Plow'd-Lands. * America, 
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Afforded various kinds of ſprightly Wine. 
Canarias neighb'ring Iſle, the moſt Divine. 
Of this glad Bacchus fills a Bowl, and cries, 


O ſacred Juice; O wretched Deities! Ar 
Who abſent hence of ſober Nectar take Yi 
Dull Draughts, nor know theJoys of potent Sack. *. 
The reſt who Bacchus Judgment cou'd not doubt, De 
Pledg'd him in Courſe, and ſent the Bowl about. bu 
Venus and Flora Chocolate alone Al 


Wou'd Drink, - the Reaſon to themſclvesbeſt known, H. 
The Gods (who ſurely were too wiſe to ſpare, O 
When they both knew their Welcome and their Fare) Hl 
Fell freely on, till now Diſcourſe began, Ou 
And one, exclaiming cry'd, O fooliſh Man! 
Thar groſly feeds on Fleſh, when ev'ry Field 
Does eaſie and more wholeſome Banquets yield. 
Who in the Blood of Beaſts their Hands imbrue, 
And eat the Victims to our Altars due. 
From hence the reſt occaſion take at laſt 


The Goddeſs to extol, and her Repaſt : N 
The Orange one, and one the Fiz commends, W 
Another the rich Fruit that Tera ſends ; 2 
Some cry the Olive up above the reſt, 8 


But by the moſt the Grape was judg'd the belt. 

The Indian God who heard them nothing ſay | 
Of Fruits that grow in his America, | 
(Of which her Soil affords ſo rich a Store | 
Her Golden Mines can ſcarce be valu'd more) 


Thus taxes their unjuſt Partiality, x Y 
As well he might; the Indian Bacchus he. If 
Can Prejudice, ſaid he, corrupt the Powers I 


Of this old World? far be that Crime from ours. 
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If when r#furniſh out a noble Treat J 
You ſeek our Fruits, the Banquet to compleat ; 4 
(Which I with Greedineſs have ſeen you eat) 5 
Are theſe your Thanks, ingrateful Deities? 

Your Tongues reproach what did your Palates pleaſe : 
You only praiſe the Growth of your own Soil, 
Becauſe the Product of long Age's Toil ; 

But had not Fortune been our Country's Foe, 

And Parent Nature's (elf forſook us too, 

Had not your armed Mars in Triumph rode 

Or our Ochecus, a poor naked God, 

Had not your Neptane's floating Palaces F 
Sunk our tall Och, Fleet of hollow Trees, | 
Nor thundring Fove made Viracocha yield, 

Nor Spaniards yet more fierce laid waſt our Field. 


he breed of Plants, and to improve the Fruit, 


And left alive no Tiller to recruit 5 
[ 


Our Products ſoon had filenc'd this Diſpute. 

Bur as it is, my Climate I'll defend, 

No Soil can to ſuch num'rous Fruits pretend ; 

We ſtill have many to our Conqu rors Shame, | 

Of which you are as yet to learn the Name, 5 

So little can you boaſt to ſhew the ſame. 

his I aſſert; if any be ſo vain 

o contradict the Truth that | maintain, 

Since from both Worlds this Feaſt has hither brought 

ll Fruits with which our diff rent Climes are fraught ) 
he Deities that are aſſembled here 

Shall judge which World the richeſt will appear; 

In Fruits I mean, for that our Lands excel 

In Gold, you to our Sorrow know too well. 

His Comrade-Gods in this bold Challenge join, 

or did our Pow'rs the noble Strife decline; 


Dd 4 Minerva 
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Minerva in her Olive ſafe appear d; 

Bacchus, who with a Smile, the Boaſter heard, 

As in the Haff his Conqueſt had been ſhown, 

Now reckons the MWeſt- Indies too his own. 

His Courage with ten Bumpers firſt he chear'd; 

Then all agree to have the Table clear'd, 

And each reſpective Tree to plead her Worth; 

The Goddeſs one by one commands them forth. 

She ſummon'd firſt the Nut of double Race, 

And Apple, which in our old World have place, 

Of each the nobieſt Breeds, for to the Name 

A thouſand petty Families lay claim. | 
The Nut-Trees name at firit the Oat did grace, 

f N 


Who in Pemona's Garden then had place, 
Till her nice Palate Acorns did decline, 
Scorning in Diet to partake with Swine: 
At laſt the Filbert and the Cheſnut ſweet | 
Were ſcarce admitted to her verdant Seat; 
The airy Pine of Form and Stature proud, 
With much Entreaty was at length allow'd. 

The Harel wich light Forces marches up, 
The tirſt in Field, upon whoſe nutty Top 
A Squirrel fits, and wants no other Shade 
Than what by his own ſpreading Tail is made; 
He culls the ſoundeſt, dextrouſly picks out 
The Kernels ſweet and throws the Shells about, 
You fee, Pomona cries, the cloiſtet᷑ d Fruit, 
That with your Tooth, Silenus, does not ſuit. 
That therefore uſcleſs tis, you cannot ſay, 
It ſerves our Vouths at once for Food and Play; 
But while ſuch Toys, my Lads, you uſe too long, 
Expecting Virgins think you do 'em Wrong; | 
'Tis time that you theſe childiſh Sports forlake, 
Hmen for you has other Nuts to crack. 
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O Plant, moſt-fit for Boys to patronize 

(Cries Bacchus) who my gen'rous Juice deſpiſe, 

A reſtive Fruit, by Nature made to grace 

The Monky's Jaws and humour the Grimace. 

The ſudden Gibe made ſober Pallas ſmile, 

Who thus proceeds in a more ſerious Stile. 

A ſtrong and wondrous Enmity we find 

In Hazle- tree gainſt Poiſons of all kind, 

More wondrous their Magnetick Sympathy, * 

That ſecret Beds of * Metals can deſcry, 8 

And point directly where hid Treaſures lie. 

In ſearch of Golden Mines a Hazel-Wand, 

The wiſe Diviner takes in his Right-Hand, 

In vain, alas! he caſts his Eyes about, 

To find the rich and ſecret Manſions out, 

Which yet, when near, ſhall with a force Divine, 

The Top of the ſuſpended Wand incline. 

So ſtrong the Senſe of Gain, that it affeAs 

The very lifeleſs Twig, who ſtrait reflects 

His trembling Head, and eager for th' Embrace, 

Directly tends to the Magnetick Place. 

What Wonder then ſo ſtrange Effects confound 

The Minds of Men, in Miſts of Errour drowff'd ; 

It puzzl'd me, who was at Athens bred, 

Ev'n me the Off-ſpring of great Feve's own Head; 

Let Phæbus then unfold this Myſtery. 

Much more than Man, we know, but Phezbss more 
chan we. 

She ſaid—— Apollo, with th' Ænigma vext, 

And ſcorning to be pos d in Words perplext; 

Strove to diſguiſe his Ignorance, and ſpent 

Much Breath on Atoms, and their wild Ferment: 


Of 


Of this is made the Divininag Rod with which they pretend to 
diſcover Mines. 4 +0 | | 


** 
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Of Sympathy he made a long Diſcourſe, 

And long inſiſted on (elf-aCting Force; 

Burt all confus'd and diſtant from the Mark, 

His Delphick Oracle was ne'er ſo dark. 

"Twas Mirth for Fove to ſee him tug in vain, 

At what his Wiſdom only cou'd explain: 

For thoſe profounder Myſteries to hide 

From Gods, and Men is ſure Fov?'s greateſt Pride, 
- The ſhady Cheſunt next her Claim puts in, 
Though ſeldom ſhe's in our Gardens ſeen. 

So coarſe her Fare, that tis no ſmall Diſpute, 

If Nuts or Acorns we ſhou'd call her Fruit; 

So vile, the Gods from Mirth cou'd not forbear 
To ſee {ſuch Kernels ſuch ſtrong Armour wear; 
Firſt, with a linty Wad wrapt cloſe abour, 
(Uleful to keep green Wounds from guſhing out) 
Her next defence of ſolid Wood is made, 

The third has Spikes that can her Foes invade. 
Therfites, ſure, no greater Sport cou'd make; 
With Ajax ſev'n-fold Shield upon his Back. 

The Pine with awful Rev'rence next did riſe 
Above Contempt, and almoſt touch d the Skies: 
Carv d in his ſacred * Bark, he wore beſide 
Great Maro s Words, to juſtifie his Pride: 

Pan own'd th' approaching Plant, and bowing low 


His Pine-wreath'd-Head, but juſt Reſpect did ſhow : 


Were Neptune preſent he had done the fame, 
To that fair Plant that in his Iſthmian Game 
The Victor crowns, whole loud Applauſes he 
With equal Tranſport hears in either Sea. 
Neptune, of other Plants, no Lover ſeems, 

But with good Realen, he the Pine eſteems; 


The 
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The Pine alone has Courage to remove 
From's native Hills (where long with Winds he ſtrove 
In Youth ) on watry Mountains to engage 
With's naked Timber fiercer Tempeſts rage. 
In vain were Floods to Plants and Men deny d 
In vain deſign'd for Fiſhes to reſide. 
Since Nature's Laws by Art are overcome, 
And Men with Ships make Seas their native Home. 
But of all Pines Mount Ida bears the beſt, 
By * Cybele prefer d above the reſt. 
This Plant a lovely Boy was heretofore, 
Beloy'd by Oybele, upon whoſe Score 
He ſacrific d to Chaſtity, but now 
His Fruit delaying Venus now excites, 
His Wood affords the Torch which Hymen lights. 
F I, for whom her Father, of Hhite-thorn, 
A Torch prepar d cer Pine by Brides was born; 
When ſhe ſnou d meet her long expected Joy 
Embrac'd the Pine tree for her lovely Boy, 
Dire change, yet cannot from his Trunk retire 
But languiſhes away with vain Deſire: 
Till Cybele afforded her Relief, : 
(Her Rival once, now Partner in her Grief) 
Transform'd her to the bitter || Almona-tree, 
Whoſe Fruit ſeems ſtill with Sorrow to agree. 
Her Siſter who the dreadful Change did mark, 
Strove with her Hands to ſtop the ſpreading Bark; 
But while the pious Office ſhe perform'd, 
In the ſame manner found her ſelf transform d. 


Bur 


Aus reported for the ſake of Chaſtity to have made himſelf an 


Eunuch. 


The Daughter of Midas, eſpous'd to A5. 
Bitter Almond. 
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But as her Grief was leſs ſevere, we find 
Her * Almond ſweet, and of a milder kind. 
Thus did this Plant into her Arms receive 
Th unfortunate, and more than once relieve.- 
Poor Phyllis thus Demophoon's Abſence mourn'd, 
Till ſhe into an Almond- Tree was turn d. 
Thus Phyllis vaniſh'd ; Ceres faw her bloom, 
And prophelt'd a fruittul Year to come. 

The firm Piſtac ho next appeat'd in view, 
Proud of her Fruit that Serpents can ſubdue. 
The Walnut then approach'd, more large and tall, 
His Fruit, which we a Nat, the Gods an Acorn call; 
+ Jove's Acorn, which does no ſmall Praife confeſs, 
T' have call'd it Mans 4mbrefta had been leſs, 
Nor eas this Head-like Nut, ſhap'd like the 2 


Wichin, be {-id that Form by chance to gain, 

Or Caryon call d by learned Greeks in vain. 
For Membranes, ſoft as Silk, her Kernel bind, ) 
Whereof the inmoſt is of tendteſt kind, 0 
Like thoſe which on the |] Brain of Man we find; ) 
All which are in a Seam. join'd Shell enclos'd, 
Which of this Rain the Skull may be ſuppos'd, 
This very Skull envelop'd is again 

In a green Coat, his Pericranion. 

Laſtly, that no Objection may remain, 

To thwart her near Alliance to the Brain 

She nouriſhes the Hair, remembring how 
Her (elf deform'd, without her Leaves does ſhow:“ 
On barren Scalps ſhe makes freſh Honours grow, ) 
Her Timber is for various Uſes. good; 

The Carver ſhe ſupplies with laſting Wood; 


She 


Sweet: Almond. + Als BGN. || Mater pia and dur Mater. 
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She makes the Painter's fading Colours laſt ; 
A Table ſhe affords us, and. Repaſt, 
Ev'n while we feaſt ; her Oil our Lamp ſupplies, 2 


The rankeſt Poiſon, by her Virtue, dies; 
The mad Dog's Foam; and Taint of raging Skies.) 
The Pontick King, who livd where Poiſons grew, 
Skiltul in Antidotes, her Virtues knew; 
Yet envious Fates, that ſtill with Merit ſtrive, 
And Man ingrateful from the Orchard drive. 
This Sov'reign Plant excluded from the Field, 
Unleſs ſome uſeleſs Nook a Station yield. 
Defenceleſs, in the common Road ſhe ſtands, 
Expos d to reſtleſs War of vulgar Hands; 
By neighb' ring Clowns, and paſſing Rabble torn, 
Batter'd with Stones by Boys, and left forlorn. 
To her did all the Nutty Tribe ſucceed, 
A hardy Race, that makes weak Gums to bleed; 
But to the Banquets of the Gods preter'd, 
Are ſaid to open of their own accord. 
'Twixt theſe and juicy Fruits of painted Coat, 
Such as on ſunny Apples we may note; 
Advanc'd the Tribe of thoſe with rugged Skin, 
More mild than Nuts, but to the Nut a-kin, 
Pomgranate, Chief of theſe, whoſe blooming Flow 
( Pomona's Pride) may challenge Flora's Bow'r 3 
The Spring-Roſe ſeems leſs fair when ſhe is by, 
Nor Carbunde can with her Colour vie; 
Nor Scarlet Robes by proudeſt Monarchs worn, 
Nor Purple Streaks chat paint the riſing Morn, 5 
Nor Bluſhes that conſenting Maids adorn. 
In the Eubæan Ille did ſtand of old 
Great Juno's Image, form d of maſſie Gold. 
In one Right. Hand ſhe held a Scepter bright, 


(For with the Pow'rs Divine both Hands are Right) 
Her 
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Her * Carthage lovely Fruit the other grac d, 

And fitly in Lacina's Hand was plac'd ; 

| Whoſe Otb within ſo many Cells contains, 

In form of Wombs, and ſtor'd with ſeedy Grains. 

But || Preſerpine implacable remain'd 

Againſt this Plant, for former Wrongs ſuſtain d; 

Nor Ceres yet her Hatred coud diſguiſe, 

But from Pomgranate turn'd her weeping Eyes. 

For the Ehſian Fields ( whence Fates permit 

Nought to return ) what Tree can be more fit 

Than this .. reſtringent Plant? a ſingle Taſt | 

Of chree ſmall Grains kept Ceres Daughter faſt. 
Orange and Lemon next, like Lightning bright, 

Came in, and dazled the Beholders Sight; 

Theſe were the fam'd Heſperian- Fruits of old, 


Both Plants alike, ripe Fruit and Bloſſoms hold, 
This ſhines with Pale, and that with deeper Gold. 
Planted by Ar/as, who ſupports the Skies, — 
Proud at his Feet to ſee theſe brighter Stars to riſe. 
To keep them fafe the utmoſt care he took, 
He fenc'd em round with Walls of ſolid Rock; 
Nor with Priapus Cuſtody content, 
A watchful Dragon for their Guard he ſent. 
Ler vulgar Apples Boys and Beggars fear, 
Theſe, worth Alcides ſtealing did appear. 
From Lands remote he came, and thought his Toils 
Were more than recompenc'd in thoſe rich Spoils, 
He only priz d em for their Taſte and Hue; 
For half their real Worth he never knew: 

Nor 


* Pomegranate, Call'd Malus Punic. 

t Juno being the ſame with Lacina, Goddeſs of Midwifery. 

Fupiter is ſaid to have promis'd Ceres, that Proſerpine ſhould be re- 
Kor'd to her, if ſhe had taſted nothing in the lower Regions; but ſhe 
having eaten Pomegranate Seeds, was retain'd. 

.*. Pomegrarate, a moſt powerful Reſtringent, us d in all immcde* 
rate Evacuations, | 
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Nor cou'd his Tutor Mars to him impart 
The noble Secrets of Apollos Art. 
Had he but known their Juice 'gainſt Poiſon good, 
The Hydra's Venom mixt with Centaur-Blood, 
Had never made Mount Oeta hear his Cries, 
Nor th' oft ſlain Monſter more had pow'r to riſe. | 
The Plums came next, by Cherry led, whoſe Fruit 
Th expecting Gard'ner early does falute, 
To pay his Thanks impatient does appear, 
| And with red Berries firſt adorns the Year. 
May, rich in Dreſs, but in Proviſion poor, 
Admires and thinks his early Fruit a Flow'r, 
To wait for Summers ripening Heat diſdains, 
Nor puts the Planter to immod rate Pains, 
He loves the cooler Climes, Egyptian Nile 
Cou'd neer perſuade him on her Banks to ſmile. 
; He ſcorns the Bounty of a two-Months Tide, 
That leaves him thirſting all the Year beſide. 
proud Rome her ſelf this Plant can ſcarcely rear, 
e. Evn to this Day he ſeems a Captive there. 
Prisner of War from Ceraſus he came; 
( From's native * Cera/us he took his Name 
From thence tranſplanted to th 7taliaz Soil, 
Lucullus Triumph brought no richer Spoil : 
Loud Pæans to your noble Gen ral ſing, 
Italian Plants, that ſuch a Prize did bring, 
The Conqu'rours Laurels, as in Triumph, wear 
The bluſhing Fruit, and captive Cherries bear. 
Vet prieve thou not to leave thy native Home, 5 


E'e long thou ſhalt a Denizen become, 
Amongſt the Plants of World-commanding Rome. 


A 


* The Chercy-Tree, in Lotin call'd Ceraſus, a Town in Cappadocia, 
from whence it was brought into [tal by Lucullus, An. Urb. 6t 0. 
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A num'rous Hoſt of Plums did next ſucceed, 

Diff*ring in Colour, and of various Breed: 

The Damask-Prune, moſt antient, led the Van, 

Who, in Damaſcus, firſt his Reign began, 

Time out of mind he had ſubdu'd the Eaſt, 

Twas long ere he got Footing in the Weſt ; 

But now in Northern Climates he is known, 

A hardy Plant, makes ev'ry Soil his Ww. 

Next him, th' Armenian-Apriceck took place, 

Not much unlike, but of a nobler Race; 

Of richer Flavour, and of Taſt divine, 

Whoſe golden Veſtments, ſtreakt with Purple, ſhine, 
Then came the Glory of the Perſian- Field, 

And to Armenia's Pride diſdain'd to yield. 

The Peach with ſilken Veſt and pulpy Juice, 

Of Meat and Drink at once ſupplies the Uſe. 

But take him while he's ripe, he'll ſoon decay; 

For next Day's Banquet he diſdains to ſtay. 

Of Fruits the faireſt, as the Roſe of Flow'rs, 

But ah! their Beauties have but certain Hours. 
A Fruit there is on whom the * Roſe confers 

Her Name ; of Smell and Colour too like hers : 

A Plum, that can it ſelf ſupply the Board, 

To hungry Stomachs ſolid Food afford, 

To pleaſe our Guſt, and Stomach to recruit, 

He thinks ſufficient Tribute for his Fruit; 

For Phyſick's Uſe his other Parts are good, 

His Leaves, his Bloſſoms, ev'n his Gum and Wood, 

Does to us Health and Joy alike reſtore , 

Friend to our Pleaſure, to our Health much more. 
Not ſo the Corneil-Tree deſignd for Harms, 

Her Wood ſupplies dire Mars with impious + Arms. 

For 
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Rhodoc ina. ä | 
+ Of which Wood Spears and Bows were made, Velat lala Corunt, 
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For ſuch a Plant our Gardens are too mild, 
Harſh is her Fruit, and fit for Defarts wild. 

Wich her the Jujube Tree, a milder Plant, 
Which (though offenſive Thorns ſhe does not want) 
In Peace and Mirth alone does Pleaſure take, | 
Her Flow'rs, at Feaſts, the genial Garlands make, 5 
Her Wood the Harp that keeps the Gueſts awake. 

Next comes the Lote- Tree, in whoſe dusky hue, 
Her black and Sun-burnt * Countrey you might view, 
To whom th Aſſembly all rofe up (from whence 
Came this Reſpect ?) and paid her Reverence. 
Priapus only, with a down - caſt Look, 

And conſcious Bluſhes, at her Preſence ſhook. 

h' all- ſeeing Gods, through that obſcure Diſguile, 
Nymph + Lotis ſaw, conceal'd from humane Eyes. 
hey knew how, on the Felliſpontict Shore, 
eſcape the dreadful Dart Priapus wore 5 
ind, zealous to preſerve her Chaſtity, 
dhe loſt her Form, and chang'd into a Tree. 
hough now no more a Nymph, a better Fate 
phe does enjoy, and lives with longer Date; 
longer Datę than Oaks ſhe does enjoy, 

Thoſe long-liv'd Oaks that call'd old Neftor, Boy: 
dhe calls em.. Girlie, green Branches ſhe diſplay d 
Then Rome was built, and when in Aſhes laid. 

Tis true, ſhe did not long ſurvive the Fire, 

With Grief and Flames at once forc'd to expire.) 
\lmoſt Nine Hundred Years were paſt away, 

ct then ſhe grudg'd to die before her Day. 

vn aſter Death her Trunk appears to“ Live; 
Does vecal Pipes and breathing Organs give, | 
Ee And 


* An cer plant: + Ovid, Men IX. . Brom, Resale 
8 Nero that butnt i. ® Inftruments of Muſick made 
ner 
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And fitly, like us Poets, may be ſaid, 

To make the greateſt Noiſe when ſhe is dead. 

A Thouſand Years arc ſince elaps'd, yer {till 

She flouriſhes in Praiſe, and ever will. 

Her Trees rich Fruit, with which ſhe charm'd Mankind, 
Shew'd, when a Nymph, the Sweetneſs of her Mind 
Theſe Sounds expreſs the Muſick of her Tongue, 
More ſweet than Circe's or the Syren Throng. 

Bur Nymph, retire, triumphant Palm appears, 
She thrives the more the greater Weight ſhe bears, 
No Preſlure for her Courage is too hard, 

Of Virtue both th' Example and Reward. 
She flouriſh'd once in * Solymean Ground, 


Fam'd Joſhua's and Jefſides ſacred Triumphs crown'd 


Bur ſince that Land was curs'd, the gen'rous Plant 
Grieves to continue her Inhabitant. 

Piſa bears Olives, Delphos Laurel yields, 

Nemea Smallage, Pines the Iſthmian Fields 

Bur al! breed Palms, the Prize of Victory, 

All Lands in Honour of the Palm agrec. 

And *cis but the juſt Tribute of her Worth, 
Virtue no faircr Image has on Earth. 

Her Verdure ſhe inviolate does hold, | 

In ſpight of Summer's Heat and Winter's Cold. 
Oppreſt with Weight ſhe from the Earth does ri 
And bears her Load in Triumph to the Skies. 
What various Benefits does ſhe impart 

To Human-kind 2 her Wine revives the Heart, 
Her Dates rich Banquets to our Tables ſend, 

At once to Pleaſure, and to Health a Friend. 


®* Tudes, + Strabo relates that the Babylonians uſed a So! 
that recited Tluee Hundred and Sixty Benefits of the Palm or Da 


Tree. 
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A Lover true, and well to love an. lerve 
| Is Virtues goble Task, and does the Palm deſerve. 
* Evadne, who a wiiling Victim prov'd. 
Nor chaſt Aceſtis ſo her Husband lov'd, 
As does the Female Palm her Male, her Arms 
To him are ſtretch'd wich molt endearing Charms, 
Nor ſtops their Paſſion here; like Lovers, they 
To more retir'd Endearments find the way, 
In Earth's cold Bed their am'rous Roots are found, 
In cloſe Embraces twining under ground. 
Let Arms to Learning yield, the Palm refign, 
The conq ring Palm to Olive more divine 
1 Pcace all preſer to War thus Pallas ſpoke; 
And in her Hand a peaceful Olive ſhook. 
'Twas with this Branch that he the Triumph gain'd 
( The greateſt that can be by Gods obrain'd ) 
On learned .*. At bens to conter het Nime; 
A Right which ſhe, mo? |c i'd ot Pou rs, might claim. 
Not Gods in Heay'n wit out Ambition live. 
But, who ſhall be po Morrals Patrons, .in ive. 
Firſt, Neptune, with his Trident. ſlruck the Ground; 
The warlike Steed no ſooner heard the Sons, 
But ſtarts from his dark Manſion, ſhakes his Hair, 
His Naſtrils ſnort the unaccuſtom'd Arr. 
Neiphs loud, of th' unwon::! Noiſe is proud. 


With his inſulciag Feet his native Ficld is plough'd, 
Intrepid he beholds of Gods the circiing Crowd, 
Pallas, on th other ſide, with gentle ſtroke 

Of her ſtrong Spear, Earth's tender Surface broke, 


3 Through 


* Leaping into the Flame of his Funeral Pile. 

Who died in her Husband Admetus's ſtead. | 

The Contention between Neptune and Minerva, who ſhould give 
the Name to Athen. 
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Through which ſmall Breach a ſudden Tree ſhoots up, 
Ev'n at his Birth, with rev cend hoary to 

And vig'rous Fruit ; the Gods applaud I Plant, 
And to Minerva the Precedence grant, 


The vanquiſh'd Steed and God in rage aſlaild 


The Victors, but ev'n ſo, their Malice fail'd, 
Wit's Goddeſs and the peaceful Tree prevail d. 

* Hail, ſacred Plant, who well deſerv'ſt to be 
By Laws ſecur'd from Wrong, as well as we. 
From War's wild Rage Reſpect thou doſt command, 
When Temples fall thou art allow'd to ſtand. 

+ Neptune's bold Son revenging the Diſgrace 

His Sire ſuſtain'd, fell dead upon the place 

The whirling Ax upon his Head rebounds, 

The Stroke deſign d on thee, himſelf confounds. 
The Gods concern'd Spectators ſtood, and ſmil'd 
To ſee his impious Sacrilege beguil'd. 

Such be his Fate, whoe'er preſumes to be 

A Foe to Peace, and to her facred Tree. 

Yet ev'n this peaceſul Plant, upon our Guard 
Warns us to ſtand, and be for War prepar'd. 

In Peace delights, but when the Cauſe is juſt, 
Permits not the avenging Sword to ruſt. 

With ſuppling Oil and conqu'ring Wreaths ſupplies 
The Martial Schools, of youthful Exerciſe: 

Nor is the ſtrong Propenſion ſhe does bear 

To Peace, th' Effect of Luxury or Fear. 

Earth's teeming Womb affords no ſtronger Birth, 
No Soil manuring needs to bring her forth. 

Allow her bur warm Suns and temp'rate Skies, Fi 
The vig' tous Plant in any Soil will riſe, 


Lop Pr 


Laws were made in A bent to ſecure the Olive - Tree. { 
+ Halirrhahius, 
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Lop but a Branch, and fix'c in Earth, you'll fee 

She'!l there take Root, and make her. ſelf a Tree. 

Her Youth, tis true, by ſlow degrees, aſcends, 

But makes you with long flouriſhing Years amends. 

Nature her Cate in this did wiſely ſhow, 

That uſeful Olive long and eaſily ſhou'd grow, 

Moſt ſov'taign, taken inward, is her Oil, 

And outwardly, confirms the Limbs for Toil. 

Life's Paſſages from all Obſtructions frees, 

Clears Nature's Walks, to ſmarting Wounds gives Eaſe. 

With eaſie Banquets does the Poor ſupply, - 

And makes cheap Herbs with Royal Banquets vie. 

The Painters flying Colours it binds faſt, : 

Makes ſhort-livd Pictures long as Statues laſt; - 

The Student's Friend, no Labour can excel 

And laſt, but of Miserva's Lamp muſt ſmell. 

Nay, this does ſo! 

Moſt juſtly rherefore does this Liquor riſe 

Oer all in Mixture, juſtly may deſpiſe 

T incorporate with any other Juice; 

Sufficient in himſelf for ev'ry Ule. 

Moſt juſtly, theretore, did Fudeas Land, 

(Who belt religious Rires did underſtand ) 

Oil, potent, chaſt, and ſacred Oil appoint 

Her Kings, her Prieſts, and Prophets, to anoint. 
Such was th Appearance which the Olive made, 

With noble Fruit and verdant Leaves array'd ; 

From whom Minerva took, as ſhe withdrew, 

A joyful Branch, and with it wreath'd her Brow. 
Freſh Armies then advanc'd into the Plain, 

Firſt thoſe whoſe Fruit did many Stones contain; 

In their firſt Liſts, the Medlar-Tree was found 

Proud of his putrid Fruit, becauſe 'twas * crown'd. 

Ee 3 Of 


v The top thereof reſembling a Crown or Coronet. 
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Of Beauties Goddeſs, chene Plant more fair, 
Whole fragrant Motion io per um'd the Air; 
The Smoak of Gums when from their Altars ſent, 
Ne'r gave th Immortal * Gueſts ſuch ſweet Content. 
Let ha uνð Laurel bloody Triumphs lead 5 


The M5rtl: thole, where little Bloc is ſhed, 

Th' Ovation of a bleeding Maiden head. 

No Virgin Fort impreg nable can be 

Jo him that Crowns his Brow with Fenus Tree. 
The Tribe of Pears and Apples next ſucceed, 

Of noble Families. and num'rous Breed : 


No Monarch's Table cer deſpiſes them, (temn. 
Nor the the poor Man's Board or earthen Diſh con- 
Supports of Lie, as well as Luxury, 

Nor like their Rivals a few Months {upply, ; 
But ſee themſelves ſucceeded ere ney die. 


Where Faus ſhines too faind io raile a Hine, 


They ſerve ior tapes, and make the Northern Wine. 


Their Liquor for th' Effects deſerves i hat Name, 
Love, Valour, Wi: and Mirth it can enflame, 
Care it can drown, lot Hcalin, loſt Wealth reſtore, 
And Bacchus potent Juice can do no more. 

With Cy der ſtor'd the N Province ſees 
Without regret the neighb ring V intages, 

Of Pear and Apple-kinds, an Army itood, 

Before the Court, and ſeem'd a moving Wood 

On them Pomona {mil'd as they went off, | 
Bur flouting Bacchus was obſetv d to (calf. 


Alone ſhe came, of ſignal Honours proud, 
With which by grateful Jove ſhe was endow'd. 
A ſilky Down her golden Coat o'cr-ſpreads, 
Her ripening Fruit a grateful Odour ſheds; 


The Quince yet ſcorn'd to mingle with the 5 
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ove otherwiſe ingrateful had been ſtil'd, 

In Honey ſteepꝰd the fed him when a Child, 

In his moſt froward Fits ſhe ſtopt his Cries ; 

And now he eats Ambroſia in the Skies, 

Reflects ſometimes upon his Infant-Y ears, 

And juſt Reſpect to 2uince and Honey bears. 
The nobleſt of Vine. Fruits brought up the Rear, 

But all to reckon, endleſs wou d appear, 

The Barberry and Currant muſt eſcape, 

Though her ſmall Cluſters imitate the Grape. 

The Raſpberry, and prickled Goosberry, 

Tree- Strawberry, muſt all unmention'd be, 

Wich many more whoſe Names we may decline; 

Not ſo the Mulberry, the Fig and Vine, 

The ſtouteſt Warriours in our Combat paſt, 

And of the preſent Field the greateſt Hope and laſt. 
But cautiouſly the Mulberry did move, 

And firſt the Temper of the Skies wou d prove, 

What Sign che Sun was in, and if ſhe might 

Give credit yet to Winter's ſeeming flight. 

She dares not venture on his firſt Retreat, 

Nor truſt her Leaves and Fruit to doubtful Heat: 

Her ready Sap wichin her Bark contines, 

Till ſhe of ſettled Warmth has certain Signs. 

But for her long Delay amends does make 

At once her Forces the known Signal take, | 5 

And with tumultuous Noiſe their Sally make. 

In two ſhort Months her purple Fruit appears, 

And of two * Lovers ſlain the Tincture wears. 

Her Fruit is rich, but Leaves the does produce, 

That far ſurpaſs in Worth and noble Ule ; 

The Frame and Colour of her Leaves ſurvey, 


And that they are moſt vulgar you mull ſay, 
E e 4 Bur 
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But truſt not their Appearance, they ſupply 
The Ornaments of Royal Luxury. 
The Beautiful they make more beauteous ſeem, 


The Charming Sex owes half their Charms to them. 


Effeminate Men to them their Veſtments owe. 

How vain that Pride which Inſect· worms beſtow 
Such was the Malberry of wondrous Birth, 

The Fiz ſucceeds; bur to recite her Worth, 

And various Powers, what Numbers can ſuffice? 

Hail, Ceres, Author of fo great a Prize. 

By thee with Food and Laws we were ſupply'd, 

And with wild Fare wild Manners laid aſide. 

With Peace and Bread our Lives were bleſt before, 

And modeſt Nature cou'd defire no more; 

Bur thou cy'n for our Luxury took ſt Cate, 

And kindly didſt this milky Fruit prepare. 

The poor Man's Feaſt, but ſuch delicious Cheer 

Did never at Apicius Board appear; 

The grateful] * Ceres with this Plant is (aid 

Her hotritable Hoſt to have repaid; 

Yer with no vernal Bloom the Tree ſupply'd; 

To lighter Plants, ſaid ſhe, I leave that Pride; 

Tolighter Plants leave that gaudy Dreſs, 

Who meretricious Qualities confels, 

And who like wanton Proſtitutes expoſe 


Their Bloom to ev'ry Hand, their Sweets to ev'ry Noſe. 


My Fruit, like a chaſt Matrondoes proceed, 

And has of painted Ornament no need, 

They ſtudy Dreſs, but mine Fertility: 

Forcing her Off. ſpring from her ſolid Tree. 
Through haſte ſometimes abortive Births ſhe bears, 
But ever makes amends in thole ſhe rears. 


For 
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* Phitalus who kindly entertain'd her, and in return receiv'd from 
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For whom her full charg d Veins Supplies afford, 

Like a ſtrong Nurſe, with Milk ſhe's ever ſtor d. 
Our Voice by thee refreſh'd, ungrateful twere 

If, Fig-Tree, thy juſt Praiſe it ſhou'd forbear ; 

The Paſſes of our vital Breath by thee 

Are ſmooth'd and clear d, obſtructed Lungs ſet free. 

Nor only doſt to Speech a Friend appear, 0 


Ev'n for that Speech thou doſt unlock the Ear, 

Set' ſt ope the Gate, and giv'ſt it Entrance there. 

The fouleſt Ulcers putrid Sinks are drain d 

By thee, by thee the Tumour's Rage reſtrain d; 

The Gangrene, Ring-worm, Scurf and Leprofie ; 

Kings-Evil, Cancers, Warts are cur'd by thee : 

Of flaming Gour thou doſt ſuppreſs the Rage, 

Of Dropſie thou the Deluge doſt aſſwage. 

Twere endleſs all thy Virtues to recite, | 

With all the Hoſts of Poiſons thou doſt fighr, 5 

Aided by Rue and Nut put'ſt Africa to flight. 

Encounter ſt the Diſeaſes of the Air, 

When baneful Miſchiefs ſecret Stars prepare; 

Whence does this vegetative Courage riſe? 

Even angry Fove himſelf thou doſt deſpiſe, 

His Lightning's furious Sallies thou doſt ſee, 

That ſpares not his own Conſecrated Tree; 

While he with Temples docs wild Havock make, 

While Mountains rend, and Earth's Foundations“ 
quake, | 

Of thy undaunted Tree no Leaf is ſeen to ſhake, 

Hail, Bacchus! hail, thou powerful God of Wine, 

Hail, Bacchus, hail! here comes thy darling Vine, 

Drunk with her own rich Juice, ſhe cannot ſtand, 

But comes ſupported by her Husband's Hand; 

The luſty Elm ſupports her ſtagg'ring Tree, 

My beſt-lov'd Plant, how am I charm'd with _ 

: W 
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Bow down thy juicy Cluſters to my Lip, 

Thy Nectar- Sweets I wou'd not lightly ſip, 

But drink thee deep, drink till my Veins were {well'd, 
Drink till my Soul with Joys and thee were fill d. 
What God ſo far a Poer's Friend will be, 

Who from great Orpheus draws his Pedigree ? 

(And tho' his Mule comes ſhort of Orpheus Fame, 
Yer ſcems inſpir'd, and may the /vy claim) 

To place him on Mount 7/z:arss, or where 
Campani an Hills the ſweeteſt Cluſters bear, 

Where Grapes, twice ripen'd, twice concocted grow, 
With Phalus Beams above, Veſuvius Flames below. 
Or in the fortunate Canavian ifles, 

Or where Burgundias purple Vintage ſmiles. 


Tis fit the Poet ſhould beneath their Shade 


Tranſported lie, or on their Hills run mad, 

His Veins, his Soul ſwell'd with th' Inſpiring God, 

Who worthily would celebrate the Vine, 

And with his grateful Voice diſcharge agen | 

The Deity, which with his Mouth he drank ſo( 
largely in. 

O vital Tree, what Bleſſings doſt thou ſend 2? 

Love, Wit and Eloquence on thee attend, 

Mirth, Sports, green Hopes, ripe Joys and Martial Fire, 

Theſe are thy Fruits, thy Cluſters theſe inſpire. 

The various Poiſons which ill Fortune breeds, 

(Not Poztas {o abounds with baneful Weeds, | 

Nor Africa ſo many Serpents feeds) 

By thy rich Antidote defeated are, 

'Tis true, they'll rally and renew the War; 

But 'tis when thou; our Cordial, art not by, 

They watch their Time and take us when ware dry. 

Thou mak'(t the Captive to forget his Chain, 

By thee the Bankrupt is carich'd again; 


The 
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The Exul thou reſtorſt, the Candidate 
Without the People's Vote thou doſt create, 
And mak'ſt him a * Caninian Magiſtrate. 1 
Like kind Veſpaſan thou Mankind mak'ſt glad, 
None from thy Preſence e er departed ſad. 
What more can be to Wiſdow's School aſſign'd, 
Than from prevailing Miſts to purge the Mind? 
From thee the beſt Philoſophy does ſpring, 
Thou canſt exalt the Beggar to a King; 
Th' unletter d Peaſant, who can compaſs thee, 
As much as Cato knows, and is as great as he. 
Thy Tranſports are but ſhort, I do confeſs, 
Bur ſo are the Delights Mankind poſſeſs, 
Our Life it ſelf is ſhort, and will not ſtay, 
Then let us uſe thy Bleſſing while we may, 
And make it in full Streams of Wine more ſmooth- 
ly paſs away. Wk 

The Vine retires; With loud and juſt Applauſe 
Of European Gods; As ſhe withdraws 
Each in his Hand a {welling Cluſter preſt, 
But Bacchus much more ſportive than the reſt, 
Fills up a Bowl with Juice from Grape-ſtones drein d, 
And puts it in Omelichilus Hand : 
Take off this Draught, ſaid he, if thou art wiſe, 
'Twill purge thy Cannibal Stomach's Crudities. 

He, unaccuſtom'd to the acid Juice 
Storm'd, and with Blows had anſwer'd the Abuſe, 
But fear'd r engage the European Gueſt, 
Whoſe Strength and Courage had ſubdu d the Eaſt; 
He therefore chooſes a leſs dang rous Fray, 
Aad ſummons all his Country's Plants away: 


Forth- 
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Forthwith in decent Order they appear, 

And various Fruits on various Branches wear; 

Like Amazons they ſtand in painted Arms, 

Coca alone appear d with little Charms, 

Yet led the Van, our ſcoffing Venus ſcorn d 

The ſhrub-like Tree, and with no Fruit adorn'd. 

The Indian Plants, ſaid ſhe, are like to ſpeed 

In this Diſpute of the moſt fertile Breed, 

Who chooſe a Dwarf and Eunuch for their Head. 

Our Gods laugh'd out aloud at what ſhe (aid. 
Pachamana defends her darling Tree, 

And ſaid, the wanton Goddeſs was too free: 

You only know the Fruitfulneſs of Luſt, 8 


And therefore here your Judgment is unjuſt, 

Your Skill in other Off. ſprings we may truſt. 

Wich thoſe Chaſt Tribes that no Diſtinction know 

Of Sex, your Province nothing has to do. 

Of all the Plants that any Soil does bear, 

This Tree in Fruits the richeſt does appear, 5 

It bears the beſt, and bears em all the Year. 

Ev'n now with Fruit tis ſtor d Why laugh you yet: 

Behold, how thick with Leaves it is beſet; 

Each Leaf is Fruit, and ſuch ſubſtantial Fare, 

No Fruit beſide, to rival it will date. 

Mov'd with his Country's coming Fate (whoſe Soil 

Muſt for her Treaſures be expos'd to ſpoil) 

Our Varicocha, firſt his Cora (ent, 

Endow'd with Leaves of wondrous' Nouriſhment, 

Whole Juice ſuck'd in, and to the Stomach ta'n 

Long Hunger and long Labout can ſuſtain ; 

From which our faint and weary Bodies find 

More Succour, more they chear the drooping 
Mind, 

Than can your Bacchus and your Ceres join d. | 

| Three 
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Three Leaves ſupply for fix Days March afford, 
The Quitoita with this Proviſion ſtor'd, 
Can paſs the vaſt and cloudy Andes o'er, 


The dreadful Andes plac'd twixt Winter's Store 
Of Winds, Rains, Snow, and that more humble Earth, 


That gives the ſmall, but valiant, Coca Birth; 
This Champion that makes warlike Venus Mirth. 
Nor Coca only uſeful art at Home, 

A famous Merchandize thou art become; 

A thouſand Paci and Nicugni groan, N 
Yearly beneath thy Loads, and for thy ſake alone, $. 
The ſpacious World's to us by Commerce known, 

Thus ſpake the Goddeſs (on her painted Skin 
Were Figures wrought) and next calls Hovia in, 
That for its ſtony: Fruit may be deſpis d, 

But for its Vertue, next to Coca pri d. 

Her Shade by wondrous Influence can compoſe, 
And lock the Senſes in ſuch ſweet Repoſe, 
That oft the Natives of a diſtant Soil 
Long.Joarneys take of voluntary Toil, 

Only to ſleep beneath her Branches ſhade : 
Where in tranſporting Dreams entranc d they lie, 
And quite forget the Spaniards Tyranny, - 

The Plant (at Bra, Bacoua call d) the Name 
Of th' Eaſtern Plane - Tree takes, but not the ſame: 
Bears Leaves ſo large, one ſingle Leaf can ſhade 
The Swain that is beneath her Covert laid; 

Under whoſe verdant Leaves fair Apples grow, 
Sometimes two hundred on a ſingle Bough ; 
Th' are gather d all the Year, and all the Year 5 


They ſpring, for like the Hydra they appear, 
To ev ry one you take ſucceeds a Golden Heir, 


Twere 
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T were loſs of time to gather one by one, 
Its Boughs are torn, and yet no harm is done. 
New ſprouting Branches ſtill the Loſs repair, 
What would {o ſoon return 'twere vain to ſpare. 
The Indian Fig-Tree next did much ſurprize, 
With her ſtrange Figure all our Deitics. 
Amongſt whom, one, too raſhly did exclaim 
(For Gods to be deceiv'd 'tis woful Shame ) 
This is a Cheat, a Work of Art, ſaid he, 
And therefore ſtretcht his Hand to touch the Tree; 
At which the Indian Gods laugh'd out aloud, 
And ours, no leſs ſurpriz d with Wonder ſtood. 
For, lo! the Plant her Trunk and Boughs unclos'd, 
Wholly of Fruit and Leaves appear'd compos'd ; 
New Leaves, and ſtill from them new Leaves unfold, 
A Sight mongſt Prodigies to be cnroll'd. 
The Tuna to the Indian- Fig a kin, 
(The Glory of Tlaſcalla) next came jp ; 
But much more wonderful her Fruit appears, 
Than th' other's Leaves, for living Fruit ſhe bears. 
To her alone great Varicocha gave | 
The Priviledge, that ſhe for Fruit ſhou'd have 
Live Creatures, that with purple Die adorn 
Th' Imperial Robe; the precious Tinctures worn 
With Pride ev'n by the Conqu'rors of the Soil, 
But ah! we had not grudg'd that purple Spoil, 
Our Cechincel they freely might have gain d. 
If with no other Blood they had been ſtain'd. 
Guatimala produc d a Fruit unknown 
To Europe, which with Pride ſhe call'd her own; 
Her Cacao- Nut with double Uſe endu'd, | 
(For Chocolate at once is Drink and Food) 
Does Strength and Vigour to the Limbs impart, 
Makes freih the Countenance and chears the Heart. 
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In Yenus Combat ſtrangely does excite 

The fainting Warriour to renew the Fight; 

Not all Potoſi's Silver Grove can be 

Of equal Value to this uſeful Tree, 

Nor cou'd the wretched hungry Owner dine, 

Rich Cartama, upon thy Golden Mine. 

Of old, the wiſer Indians never made 

Their Gold or Silyer the ſupport of Trade, 

Nor us for Life's Support what well they knew 

Uſeleſs ro Life, at beſt, and ſometimes hurtful too. 

With Nuts inſtead of Coin they bought and ſold, 

Their Wealth by Cacao's, not by Sums they told. 

One Tree, the growing Treaſure of the Field, 

Both Food and Cloths did to its owner yield ; 

| Procur'd all Utenſils, and wanting Bread, 

The happy Hoarder on his Money fed. / 
This was true Wealth, thoſe Treaſures we adore 5 
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By Cuſtom valu'd, in themſelves are poor, 
And Men miy ſtarve amidſt their Golden Store, 
Too happy India had this Wealth alone, 
And not thy Gold been to the Spaniard known. 
The Aguacat no leſs is Venus Friend 
(To th Indies, Venus Conqueſt does extend) 
A fragrant Leaf the Aguacata bears, 
Her Fruit in Faſhion of an Egg appears ; 
With ſuch a white and ſpermy Juice it (wells, 
As repreſents moiſt Life's firſt Principles. 
The Cacao's Owner any thing may buy, 
But he that has the Metla, may ſupply 
Himſelf with almoſt all Things he can want ; 
From Metli's almoſt all- ſufficient Plant; 
Metla to paſs as Money does deſpiſe, 
Or Traffick ſerve, it ſelf is Merchandize. 
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She bears no Nuts for Boys, nor luſcious Fruit, 
That may with nice Effeminate Palates ſuit, 
Her very Tree is Fruit; her Leaves when young, 
Are wholeſome Food, for Garments ſerve when ſtrong ; 
Not only ſo, but, to make up the * Cloth, 
They furniih you with Thread and Needle both. 
What though her native Soil with droughris curſt, 
Cut but her Bark, and you may flake your Thirſt, 

A ſudden Spring will in the Wound appear, 


Which through freight Paſſes ſtrein d comes forth 


* 


more clear; | 
And though through long Meanders of the Veins 
*Tis carry'd, yet no vicious Hue retains, 
Limpid and ſweet the Virgin-ſtream remains. 
Theſe Gifts for Nature might ſufficient be, 
But bounteous Metla ſeem d too ſmall for thee; ; 
Thou gratifi ſt our very Luxury. 
For liqu'riſh Palates Honey thou doſt bear, 
For thoſe whoſe Guſt wants quickning, Vinegar. 
But theſe are Trifles, thou doſt Wine impart, 
That drives dull Care and Trouble from the Heart. 
If any Wretch of Poverty complains, 
Thou pour'ſt a golden Stream into his Veins 
The pooreſt Indian (till is rich in thee, | 
In ſpight of Spaniſh Conqueſts ſtill is free, 
The Spaniard's King is not ſo bleſt as he. 
If any doubts the Liquor to be Wine, 
Becauſe no Cryſtal Water looks more fine, 
Let him but drink, he Il find the weak Nymph fled, 
And potent Bacchus enter d in her ſtead. 


To 


The Thorn growing at the end of each Leaf, which together 
with the ſtcingy Part joining to it, is uſed in manner of a Needle and 
Thread ro ſew withal. 
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To all theſe Gifts of Luxury and Wealth, 
Thou giv'ſt us ſov'reign Med'cines too for Health: 
Choice Balm*from thy concoA@ Bark breaks fortli, 
Thou ſhedſt no Tear, but 'ris of greater Worth 
Than faireſt Gems, no Lover more can prize 
The Tears in his conſenting Miſtreſs Eyes, 5 
When in his Arms the panting Virgin lies: 
No Antidote affords more pteſent Aid. 
Gainſt doubly mortal Wounds by pois' nous Ar- 
rows made. 

Almoſt all Needs thou Metla doſt ſupply, 
Yet muſt not therefore bear thy ſelf too high; 
While th' all- ſufficitnt Coccus I ree is by, 
To Corcus thou muſt yield the Victor. 
While ſhe preſerves this Indian Palm alone, 
America can never be undone, 
Embowel'd and of all her Gold bereft, ) 
Her Liberty and Coccus only left, 5 
She's richer than the Spaniard with his Theft. | 
What ſenſleſs Miſer by the Gods abhorr d, 
Wou'd covet more than Coccus doth afford! 
Houſe, Garments, Beds and Boards, ev'n while we dine, 
Supplies both Meat and Diſh, both Cup and Wine. 
Vil, Honey, Milk, the Stomach to delight, 
And poignant Sawce to whet the Appetite. 
Nor is her Service to the Land confin d 
For Ships intire compos d of her we find, 
Sails, Tackle, Timber, Cables, Ribs and Maſt, 
Vherewith the Veſlel fitted up, at laſt 
With her own Ware is freighted, all ſhe beats 
$ Coccus Growth, except her Mariners; 
Nor need we ev'n her Mariners exclude, 
ho from the Coco-Nyt have all their food. 
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The Indian Gods with wild and barb'rous Voice 
And Geſtures rude, tumultuous rejoice; 
Ours as aſtoniſh'd and with envious Eyes ) 
Each other view'd, if as weak Men ſurmile, 
Envy can touch immortal Deities. 9 
My modeſt Muſe that Cenſure does decline, 

Nor dares interpret ill of Pow'rs Divine. 

The Indian Pow'rs (though yet they had not ſhown 
The hundredth Part of Plants to 1»dia known) ; 
Already did conclude the Day their own. 

Raſh and impatient round the Goddeſs throng, 
And think her Verdict is deferr'd too long. 


Pomona {cated high above the reſt, 

Was cautiouſly revolving in her Breſt, 
(The cauſe depending was no trifling Toy, 
Thar did the Patrons of both Worlds employ ) 
T expreſs her (elf ar large ſhe did deſign, 
And handſomly the Sentence to decline; | 
(If I may gueſs at what the Goddeſs meant) 
But lo! a ſlight and ſudden Accident 
Puts all the Court into a wild Ferment. 
For, during th' Trial, the moſt tipling Brace, 
Omelochilus of the T:dian Race, 
And our * Lenæus ar whate'r was ſpoke 
Or done that plcas'd him, a full Bumper took, 
And drank to t'other, him the Metla- Tree 
Supply'd with Juice; thy Vine, Lenæus thee ; 
Each Bow] they touch'd, they turn'd the Bottom up 
And gave a brisk Huzza at ev'ry Cup. 
Their Heads at laſt the riſing Vapour gains 
And proves too hard for their immortal Brains, 
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Wich mutual Repartees they jok'd at firſt, 

Till growing more incens'd they ſwore and curſt; 

Omelochilus does no longer dread 

(With preſent Metla warm d) the Grecian God, , 

But throws a Coco Bowl at Bacchus Head. 

Which 3 his Draught; but left his Fotehead 
ound, | 


And reſts betwixt his Horns without a Wound. 
Bacchus enrag'd with Wine and Paſſion too, 


With all his Might his maſſy Goblet threw, 


Directly levell'd at the Ruſtick's Face, . 
That laid him bruis'd and ſprawling on the Place: 
He in his native Gibb'riſh cries aloud, 

And with his Noiſe alarms the ſavage Crowd; 
Gnaſhing their foamy Teeth, like Beaſts of Prey, 
Promiſcuouſly they bellow, roar and bray; 

The frighted Waves back to whe Deep rebound, 


| The very Iſland trembles with the Sound. 


Next him Vitziliputli fat, in Smoak 
Of foul Tobacco almoſt hid, that broke 
In Belches from bis gormandizing Maw, 
Where human Fleſh as yet lay crude and raw, 
Throwing in Rage his kind led Pipe aſide, 
And ſnatching Bow and Darts, Arm, Arm, he cry'd, 
Teſcalipuca (of the ſalvage Band | 
The next in fierceneſs) took his Spear in Hand, 
And all in Arms the barb rous Legion ſtand. 
The Goddeſſes diſperſe, and ſculk behind 
The Thickets, frighted Venus bore in mind 
Her former Wound, th' effect of mortal Rage, 
What muſt ſhe then expect where Gods engage? 
Pallas, who only Courage had to ſtay, 
In yain her peaceful Olive did diſplay : 
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The Gods with manly Weapons in their Hand 
Devored to the dire Encounter ſtand ; 
Moſt woful ſome had that Days vatrel found, 
And long been maim'd with many a ſmarting Wound. 
(For to ſuppoſe th Immortals can be ſlain 
Though with Immortals they engage, is vain) 
Had not Apollo in the nick of time 
Found out a Strat'gem to divert that Crime; 
Which with his double Title did agree, 
The God of Wit, and healing Deity; 
None better knew than he to uſe the Bow, 
But now reſolv d his nobler Skill to ſhow 
Sweet Muſicks Pow'r : he takes his Lyre in hand, 
And does forthwith ſuch charming Sounds command, 
As ſtruck the Ear of Gods with new Delight, 
When Nature did this World's great Frame unite: 
When jarring Elements their War did ceaſe, 
And danc'd themſelves into harmonious Peace. 
Such Streins had ſurely charm'd the Centaur s Rage, 
Such Streins the raving Billows cou'd aſſwage; 
Wild Hurricanes had due Obedience ſhown, +. 
And, to attend his Sounds, ſuppreſt their own. 
The wrangling Gueſts at once appcar bereft 
Of ev'ry Senſe, their Hearing only left. 
Vitziliputli, fierceſt of the Crew, 
While to the Head his venom d Shaft he drew, 
Lets fall both Dart and Bow; with lifted Hands 
Aſtoniſh'd, and with Mouth wide-gaping ſtands, 
So high to raiſe his greedy Ears he's ſaid, 
As forc'd his feather'd Di'dem from his Head. 
Pomona's Altar hew'd from ſolid Rock, 
In both his Hands bold Varicoca took 
Which like a Thunder-bolt he wou'd have hurld, 
(He is the Thund'rer in the Indian World) f 
ut 
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But at the firſt ſweet Strain forgot his Heat, 
Laid down the Stone, and us d it for a Seat: 
His raviſh'd Ears the peaceful Sounds devour, 
His hundred Victims never pleas d him more. 
Their Magick Force in ſpight of his Diſgrace, 
And Gore yet ſtreaming from his batter d Face, 
Omelichilus ſelf did reconcile; 
At firſt, 'tis true, he did but faintly ſmile, 
But laugh'd anon as loud as any there; 
For ſuch the ſacred Chang of Meaſures are; 
The ambient Air {truck with the healing Sounds 
Of Phalus Lyre, clos d up the bleeding Wounds. 
Ev'n of their own accord the Breaches cloſe, 
For pow'rful Muſick all Things can compoſe. 
Neas d with his Arc s ucceſs, Apollo ſmil d 
To ſee the aukward Mirth and Geſtures wild 
Of his charm'd Audience; having thus ſubdu'd 
Their raviſh'd Senſe, his Conqueſt he purſu'd, 
And ſtill to make the pleaſing Spell more ſtrong, 
Joins to his Lyre his tuneful Voice and Song. 
He ſung, how th' inſpir'd * Hero's Mind beheld 
A World that for long Ages lay conceal d. 
Moſt happy thou, whoſe Fancy cou'd deſcry 
A World ſeen only by my circling Eye. 
Thou, who alone in Toils haſt equal'd me, 
Great Alexander is out-done by thee ; 
By thee, whoſe Skill cou'd find, and Courage gain 
That other World, for which he wiſh'd in vain. 
Not my own Poet's Tales cou'd thee deceive, 
No Credit to their Fables thou didſt give; 


Me, weary'd with my Day's hard Courſe, they feign 


To reach each Night in the Heſperian Main; 
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Can Phebys tire? my great Columbus, thou 

Didſt better judge, and Phæbus better know. 

For I my ſelf did then thy Thoughts incline, 
Inſpir'd thy Skill, and urg d thy bold Deſign. 
Herculean Limits cou'd not thee contain, 


Nor Terrour of an unexperienc'd Main; | 
Nor Nature's awful Darkneſs cou'd reſtrain. 

Thy native World's dear Sight for three Months loſt; 
For three long Months on the wide Ocean toſt. 

New Stars, new Floods, and Monſters thou didſt ſpy 
Unterrify'd thy ſelf, new Gods didſt terrifie: 
Thou, only thou, undaunted didſt appear, 

While thy faint Comrades half expir d with Fear; 
They urge thee to return and threaten high, 

When, Guanahan, thy Watch; light they deſcry, 5 
Thy flaming Beacon from afar they ſpy: 

Whoſe happy Light to their tranſported Eyes 
Diſcloſes a New World; with joyful Cries 

They hail the Sign that to a golden Soil 

Unlock'd the Gate; forgetting now their Toil. _ 
They hug their Guide, at whom they late repin d, 
From this {mall Fire, and for ſmall Uſe defign'd, 
How great a Light was open'd to Mankind! 

How caſily did Courage find the way, | 
By this Approach, to ſeize the golden Prey, 
Thar in a ſecret World's dark Entrail lay 

For Courage, what Attempt can be too bold: 

Or rather, what for Thirſt of Pow'r and Gold? 
While to the Shoar the Spaniſh Navy drew, 

The Indian Natives with Amazement view 

Thoſe floating Palaces, which fondly they 

Miſtook for living Monſters of the Sea; 

Wing'd Whales— nor at the Spaniards leſs admire, 
A Race of Men with Beards and ſtrange Attire 
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Whole Iron-dreſs their native Skin they deem'd; 
The Horſe-man mounted on his Courſer, ſeem'd 
To them a Centaur of prodigious Kind ; 
A compound Monſter of two Bodies join'd : 
That cou'd at once in ſev'ral Accents break, 
Neigh with one Mouth, and with the other ſpeak. 
But moſt, the roaring Cannon they admire, 
Diſcharging ſulph'rous Clouds of Smoak and Fire; 
Mock-Thunder now they hear, Mock-Light'ning 
view, | 
With greater Dread than e er they did the true. 
Ev'n thou the Thunderer of th Indian Sky 
(Nor wilt thou, Varicocha, this deny) 
Ev n thou thy ſelf aſtoniſh'd didſt appear, 
When Mortals louder Thunder thou didſt hear. 
Strange Figures, and th unwonted Face of Things, 
No leſs Amazement to the Spaniards brings; 
New Forms of Animals their Sight ſurprize, 
New Plants, new Fruits, new Men and Deities, 
Intirely a new Nature meets their Eyes. | 
But moſt tranſported with the glitt ring Mould, 
And wealthy Streams whoſe Sands were fraughtf - 
with Gold, 
Theſe they too much admite, with too much Love 
5 - eh. 
For theſe forthwith againſt their Hoſts engage, 
The treach'rous Gueſts in impious War and Rage; 
From theſe, inhuman Slaughter did enſue, 
Which now I grieve to tell, as then I bluſh'd to 
View. 
By ſudden Force, like ſome demoliſh d Town, 
| ſaw the Indian World at once oerthrown. 
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What can this Land by this Diſpute intend ? 


About his Fruits ſhe does in vain contend, 
Who knows not how her Entrails to defend | 
Thy Slaughters paſt, do thou at length forget 
For with no {mall Revenge thy Wrongs have = 
And Heav'n will give thee greater Comforts yer. 
Enjoy thy Fate whoſe bitter Part is o er I 
And all the Sweet for thee reſerv'd in Store. 7 
Here Fhetw his molt chearful Airs employs, , 
And melts their ſavage Hearts in promis d Joys. ] 
They felt his Muſick glide through ev'ry vein, 9 
Their brawny Limbs from Dancing ſcarce refrain, 
But fear'd to interrupt his charming Strain. \ 
That Gold which Europe raviſh'd from your Coaſt, MW 
O'er Europe, now a Tyrants Pow'r does boaſt. 
Already has more Miichiefs brought on Spain 
Than from inſulting Spaniards you ſuſtain. 
W here er it comes all Laws are ſtraight diſiolv d, 
In gen ral Ruin all Things are involv d: 
No Land can breed a more deſtructive Peſt 
Grieve not that of your Bane you re diſpoſſeſt 5 
Call in more Spaziaras to remove the reſt. 
The fara! Helen driv from your Abodes, 
Th' Erinms that has ſet both Worlds at odds. 
Fice. Sword and Slaughter on her Footſteps wait; 
Whole Empires ſhe betrays to utmoſt Fate. 
Mean-while thele Benefits of Life you reap, 
Conſider, and you'll find th Exchange was cheap. 
Your former lalyage Cuſtoms are remov'd, | 
The Manners of your Men and Gods improv'd: 
Wich human Fleſh no more they ſhall be fed; 
Whether dire Famine firſt that Practice bred, 


Or 
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Or more deteſted Luxury 

Not long {halt thou Vitgiliputli feed ; 

On bloody Feaſts, or ſmoak thy Indian Weed 

E'er long (like Us) with pure Ambrofial Fare 

Thou ſhalt be pleas'd, and taſte Celeſtial Air. 
To live by wholeſome Laws you now begin, 

Buildings to raiſe and fence your Cities in, = 

To plow the Earth, to plow the very Main, 

And Trafhck with the Univerſe maintain; 

Defenſive Arms and Ornaments of Dreſs, 

All Implements of Life you now poſſeſs. 

To you the Arts of War and Peace are known, 

And whole Minerva is become your own. 

Our Muſes to your Sires an unknown Band, 

Already have got footing in your Land, 

And like the Soil 

Inca's already have Hiſtorians been, 

And Inca- Poets ſhall ere long be ſeen. 

But (if I fail not in my Augury 

And who can better judge Events than I:) 

Long rowling Years ſhall late bring on the Times, 

When with your Gold debauch'd and ripen'd Crimes, 

Europe (the World's moſt noble Part) ſhall fall, 

Upon her baniſh'd Gods and Vertue call 

In vain; while forein and domeſtick War 

At once ſhall her diſtracted Boſom tear? 

Forlorn, and to be pity d ev'n by you 

Mean while your riſing Glory you ſhall view; 

Wit, Learning, Virtue, Diſcipline of War 5 
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Shall for Protection to your World repair, 

And fix a long illuſtrious Empire there. 
Your native Gold (1 would not have it ſo: 
But fear th Event) in time will follow too: 


0. 


O, ſhould that fatal Prize rerurn once more, 
*T will hurt your Country, as it did before. 


Late Deſtiny ſhall high exalt your Reign, 
Whoſe Pomp no Crowds of Slaves, a needleſs Train, 
Nor Gold (the Rabble's Idol) ſhall ſupport, 

Like Motezum's, Or Guanapaci's Court; 
But ſuch true Grandeur as old Rome maintain d, 
Where Fortune Was a Slave, and Virtue reign d. 

* 


The End of the Fifth Book. 
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EASE, O my Muſe, the ſoſt Delights to ſing 
( Of flowry Gardens in their fragrant Spring ; 
And trace the rougher Paths of obſcure Woods, 
All gloom aloft, beneath o'ergrown withShrubs. 
Where Phælus, once thy Guide, can dart no Ray 
T' inſpire thy Flight, and make the Scene look gay. 
Courage, my Huntreſs, let us range the Glades, 
And ſearch the inmoſt Grotto's of the Shades: 
Even to the lone Receſſes let us pals, 
Where the green Goddeſs reſts on Beds of Moſs. 
Let looſe, my Fancy, ſwift of foot to trace, 
With a ſagacious Scent, the noble Chaſe; 
And, with a joyful Cry, purſue the Prey; 
'Tis hidden Nature we muſt rouze to day, 
Set all your Gins, let every Toil be placd, 8 


Through all her Tracks let flying Truth be chas d 
And ſeize her panting with her eager Haſte. 
Nor yet diſdain, my Muſe, in Groves to range, 
Or humbler Woods for nobler Orchards change. 
Here Deities, of old, have made Abode, 
And once ſecur'd great Charles, our earthly 
8 
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The Royal Youth, born ro out-brave his Fate, 
Within a neighbouring Oak maintain'd his State : 
The faithful Boughs in kind Allegiance ſpread 


Their ſheltring Branches round his awful Head, 
| Twin'd their rough Arms, and thicken d all the Shade. 

To thee, belov'd of Heaven, to thee we ſing 
Of ſacred Groves, blooming perpetual Spring. 
May'ſt thou be to my rural Verſe and Me, 

A preſent and aſſiſting Deity. 

Diſdain not in this leafte Court to dwel!, 

Who its lov'd Monarch did ſecure ſo well. 

Th' eternal Oak, now conſecrate to thee, 

No more thy Refuge, but thy Throne ſhall be. 
We ll place thee Conqueror now, and crown thy Brows 
Wich Garlands made of its young gayeſt Boughs : 
While from our oaten Pipes the World ſhall know 
How much they to this ſacred Shelter owe. 

And you, the ſoft Inhabitants of th' Groves, 
You Wood Nymphs, Hamadryades, and Loves, 
Satyrs and Fauns, who, in theſe Arbors play, 
Permit my Song, and give my Muſe her way. 

She tells of ancient Woods the wondrous things, 


Of Groves, long veil'd in ſacred Darkneſs ſings, 
And a new Light into your Gloom the brings, 
Let it be lawiul for me to unfold 

Divine Decrees, that never yet were told: 

The Harangues ot the Wood-Gods to rehearſe, 
And ſing of flowry Senates in my Verſe. 

Voices unknown to Man he now ſhall hear, | 


Who, always ignorant of what they were, 

Have paſsd 'em by with a regardleſs Ear: 
Thought em the Murmurings of the rufticd Trees, 
That mov'd and wanton'd with ths ſporting Breeze. 


But 
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But * Dat hne knew the Myſteries of the Wood, 

And made Diſcoverics to her amorous God; 

Apollo me inform'd, and did inſpire 

My Soul with his divine, prophetic Fire: 

And I, the Prieſt of Plants, their Senſe expound 3 

Hear, O ye Worlds, and liſten all around. 
'Twas now, when Royal Charles, that Prince of Peace, 

( That pious Off. Spring of the Olive-Race ) 

Sway'd England's Scepter with a God-like Hand, 

Scattering bolt Eaſe and Plenty o'er the Land; 

Happy bove all the neighbouring Kings, while yet 

Uncuffled by the rudeſt Storms of Fate; 

More fortunate the People, till their Pride 

Diſdain'd Obedience to the Sovereign Guide, 

And to a baſe Plebeian Senate gave 

The arbitrary Priv'lege to enſlave; 

Who through a Sea of nobleſt Blood did wade, 

To tear the Diadem from the ſacred Head. 

Now above Envy, ſar above the Clouds 

The Martyr ſits, triumphing with the Gods. 

While Peace before did o'er th' Ocean fly 

On our bleſt Shore, to find Security: 

In Britiſb Groves ſhe built her downy Neſt, 

No other Climate could afford her Reſt : 

For warring Winds o'er wretched Ezrope range, 

Threatning Deſtruction, univerſal Change. 

The raging Tempeſt toge the aged Woods, 

Shook rhe vaſt Earth, .and troubl'd all the Floods. 

Nor did the fruittul Goddeſs brood in vain, 

But here in Safety hatch'd her golden Train, 

Juſtice and Faith one Coruncopia fill, 

Of uſcful Med'cines known to many an Ill. 


Such 
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Such was the golden Age in Saturn's Sway; 
Eaſie and innocent it paſs'd away: 
But too much Luxury and good Fortune cloys, 
And Virtues ſhe ſhould cheriſh ſhe deſtroys. 
Whar we moſt wiſh, what we moſt toil to gain, 
Enjoyment palls, and turns the Bliſs to pain. 
Poſſeſſion makes us ſhift our Happineſs, 
From peaceful Wives to noiſie Miſtriſſes. 
The Repetition makes the Pleaſure dull; 
'Tis only Change that's gay and beautiful. 
O, Notion falſe! O, Appetite deprav'd, 
That has the nobler Part of Man enſlav'd. 
Man, born to Reaſon, does that Safety quit, 
To ſplit upon the dangerous Rock of Wit. 
Phyſicians ſay, there's no ſuch Danger near, 
As when, though no Signs manifeſt appear, 
Self-tir'd and dull, Man knows not what he ails, 
And, without Toil, his Strength and Vigour fails. 
Such was the State of England, ſick with Eaſe, 
Too happy, if ſne knew her Happineſs. 
Their Crime no Ignorance for Excuſe can plead, 
That wretched Refuge for Ingratitude. 
Twas then that from the pitying Gods there came 5 


A kind admoniſhing Anger to reclaim, 

In dreadful * Prodigies; but, alas, in vain. 
So rapid Thunderbolts, before the Flame, 
Fly, the confuming Vengeance to proclaim. 
I. then a Boy, arriv'd to my Tenth Year, 
And till thoſe horrid Images I bear. 

The mourntal Signs are preſent to my Eyes. 
I ſaw oer all the Region of the Skies, 


The 


4 * ; 
* This relation of Prodigies, Mr. Cowl:y aſſures to be true; Veran 
e in me recipio, In the Margin of the Original, | 
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The Hiſtory ot our approaching Wars, 

Writ in the Heav'ns in wondrous Characters. 

The vaulted Firmament with Lightning burns, 

And all the Clouds were kindled into Storms; 

And form'd an Image of th' infernal Hell; 

(I ſhake with the portentous things I tell) 

Like ſulph'rous Waves the horrid Flames did roll, 
Whoſe raging Tides were hurl'd from Pole to Pole; 
Then ddl the burſting Clouds divide, 

A Fire like Burning mounts on either ſide, 
Diſcovering (to th aſtoniſh'd World) within 

At once a dreadful and a beauteous Scene: 

Two mighty Armies clad in Battle array, 

Ready, by Combat, to diſpute the Day: | 
Their waving Plumes, and glittering Armour ſhone; 
Mov'd by the Winds, and guilded by the Sun. 

So well in order ſeem'd each fearleſs Rank, 

As they'd been marſhal'd by our Hero, Monk ; | 
Monk, born for mighty Things and great Command, 
The plorious Pillar of our falling Land, 
Perhaps his Genius on the Royal fide, 

One of thoſe Heav'nly Figures did deſcribe, 

Here pointed out to us his noble Force, 

And form'd him Conqueror on a flaming Horſe. 
We heard, or fancid that we heard, around, 

The Signal givin by Drum and Trumpet Sound; 
We ſaw the Fire-wing'd Horles fiercely meet, 

And with their fatal Spears each other greet. | 
Here ſhining brandiſh'd Pikes like Lightning ſhook, 
While from ethereal Guns true Thunder broke, 
With gloomy Miſts they involv'd the Plains of Heaven, 
And to the Cloud-begotten Men was given 

A memorable Fate—— 
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By the dire Splendor which their Arms diſplaid. 
And dreadful Lightning that from Canons plaid, 
We ſaw extended o'er the aereal Plain 

The wounded Bodies of the numerous Slain. 
(Their Faces fierce with Anger underſtood) 
Turning the Sky red with their guſhing Blood ; 
At laſt, that Army, we the Juſt eſteem'd, 

And which adorn'd by nobleſt Figures ſeem'd 
Of Arms and Men, alas! was put to flight; 


The reſt was veil'd in the deep Shades ot Night, 

And Fates to come \ecur'd from humane Sight. 
Bur ſtupid England, rouch'd with no Remorſe, 

Beholds theſe Prodigies as things of Courſe. 

(Wich many more, which to the Juſt appear d 

As ominous Preſages.) Then who fear'd 

The Monſters of the Caledonian Woods, 

Or the hid Ferments of Schiſmatic Crowds ? 

Nor had the impious Cremwel then a Name, 

For England's Ruin, and for Exgland's Shame. 

Nor were the Gods pleasd only to exhort 

By Signs, the reſtive City and the Court. 

Thy impending Fates Oer all the Thickets reign'd, 

And Ruin to the Exgliſb Wood proclaim'd. 

We ſaw the ſturdy Oaks of monſtrous Growth, 

Whoſe ſpreading Roots fix'd in their native Earth, 

Where for a Thouſand Years in Peace they grew, 

Torn from the Soil, though none but Zeph'ras blew: 

But who ſuch violent Qurtrages could find 

To be th' Effects of the ſofſt Weſtern Wind 2 

The Dryads faw the Right-Hand of the Gods 

O'errurn the nobleſt Shelters ot the Woods. 

Others their Arms with baneful Leaves were clad, 

Thar new unulual Forms and Colours had, 
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Whence now no Aromatic Moiſture flows, 

Or noble Miſſeltoe enrich the Boughs. 

But bow'd with Galls, within thoſe boding Hulls 

Lurk'd Flies, Diviners of enſuing Ills. | 

Whoſe fatal buz did future Slaughters threat, 

And confus'd Murmurs, full of Dread, repeat. 

When no rude Winds diſturb'd the ambient Air, 

The Trees; as weary of Repoſe, made War. 

With horrid Noiſe grappling their knotty Arms, 

Like meeting Tides, they ruffle into Storms; 

But when the Winds to ratling Tempeſts riſe, 

Inſtead of warging Trees, we heard the Cries 

Of warring Men, whoſe dying Groans around 

The Woods, and mournful- Echoes did refound. 
The diſmal Shade with Birds obſcene were fil“ d, 

Which, ſpight of Phæbus, he himſelf beheld. 

On the wild Aſhes-tops the Bats and Owls, 

With all Night, ominous and baneful Fowls 

Sate brooding, while the Scrieches of theſe Droves 

Prophan'd and violated all the Groves. 

It ought that Poets do relate be true, 

The ſtrange * Spinturnix led the feather'd Crew. 

Of all che Monſters of the Earth and Air, 

Spinturnix bears the cruelſt Character. 

The barbarous Bird, to mortal Eyes unknown, 

Is ſeen but by the Goddeſles alone: 

And then they tremble 3 tor ſhe always bodes 

Some fatal Diſcord, ev'n among the Gods. | 

But that which gave more Wonder than the reſt, 

{ Within: an Aſh a Serpent built her Neſt, 


age 6g And 


* What this Bird «truly was, is not known, but it was much dreas 
ded by the Aruſpices, Plin. Servius, & c. = 
t For the Truth hereof take Plizy's word, J. 16. 17: 
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And laid her Eggs; when once, to come beneath 
The very ſhadow of an Aſh, was Death: 
Rather, if Chance ſhould force, ſhe through the Fire, 
From its faln Leaves ſo banetul, would rerirc. 
But none of all the Sy/van Prodigies 

Did more ſurprize the rural Deities, 

Than when the Lightning did the Laurel blaſt : 
The Lightning their lov'd Laurels all defac'd; 


The Laurel, which, by Jove's divine Decree, 


Since ancient Time from injuring Tempeſts free; 
No angry Threats from the celeſtial Powers, 
Could make her fear the Ruin of her Bowers : 
But always ſhe enjoy'd a certain Fate, 

Which ſhe cou'd ne et ſecure the Victor yet. 
In vain theſe Signs and Monſters were not ſent 


From angry Heav'n ; the Wiſe knew what they meant, 


Their coming by Conjectures underſtood, 
As did the Dryads of the Britiſh Wood. 

There is an antient * Foreſt known to Fame, 
Oa this ſide ſep'rate from the Cambrian Plain 
By wandring Wye ; whoſe winding Current glides, 
And murm'ring Leaves behind its flowry Sides. 
On that, tis waſk'd by nobler Severs's Streams, 


Whoſe Beauties ſcarce will yield to famous Thames. 


Of yore twas Arden call'd, but that great Name, 
As like her ſelf, diminiſhd into Dear. 

The curſed Weapons of deſtructive War, 

In all their Cruelties have made her ſhare; 

The Iron has its nobleſt Shades deſtroy'd, 

Then to melt Iron is its Wood employ'd ; 

And ſo unhappy tis as it preſents, 

Of its own Death the fatal Inſtruments, 


e The Foreſt of Dum, is 
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With Induſtry its Ruin to improve, 
Bears Minerals below, and Trees above. 
Oh Poverty ! thou Happineſs extreme, 
(When no afflicting Want can intervene ) 
And oh! thou ſubtle Treaſure of the Earth,” 
From whence all Rapes and Miſchiets rake their Birth 
And you, triumphing Woods, fecur'd from Spoil, 
By the fate Bleſſing of your barren Soil. 4 
Here, unconſum'd, how ſmall a part remains 
Of thar rich Store that once adorn'd the Plains; 
Yet that ſmall part that has eſcapd the Ire 
Of lawleſs Steel, and avaritious Fire, 
By many Nymphs and Deities poſſeſt, 
Of all the Britiſh Shades continues {till the beſt, 
Here the long Reverend Di (who had been 
Ot all thoſe ſhady verdant Regions Queen, 
To which by Conqueſt ſhe had forc'd the Sca 
His conſtant tributary Waves to pay } 
Proclaim d a gen ral Council through her Court, 
To which the Sylva Nymphs ſliou'd all reſort. 
All the Wood-Coddeſſes do ſtrait appear, 
Ar leaſt who cou d the Britiſh Climate bear; 
And on a ſoft Aſcent of riſing Ground, 
Their Queen, their charming Dryas, they ſurround, 
Who, all adorn'd, was in the middle plac'd, 
And by a Thouſand awful Beauties grac'd. 
Theſe Goddeſſes alike were dreſs'd in Green, 
The Ornaments and Liv'ies of their Queen, 
Had Travellers at any diſtance. view'd 
The beauteous Order of this ſtately Crowd, 
They wou'd not gueſs they'd been Divinities, 
But Groves all ſacred to the D-ities. 
Such was the Image of this leaty Scene, 
On one fide water d by a cooling Stream, 
. | G g 2 Upon 
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Upon whoſe brink the Poplar took her place, 
The Poplar, whom Alcides once did grace, 
Whoſe double colour'd ſhadow'd Leaves expreſs 
The Labours of our Hero Hercules; 
Whoſe upper ſides are black, the under white, 
To repreſent his Toil and his Delight. 
The Fhaetonian. Ader next took place, 
StifMecnſible of the burnt Youth's Diſgrace 3 
She loves the purling Streams, and often laves _ 
Beneath the Floods, and wantons with the Waves, Þ Ar 
Cloſe by her ſide the penſive Milloms join d, Bu 


Chaſt Siſters all, to Lovers moſt unkind. In 
Oleſicarpians call'd, in Youth ſevere, | If 
Before the Winter-Age had ſnow'd their Hair. T! 


In Rivers take delighr, whole chilling Streams, 
Mixt with the native Coldneſs of their Veins; W 


Like Salamanders, can all Heat remove, W 
And quite extinguiſh the quick Fire of Love. Di 
Firm laſting Bonds they yield to all beſide, _ At 


But take delight the Lovers to divide. 
The Elders next, who, though they Waters love, 
The ſame from human Bodies yet remove, 


And quite diſperſe the humid Moiſture thence, Er 
And parly with the Dropſie in this ſenſe: In 
* Why do you linger here, O Jazie Flood. 

© This Soil belongs to Rivulets of Blood. MW 


„Why do you Men torment, when many a Shade W 
And honeſt Trees and Plants do want your Aid O 
Be gone, from humane Bodies quick be gone, A 
And back into your native Channels run 
By every Pore, by all the ways you can. 5 


Tube 


That is, a Tribe which early drops its Seed; or which is 1 
Eaemy to Venery. 
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The Moiſture frightned, flies at the Command, 
And awful Terror of her powertul Wand. 

The hoſpitable Birch does next appear, 
Joyful and gay in hot or frigid Air; 

Flowing her Hair, her Garments ſoft and white, 
And yet in Cruelty ſhe takes delight; 

No wild Inhabitant o th' Woods can be 

So quick in Wrath, and in Revenge, as ſhe; 
In Houſes great Authority aſſumes, 

And's the ſole Puniſher of petty Crimes: 

But moſt of all her Malice ſhe employs 

In Schools, to terrific and awe young Boys; 

It ſhe chaſtiſe, tis for the Patient's Good 3 
Though oft ſhe bluſhes with her tender Blood. 

Not ſo the generous Maples, they preſent 
Whate'er the City Luxury can invent, 

Who, with induſtrious Management and Pains, 
Divide the Labyrinth of their curious Grains, 
And many neceſſary things produce, 

That ſerve at once for Ornament and Uſe. 

But thou, O * Preleas, to the Swain allows 
Shades to his Cattel, Timber for his Plows. 
Ennobled thou above the leafic Race, 

In that an amorous + God does thee embrace. 

Next thee the , Oxias of her ſelf a Grove, 
Whoſe wide-ſpread Shade the Flocks and Shepherds 
Whether thy Murmurs do to Sleep invite, (love, 
Or thy ſoſt Noiſe inſpire the rural Pipe; 

Alike thou'rt grateful, and canſt always charm, 

In Summer cooling, and in Winter warm. 

[ityrus, of yore, the Nymph with Garlands hung, 

And all his Lovc-lays in her Shadow ſung, | 
Gg 3 When 


Then. + Bacchus, or the Vine. 1 The Beech, 
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When firſt the Infant-World her Reign began, 
Ere Pride and Lux'ry had corrupted Man, 
Before for Gold the Earth they did invade, 
The uſcful Houſhold-· ſtuff of Beech was made; 
No other Plate the humble Side-board dreſt, 
No other Bowls adorn'd the wholſom Feaſt; 
Which no voluptuous Cookery cou'd boaſt, 
The home-bred Kid or Lamb was all the Colt. 
The Mirth, the Innocence, and little Care, 
Surpaſs'd the loaded Boards of high-priz'd Fare. 
— came no Gueſt for Intereſt or Deſign, 
For guilty Love, fine Eating or rich Wine. 


The Beec ber- Bowl without Debauch went round, 


And was wich harmleſs Mirth and Roſes crown d: 


In theſe — the Ancients in their happy State, 
Their Feaſts and Banquets us d to celebrate, 
Fill'd to the Brim with uncorrupted Wine, 
They made Libations to the Powers Divine; 
To keep em ſtill benign, no Sacrifice 

They need perform the angry Gods t' appeaſe. 
They knew no Crimes the Deities t offend, 
But all their Care was ſtill, to keep em kind. 
No Poiſon ever did thoſe Bowls infeſt, 


Securely here the Shepherd quench'd his Thirſt ; 


*T was not that any Virtue in the Wood 
Againſt the baneful Liquor was thought good ; 
But Poverty and Innocence were here, 
The Antidotes againſt all lils and Fear. 


Such was the 46. the Nymph was Melias nam'd, 


For peaceful Ule, and lib'ral Virtues fam d: 
But when Achilles Spear was of her Wood 
Fatally form'd, and drank of Hector's Blood; 


O wreiched Glory! O unhappy Power, (more, 
She loves the Rain, and neighbouring Floods no 
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No more the falling Showers delight her now, 
She only thirſts to drink of bloody Dew. 

* Philyra, not inferiour to her Race, 

For her Bel-taille, good Mien and handſome Grace, 
For pious Uſe, and nobleſt Studies fit, 

Minerva here might exerciſe her Wit, 

And on the laſting Vellum which ſhe brings, 
May in {mall Volumes write Seraphick Things; 
Mongſt all the Nymphs and Hamadryades, 
There none ſo fair, and ſo adorn'd as this. 

All ſoft her Body, innocent and white, 

In her green flowing Hair ſhe takes delight ; 
Proud of her perfum'd Bloſſoms far ſhe ſpreads 
Her lovely, charming, odoriferous Shades. 

Her native Beauties even excelling Art; 

Her Virtues many Medicines ſtil] impart ; 

The Dowry of each Plant in her does reſt, 

And ſhe deſery'dly triumphs o'er the Beſt. 

Next her + Orcimelis and Achras ſtood, 
Whoſe Off- ſpring is a ſharp and rigid Brood; 

A Fruit no Seaſon e er cou'd work upon, 
Not to be mellow'd by th all-ripening Sun. 

Hither the fair amphibious Nymphs reſort, | 

Who both in Woods and Gardens keep their Courr, 
The || Ouas, but of no ignoble Fame, 
Although ſhe bears a bale and ſervile Name; 
Sharp * Oxyacantha, next the Mylberry ſtood, 
The Mulberry dy d in hapleſs Lovers + Blood. 

|| Crantia, a Nymph too lean to be admir d, 
But hard-gain'd * Carja is by all defir'd; 


Ge 4 The 


The Lime-Tree. + Mod pear and Crab. Apple, Ser vice Tres. 
4 Barberry, f Pyramns and Thicke, || Corneliam Berry. * Wal Nuts, 
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The pretty Corylus ſo near and trim, 
And Caſtanis with rough ungrateful Skin. 
Theſe Nymph, of all their Race, live rich and 5 


They taſte taſte the City Golden Luxury, \ 
And Woods their Country Villa's do ſupply. l 
Nor was the Ham- thorn abſent from this Place, p 
All Soils are native to her harden'd Race ; ] 
Though her the Fields and Gardens do reject, 
She with a thorny Hedge does both protect. 
+ Helvetia rough with Cold and Stones firſt bred 
The Nymph, who thence to other Climates fled, | 
Of her a warlike ſturdy Race was born, | 
Whoſe Dreſs, nor Court, nor City can adorn ; | 
But with a faithful Hand they both defend, | 
While they upon no Gariſon depend; | 
No Show, or noiſie Grandeur they affect, 

But to their Truſt they're conſtant and exact: 

Should you behold em rang d in Barttel-array, 


All muſter'd in due Order, you wou'd lay, 
That no Militia were ſo fine and gay. 
Let the Ancienrs raſhly then reproach, 
Who cut from hence the Hymeneal Torch. 
Since they ſuch Safeguards were gainſt Thiefs and 
3 Beats, Fe 
Which with an equal Force their Charge moleſts. 
And twas commanded they ſhould always bear 
Their watchful Twigs before the married Pair. 
With the Helvetian Nymph, a pretty Train, 
All her Companions to the Circle came. 
The fruitful Bullace firſt, whoſe Off- ſpring are, 
Though harſh and ſharp, yet moderately fair. 
The prickly Bramble, neat and lovely Roſe 
So nice and coy, they neyer will diſpoſe 
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Their valu'd Favours, but ſome Wounds they give 

To thoſe who will their guarded Joys receive. 
No leſs a Troop of thoſe gay Nymphs were ſeen, 

Who nobly flouriſh in eternal Green, 

Unſubje& to the Laws o'th' changing Year, 

They want no Aids of kindly Beams or Air. 


But happy in their own peculiar Spring, 


While the Pole weeps in Showers, they laugh and ſing. 
The generous * Pyxias, who a Conqueſt gains, 
Oer armed Winter with her Hoſts of Rains, 

All Ages ſhe ſubdues : devouring Time 

In vain endeavours to deſtroy her Prime; 

Still in her Youth and Beauty ſhe ſurvives, 
When all the Spring is dead, ſhe ſmiles and lives: 
Yer though ſhe's obſtinafe ro Timo and Storms, 
She's kindly pliable to all curious Forms; 

To artful Maſters ſhe Obedience lends, 

And to th' ingenious Hand, with caſe, ſhe bends, 
Into a thouſagd True-love's Knots ſhe twines, 
And with a verdant Wall the Flowers confines, 
Still looking up with gay and yourhful Love 
To the triumphing Flow rs that reign above. 
Or, if you pleaſe, ſhe will advance on high, 
And with the lofty Trees her Stature vie; 

And chearfully will any Figure rake, 

Whether Man, Lion, or a Bird you make; 

Or on her Trunk like a green Parrot ſhow, 

Or ſometimes like a Hercules ſhe grow: 

And hence, Praxiteles fair Statues forms, 

When with green Gods the Gardens he adorng. 
Nor yet, being dead, does of leſs uſe appear 
To the induſtrious Artificer: 


From 
The Box Tree. 
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From her, the nobleſt Figures do ariſe, 

And almoſt are Immortal Deiries ; 

Of her. the Berecynthian Pipe is made, 

That charms its native Mountain and its Shade, 
That in ſuch tuneful Harmonies expreſs 

The Praiſes of their Goddeſs Cybeles. 

With this the lovely || Females dreſs their Hair, a 


That not leaſt powerful Beauty of the Fair, 

Their nobleſt Ornament and th' Lover's Snare. 

This into Form the beauteous Nets ſtill lay 

Thar the poor heedleſs Gazer does betray. 

* Azrias is content with eaſier Spoils, 

Only for filly Birds ſhe pitches Toils. 

The wanton Bird ſhe ſtops upon the Wing, 

And can forbid the inſolence of Men; 

With a Defence the Garden ſhe ſupplies, 

And does perpetually delight the Eyes : 

Her ſhining Leaves a lovely Green produce, 

And (ſerve at once for Ornament and Ule. 

Deform'd December by her Poſie-boughs 

All deck d and dreſt like joyful April Shows 

Cold Winter days the both adorns and chears. 

While ſhe her conſtant ſpringing Livery wears. 
+ Camaris, who in Winter give their Birth, 

Not humbly creeping on the ſervile Earth, 

Bur rear aloft their nobler fruitful Heads, 

Whole Sylvan Food unhappy Janus feeds. 

His hungry Appetite he here deſtroys 

And both his ravenous Mouths at once deſtroys. 
[! Phiillyrea, here and Pyracantha riſe, 


Whole Beauty only gratifies the Eyes os 


1 cbanbs made of its Wood. 
* The Holly. Hereof Bird-Lime is made. 1 $:rawberry Tree, 
{| Ever-green Pri vet, and prickly Ceral-Tree, 
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Of Gods and Men, no Banquets they afford 
Bur to the welcome, though unbidden Bird, 
Here gratefully in Winter they repay 
For all the Summer - Songs that made their Groves 
ſo gay. 
Next came the melancholy Tem, who mourns 


With ſilent Languor at the Warr) er's Urns, 


See, where ſhe comes, all in black Shadow veil'd, 

Ah, too unhappy Nymph, on every Side aſſaild 

Whom the Greek Poets and Hiſtorians blame, 

( Deceiv'd by eaſie Fairh and common Fame) 

Thee, as a guilty Poiſoner they preſent; 

Oh falſe Alperſers of the Innocent 

If Poets may find Credit when they ſpeak, 

(At leaſt all thoſe who are not of the Greet) 

No baneful Poiſon, no malignant Dew 

Lurks in, or hangs about the harmleſs Jem, 

No ſecret Miſchief dares the Nymph invade, 

And thoſe are ſafe that ſleep beneath her Shade. 
Nor thou Arceuthis, art an Enemy 

To the ſoft Notes of charming Harmony. 

Falſly the chief of Poets would perſuade, 

That Evil's lodg'd in thy Eternal Shade, 


Thy Aromatick Shade, whoſe verdant Arms 


Ev'n thy own uſeful Fruits ſecures from Harms; 

Many falſe Crimes to thee they attribute, 

Woud no falſe Virtues too, they wou'd to thee impute. 
But thou + Sabina, my impartial Muſe 

Cannot with any Honeſty excuſe, 

By thee, the firſt new Sparks of Life, not yet 

Struck up to ſhining Flame, to mature Heat, 

Sprinkled by thy moiſt Poiſon fade and die, 

Fatal Sabina, Nymph of Infamy. 
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For this the Cypreſs thee Companion calls, 
Who piouſly attends at Funerals: 
Bur thou more barbarous, doſt thy Pow'r employ, 
And even the unborn Innocent deſtroy. 
Like Fate deſtructive thou, without remorle, 
While ſhe the Death of even the Ag'd deplores. 
Such Cypariſſas was, that baſhful Boy, 
Who was belov'd by the bright God of Day ; 
Of ſuch a tender Mind, fo {oft a Breaſt, 
With ſo compaſſionate a Grief oppreſt, 
For wounding his lov'd Dear, that down he lay 
And wept, and pin d his ſighing Soul away. 
Apollo pitying it, renew'd his Fate 
And to the Cypreſs did the Boy tranſlate, 
And gave his hapleſs Life a longer Date. 
Then thus decreed the God — and thou, oh Tree! 
Chief Mourner at all Funerals ſhalt be. 
And ſince fo ſmall a Cauſe ſuch Grief cou'd give, 
Bet ſtill thy Talent ( pitying Youth) to grieve. 
Sacred be thou in Plato's dark Abodes, 
For ever ſacred to th Infernal Gods 
This ſaid, well skill d in Truth he did bequeath 
Eternal Life to the dire Tree of Death, 
A Subſtance that no Worm can c'er ſubdue 
Whoſe never-dying Leaves each Day renew, 
Whoſe Figures like aſpiring Flames ſtill riſe, 
And with a noble Pride ſalute the Skies 
Next the fair Nymph that Phzbus does adore, | 
Bur yet as nice and cold as heretofore: 
She hates all Fires, and with Averſion ſtill 
She chides and crackles, if the Flame ſhe feel. 
Yer though ſhe's Chaſt, the burning God no leſs 
Adores, and makes his Love his Propheteſs. 
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And even the Murmurs of her Scorn do now 
For joyful Sounds and happy Omens go. 
Nor does the Humble, though the ſacred Tree 
Fear Wounds from any Earthly Enemy; 
For ſhe beholds when loudeſt Storms abound, 
The flying Thunder of the Gods around, 
Let all the flaming Heav'ns threat as they Will 
Unmov'd th' undaunted Nymph out- braves it ſtill. 
Oh thoul— . 
Of all the woody Nations happieſt made 
Thou greateſt Princeſs of the fragrant Shade; 
But ſhou'd the Goddeſs Dryas not allow 
Thar Royal Title to thy Virtue due, 
At leaſt her Juſtice muſt this Truth confeſs, 
If not a Princeſs, thou'rt a Propheteſs. 
And all the Glories of immortal Fame 
Which conquering Monarchs ſo much ſtrive to gain, 
Is but at beſt from thy triumphing Boughs, 
To reach a Garland to adorn their Brows, 
And after Monarchs, Poets claim a Share 
As the next Worthy thy priz'd Wreaths to wear. 
Among that number, do not me diſdain, 
Me, the moſt humble of that glorious Train. 
* I, by a double Right, thy Bounties claim, 
Both from my Sex, and in Apollos Name: 
Loet me with Sappho and OMnaa be, 
Oh ever ſacred Nymph, adorn'd by thee ; 
And give my Verſes Immortality. 
The tall Elate next, and Peuce ſtood 
The ſtatelieſt Siſter-Nymphs of all the Wood. 
The flying Winds ſport with their flowing Hair, 
While to the dewy Clouds their lofty Heads they rear. 


2 The Tranſlatreſs ia her own Perſon ſi eaka. 
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As mighty Hills above the Valleys ſhow, 
And look with Scorn on the Deſcent below, 8 
So do theſe view the Mountains where they grow 
So much above their humbler Tops they riſe, 
So ſtood the Giants that beſiep'd the Skies, 
The Terror of the Gods! they having thrown 
Huge Of[a on the Leafy Pelion, ES 
The Firr, with the proud Pine, thus threatning ſtands 
Lifting to Heav'n two hundred warring Hands, 
In this vaſt Proſpect they with caſe ſurvey 
The various-figur'd Land and boundleſs Sea, 
With joy behold the Ships their Timber builds, 
How they've with Cities ſtor'd once ſpacious Fields. 
This Grove of Engliſh Nymphs, this noble Train 
In a large Circle compaſs in their Queen, | 
The Scepter-bearing Drag — 
Her Throne a riſing Hillock, where ſhe ſate 
With all the Charms of Majeſty and State, 
With awful Grace the Numbers ſhe ſurvey'd, 
Dealing around the Fayours of her Shade. 
If I the Voice of the loud Winds cou'd take 
Which the re-echoing Oaks do agitate, 
"T wou'd not ſuffice to celebrate thy Name, 
Oh, ſacred Dryas, of Immortal Fame. 
If we a Faith can give Antiquity 
That ſings of many Miracles, from thee - 
In the World's Infant-Age Mankind broke forth, 
From thee the noble Race receiv'd their Birth; 
Thou then in a green tender Bark waſt clad, 
But in Deacalions Age a rougher Covert had, 
More hard and warm, with cruſted White all o'er, 
As noble Authors ſung in times of yore ; 
Approvd by ſome, condemn'd and argu'd down 
By the vain Troop of en and the Gown, . 
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The ſcoffing Academy, and the School 

Of Pyrrho; who Traditions over- rule: 

But let em doubt, yet they muſt grant this Truth, 
Thoſe Brawny Men that then the Earth brought forth, 
Did on thy Acorns feed, and feaſt and thrive 

And with this wholſome Nouriſhment ſurvive. 

In Health and Strength an equal Age with thee 
Secur'd from all the Banes of Luxury. 

Oh, happy Age! Oh Nymph, divinely Good! 
That mak ſt thy Shade Man'sHoule, thy Fruit his Food. 
When only Apples of the Wood did paſs 

For noble Banquets ſpread on Beds of Graſs. 

Tables not yet by any Art debauch'd, 

And Fruit that ne er the Grudger s Hand reproach'd. 
Thy Bounties Ceres were of Little uſe, 

And thy ſweet Food ill Manners did produce: 
Unluckily they did thy Virtues find | 

With that of the Wild-Boar and hunted Hind ; 

With all wild Beaſts on which their Luxury prey'd, 
While new Deſires their Appetites invade. 


The Natures they partake of what they eat, 


And ſalvage they become as was their Meat. 

Hence the Republick of the World did ceaſe: 
Hence they might date the Forfeit of their Peace. 
The common Good was now peculiar made, 
A generous lut'reſt now became a Trade, 8 
And Men began their Neighbour's Rights t' invade. 
For now they meaſur d out their common Ground, 
And Outrages commit t' inlarge their Bound: 
Their own ſeem d deſpicable, poor and ſmall; 
Each wants more Room and wou'd be Lord of all. 
The Plow- man with Diſdain his Field ſurveys, | 
Forſakes the Land, and plows the faichleſs Seas 


* 
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The Fool in theſe deep Furrows ſeeks his Gain, 
Deſpiſing Dangers, and induring Pain. 
The ſacred Oak her peaceful Manſion leaves 


Tranſplanted to the Mountains of the Waves If 
Oh Dryas, Patron to th induſtrious Kind, ( 

If Man were wiſe and wou d his Safety find; U 

What perfect Bliſs thy happy Shade wou d give? 

And Houſes that their Maſters wou'd out · live. 0 

All Neceſſaries thou afford'ſt alone 7 

For harmleſs Innocence to live upon, T 


Strong Y okes for Oxen, Handles for the Plow, 
What Husbandry requires, thou doſt allow ; 
But if the Madneſs of deſiring Gain, 
Or wild Ambition agitate the Brain, 
Straight to a wandering Ship they Thee transfer, 
And none more fitly ſerves the Mariner. 
Thou cut ſt the Air, doſt on the Waves rebound 
Wild Death and Fury raging all around ; 
Diſdaining to behold the manag'd Wood, 
Out- brave the Storms and baffle the rude Flood. 
To Swine, O richeſt Oak, thy Acorns leave, 

And ſearch for Man whate er the Earth can give, 
All that the ſpacious Univerſe brings forth, 
What Land and Sea conceals of any Worth, | 
Bring Aromaticks from the diſtant Eaſt, » 
And. Gold ſo dangerous from the rifl'd Weſt, 8 
- Whatc'er the boundleſs Appetite can Feaſt. ä 

With thee, the utmoſt Bounds of Earth w' invade, 
By thee, the unlock d Orb is common made. nl 
By thee BY 4 65 
The great Republique of the World revives, 
And o'er the Earth luxurious Traffick rhrives ; 
If Argos Ship were valued at that Rate 
Which ancient Poets ſo much celebrate, 
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From Neighbouring Colchos only bringing home 
The Golden-Fleece from Seas whoſe Tracts were 
known: 
If of the Dangers they ſo much have ſpoke 
(More worthy Smiles) of the Cyanean Rock, 
What Oceans then of Fame ſhall thee ſuffice ? 


What Waves of Eloquence can fing thy Praiſe ? 
O ſacred Oak, that great Columbus bore, 


10! thou bearer of a happier Ore, £ 

Than celebrated Argo did before. LE | 

And Drake's brave Oak that paſs'd to Worlds uns 
known, 


Whoſe Toils, O Phæbus, were ſo like thy own; 

Who round the Earth's vaſt Globe triumphant rode, 

Deſerves the Celebrarion of a God. 

O let the Pegaſean Ship no more | 

Be worſhipp'd on the too unwotthy Shore. 

After her watry Life, let her become 

A fixt Star ſhining equal with the Ram. 

Long ſince the Duty of a Star ſas done, 

And round the Earth with guiding Light has ſhone: 
Oh, how has Nature bleſt the Briri/>Land, 

Who both the valued Indies can command 

What tho' thy Banks the Cedars do not grace 

Thoſe lofty Beauties of fam d Libanus: 

The Pine, ot Palm of /damean Plains; 

Arabs rich Wood or its ſweet ſmelling Greens; 

Or lovely Plantan, whole large leafy Boughs 

A pleaſant and a noble Shade allows. 

She has thy warlike Groves and Mountains bleſt 

With flurdy Oaks, o'er all the World the beſt; 

And for the happy Iſland's ſure Defence, 

Has wall'd it with a Mote of Seas immenſe ; - 
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While to declare her Safety and thy Pride, 
With Oaken Ships that Sea is ſortify d. 
Nor was that Adoration vainly made, 
Which to the Oak the antient Druids paid, 
Who reaſonably beliey'd a God within, 
Where ſuch vaſt Wonders were produc'd and ſeen: 
Nor was it the dull Picty alone, 
And Superſtition of our Albion, 
Nor Ignorance of the future Age, that paid 
Honours Divine to thy ſurprizing Shade. 
But they fore · ſaw the Empire of the Sea, 


Great Charles ſhould hold from the Triumphant Thee: 


No Wonder then that Age ſhould thee adore, 
Who gav'ſt our ſacred Oracles heretofore ; 
The hidden Pleaſure of the Gods was then 
In a hoarle Voice deliver'd out to Men. 

So Vapor sfrom Cyrrhean Caverns broke, 
Inſpir'd Apollo's Prieſteſs when ſhe ſpoke. 

Whilſt raviſh'd the fair Enthuſiaſtick ſtood, 
Upon her Tripos, raging with the God. 

So Prieſt inſpit'd with ſacred Fury ſhook, 

When the Winds ruffl'd the Dodonean Oak, 

And toſt their Branches, till a dreadful Sound 
Of awful Horror they proclaim around, 

Like frantick Bacchanals ; and while they move 
Poſſeſs with Trembling all the ſacred Grove. 
Their rifl'd Leaves the Tempeſt bore away, 

And their torn Boughs ſcatter'd on all Sides lay. 
The tortur'd Thicket knew not that there came 
A God triumphant in the Hurricane, 

Till the wing'd Wind with an amazing Cry, 
Deliver d down the preſſing Deity. 


Whole thundering Voice, ſtrange Secrets did unfold, 


And wond'rous Things of Worlds to come, he told. 
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But Truths ſo veil'd in obſcure Eloquence, 
They 'muze the adoring Crowd with double Senſe. 
But by divine Decree the Oak no more, 
Declares Security as heretofore, 
With Words, or Voice, yet to the liſtning Wood, 
Her differing Murmurs {till are underſtood : 
For ſacred Divinations while the Sound, 
Informs, all but Humanity, around: 
Nor e' er did Dryas murmur awful Truth 
More clear and plain, from the prophetic Mouth, 
Than when ſhe {poke to the Chaonian Wood, 
While all the Groves with eager Silence ſtood. 
And with erected Leaves themſelves diſpoſe, 
To liſten to the Language of her Boughs. 
You ſee (O my Companions) that the Gods 
Threaten a dire Deſtruction to the Woods, 
And to all human Kind — the black Portents 
Are ſeen, of many ſiniſter Events; 
But leſt their quick Approach too much ſhould preſs, 
O my aſtoniſh'd Nymphs) your Tenderneſs, 
he Gods command me to foretel your Doom, 
ind prepoſſeſs ye with the Fate to come. 
Vith heedful Reverence then their Will obſerve, 
ind in your Barks deep Chinks my Words preſerve : 
Believe me, Nymphs, nor is your Faith in vain, 
his Oaken Trunk in which conceal'd | am 5 
rom a long honour'd ancient Lineage came, i 
Who in the fam'd Dodonean Grove firſt ſpoke, 
Vhen with aſtoniſh'd Awe the ſacred Valley ſhook. 
' Know then that Brutus by unlucky Fate 
* Murd'ring his Sire, bore an immortal Hate 
To his own Kingdom, who's ungrateful Shore 
' He leaves with Vows ne'cr to reviſit more. 
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* Then to Epirus a ſad Exile came, 10 


* ( Unhappy Son, who haſt a Father ſlain, 
8 But. happy Father of the Britiſh Name. ) 


There by victorious Arms he did reſtore 60 
FThoſe Scepters once the Race of Priam bore. 40 
© In their paternal Thrones his Kindred plac d, 60 
And by that Piety his fatal Crime detac' d. | cc 

There Japiter diſdain'd not to relate 6s 
** Thorough an Oaken Mouth his future Fate. 66 
Who for his Grandſir's, great Æncas, lake cc 
** Upon the Royal Youth will pity take: 10 
** Whoſe Toils to his jhall this Reſemblance bear c« 
A long and tedious Wandring to endure. cc 
** 'Tis ſaid the Deity-retaining Oak . cc 
** Burſting her Bark, thus to the Hero ſpoke, 6 
** Whole Voice the Nymphs ſurpriz d with awful] 
* Who in Chaonian Groves inhabited. (Dread 
** Oh, noble Trojan, of great Sylvia's Blood, 0 


Haſte from the Covert of this threatning Wood. 1 
A Manſion here the Fates will not permit, 
Vaſt Toils and Dangers thou'rt to conquer yet, 
Eer for a murder d Father thou canſt be 
Ablolv d, tho' innocently ſlain by thee, ' 
But much muſt bear by Land, and much by Sea. 
Then arm thy folid Mind, thy Virtues raiſe, 
And thro' thy rough Adventures cut new Ways, ( 
Whole End ſhall crown thee with immortal Bays. 
Tho' Hercules ſo great a Fame atchicv'd, 
His Conquelts, but to th Weſtern Cates arriv'd : 
There finiſh'd all his Glories and his Toils, 
He wiſh'd no more, nor ſought more diſtant Spoil 
But the great Labors which thou haſt begun 
'* Muſt, fearlels of the Occans Threats, go on. 
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And this remember, at thy lanching forth, 
8 Jo ſet thy full ſpread Sails againſt the North. 
In Charles s Wain thy Fates are born above 5 
&« Bright Stars deſcended from thy Grandſire Jo 
* Of Motion certain, tho they ſlowly move. 
© The Bear too ſhall aſſiſt thee in thy Courſe 
With all her Conſtellations glittering Force. 
And as thou goeſt, thy Right-hand ſhall deſtroy 
* Twice fix Gom ritiſh Tyrants in thy way. 
* Tho' exil d from the World, diſdain all Fear, 
The Gods another World for thee prepare, 
Which in the Boſom of the Deep conceal'd 
*« From Ages paſt, ſhall be to thee reveal d. 
% Reſerv d, O Brutus, to renown thy Fame, 
And ſhall be bleſs'd ſtill with thy Race and Name. 
ful“ All that the Air ſurrounds, the Fates decree 
ad © To Brutus and Æneas Progeny, | ; 
% ZEneas all the Land, and Brutus all the Sea. 
This ſaid the God, from the prophetick Oak, 
Who ſtretching out her Branches, farther ſpoke: 
[© Herefill thy Hands with Acorns from my Tree, 8 
Which in thy tedious Toils of uſe ſhall be, 
“And Witneſſes of alb l promiſe thee. l 
« And when thy painful Wandring ſhall be o'er, 
And thou arriv'd on happy Britain's Shore, 
Then in her fruitful Soil theſe Acorns ſow, 
Which to vaſt Woods of mighty Uſe ſhall grow. 
Not their Chaonian Mother's ſacred Name 
* Shall o'er the World be ſung with greater Fame. 
Then holy Druids thou ſhalt conſecrate, 
My Honor and my Rites to celebrate. 
Teutates in the ſacred Oak ſhall grow, 
' Togive bleſs d Omens to the Miſſeltoe. 
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Thus ſp * the "Pi with reverend — believ d, 
And in no one Prediction was deceiv'd. 
My Lineage from Chaonian Acorns came, ? 


two Deſcents from that firſt Parent am; 

And now oraculous Truths to you proclaim. 
My Grandam Oak her blooming Beauties wore, 
When firſt the Daniſh Fleet ſurpriz d our Shore: 
When lor and Tuiſco and the Saxon Gods 

Were angry with their once belov'd Abodes, 
Her Age two hundred Years ; a {mall Account 
To what our long-lived Numbers do amount, 


ri 2.522181 


Such Prodigies then ſhe ſaw, as we behold ; T 
And ſuch our Ruins, as their Signs foretold. W 
Now from the Caledonian Mountains came S\ 
Neu- rilen Clouds that cover d all the Plain, W 
The quiet Tweed regards her Bounds no more, W 
But driv'n by Popular Winds uſurps the Shore; A 
In her wild Courſe a horrid Murmur yields, T 


And frightens with her Sound the Exgliſb Fields. 
Nor did they hear in vain, or vainly fear 

Thole raging Prologues to approaching War. 

But Silver Showers did ſoon the Foe ſubdue, 
Weapons the Noble Engliſh never knew. 

The People, who for Peace ſo laviſh were, 

Did aiter bay the Merchandiſe more dear. 

Curſt Civil-War even Peace berray'd to Guilt, 
And made her Bluſh with the firſt Blood was ſpilt. 
O crucl Omens of thoſe future Woes, 

Which now ſate brooding in the Senate-Houſe 
That Den of Miſchief, where obſcur'd ſhe lies, 
And hides her purple Face from human Eyes, 
The working Furies there, lay unreveal'd 
Beneath the Privilege of the Houſe conceal'd. 
There, by the Malice of the Great and Proud, 
And unjuſt Clamors ofthe frantick Crowd, The 
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The Great, the Learned Straffard met his Fate; 
O Sacred Innocence! what can expiate 
For guiltleſs Blood, but Blood? and much muſt flow 
Both from the Guilty and the Faultleſs too. 
O Worceſter, condemn d by Fate to be 
The Mournful Witneſs of our Miſery, 
And to bewail our firſt Inteſtine Wars 
By thy ſoft Severus Murmurs, and her Tears; 
Wars that more formidable did appear 
Even at their End, than their Beginnings were. 
Me to Xintonian Hills ſome God convey, 
That I the horrid Valley may ſurvey ; 
Which like a River ſcem'd of human Blood, 
Swell'd with the numerous Bodies of the Dead. 
What Slaughters makes fierce Rupert round the Field, 
Whoſe Conqueſts Pious Charles with Sighs beheld? 
And had nor Fate the Courſe of Things forbad, 
This Day an End of all our Woes had made. 
But our Succeſs the angry Gods controul, 

And ſtopt our Race of Glory near the Goal. 
Where e er the Briti/h Empire did extend, 
The Tyrant War with Barbarous Rigor reignd, 
From the remoteſt Parts it rifled Peace 
From the Belerian Horn ey'n to the Orcades. 
The Fields oppreſt; no joyful Harvelts bear, 
ar ruin'd all the Product of the Year. 
nhappy Albion] by what Fury ſtung ? 
Vhat Serpent of Eumenides has flung 
His Poiſon thro' thy Veins? thou bleed 'ſt all o'er, 
\rt all one Wound, one univerſal Gore, 

nhappy Newberry, | thy fatal Field, 


Covered with mighty Slaughters, thrice beheld.) 
-- oF In 


* Reinton-Fields, Edge- Hill. 
t S. Burien, the uttermoſt Point of Cornwal. 
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In Horrors you Philippi's Fields out- vid 
Which twice the Civil Gore of Romans did. 
Long mutual Loſs, and the alternate Weight 
Of equal Slaughters, pois d each others Fate. 
Uncertain Ruin waver d to and fro, 
And knew not where to fix the deadly Blow | 
At laſt in Northern Fields like Lightning broke? 
And Naſely doubl'd every fatal Stroke. 
But, O, ye Gods, permit me not to tell 
The Woes, that after this, the Land befel: 
O, keep em to your ſelves, leſt they ſhou'd make 
Humanity your Rites, and Shrines forſake: 
To future Ages let em not be known, 
For wretched Englands Credit, and your own. 
And take froni me, ye Gods, Futurity, 
And let my Oracles all ſilent lie, 
Rather than by my Voice they ſhou'd declare 
0 The dire Events of Englands Civil War. 
And yet my Sight a confus'd Proſpect fills, 
A Chaos all deform'd, a Heap of Ills; 
Such as no mortal Eyes cou'd e er behold, 
Such as no human Language can unfold. 
But now 
The Conquering evil Genius of the Wars, 
The impious Victor all before him bears? 
And O,— behold the Sacred Vanquilh'd flies, 
And tho' in a Plebeian s mean Dilguiſe, 
I know his God - like Face; the Monarch ſure 
Did neꝰer diſſemble till this fatal Hour. 
But, O, he flies, diſtreſt, forlorn he flies, 
And ſeeks his Safety mong his Enemies. 
His Kingdoms all he finds hoſtile to be, 


No place to ti yanquiſh'd proves a Sanciu iy 
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O, ſhameful Purchale of ſo glorious Prey. 
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Thus Royal Charles 

From his own People cou'd no Safety gain, 
Alas, the King! (their Gueſt) implores in vain. 
The Pilot thus the burning Veſſel leaves, 

And truſts what moſt he fears, the threatning Waves. 
But, O, the cruel Flood with rude Diſdain 


Throws him all ſtruggling to the Flames again: 
So did the Scots, alas, what ſhou'd they do, 


That Prize of War ( the Soldiers Intereſt now ) 
By Prayers and Threatnings back they ſtrive to 1 


But the wiſe Scot will yield to no ſuch thing; 
And England to retrieve him, buys her King. 

O, ſhame to future Worlds! who did command, 
As powerful Lord of all the Sea and Land, 

Is now a Captive-Slaye expos'd to Sale ; 

And Villany o'er Virtue muſt prevail. 

The Seryant his bought Maſter bears away, 


But yet, O Scotland, far be it from me, 
To charge thee wholly with this Infamy ; 
Thy Nations Virtues ſhall reverſe that Fate, 
And for the Criminal Few ſhall expiate: 

Yet for theſe Few the Innocent Reſt muſt feel, 
The dire Effects of the avenging Steel. 

Burt now, by Laws to God and Man unknown, 
Their Sovereign, Gods anointed, they dethrone, 
Who to the Iſle of Wight is Priſoner ſent : 

What Tongue, what cruel Hearts do not lament? 
That thee, O Scotland, with juſt Anger moves, 
And Aent who valued Liberty ſo loves; 

And thee, O Wales, of ſtill as noble Fame, 

As were the ancient Britains whence ye came. 

But why ſhould I diſtinctly here relate 
All I behold, the many Battels fought 


Under 
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Under the Conduct ſtill of angry Star:; 
Their new-made Wounds and old ones turn'd to Scars; 
The Blood that did the trembling Ribla dy, 
Stopping its frighted Stream that ſtrove to fly. 
Or thou, O Medway, ſwell'd with Slaughters, born 
Above the flowry Banks that did thee once adorn. 
Or why, O Colcheſter, ſhou'd I rehearſe 
Thy brave united Courage and thy Force 
Or Deaths of thoſe illuſtrious Men relate, 
Who did, with thee, deſerve a kinder Fate. 
Oc why the miſcrable Murders tell 
Of Captives, who, by cooler Malice, fell. 
Nor to your Gricts will the Addition bring, 
The fad Idea's of a martyr'd King; 
A King, who all the Wounds of Fortune bore, 
Nor will his mournful Funerals deplore, 
Leſt that Celeſtial Piety (of Fame 
O'er all the World) ſhould my fad Accents blame. 
Since Death he ſtill eſteem'd, howe'er 'twas given, 
The greateſt Good, and nobleſt Gift of Heaven. 
Bur I deplore Man's wretched Wickedneſs, 
(O horrid to be heard, or to expreſs.) 
Whom even Hell can ne'er enough torment 
With her eternal Pains and Puniſhment. 

Bur oh! what do I ſee? alas they bring 
Their ſacred Maſter forth, their God-like King, 
There on a Scaffold rais'd in ſolemn State, 
And plac'd before the Royal Palace-Gate, 
*Midſt of his Empire the black Deed was done, 
While Day, and all the World were looking on. 
By common Hangman's Hands Here ſtopt the Oak, 
When from the bottom of irs Root there broke 
A Thouſand Sighs, which to the Sky ſhe litrs, 
Burſting her ſolid Bark into a Thouſand Clefts. 1 
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Each Branch her tributary Sorrow gives, 

And Tears run trickling from her mournſul Leaves; 
Such Numbers after rainy Nights they ſhed, 

When ſhowering Clouds that did ſurround her Head, 
Are by the riſing Goddeſs of the Morn 

Blown off, and fly before th' approaching Sun. 

At which the Troop of the green Nymphs around 
Ecchoing her Sighs, in wailing Accents groan d, 
Whoſe piercing Sounds from far were underſtood, 
And the loud Tempeſt ſhook the wondering Wood : 
And then a diſmal Silence did ſucceed, 

As in the gloomy Manſions of the Dead. 

But after a long awful Interval, 

Dryas aſſum d her ſad prophetic Tale. 

Now Britany o erwhelm'd with many a Wound, 
Her Head lopt off, in her own Blood lies drown'd : 
A horrid Carcaſe, without Mind or Soul, 

A Trunk not to be known, deform'd and foul, 
And now who wou d not hope there ſhou'd ha' been; 
Aiter ſo, much of Death, a quiet Scene? 

Oc rather, with their Monarch's Funeral, 

Eternal Sleep ſhou'd not have ſeiz'd em all. 

But nothing leſs 3 for in the room of One, 

Who govern'd juſtly on his peaceful Throne, 

A Thouſand Heads ſprang up, deform'd and baſe, 
With a tumultuous and ignoble Race; 

The vile, the vulgar Off-ſpring of the Earth, 
Inſects ot poiſonous kinds, of monſtrous Birth 
And ravenous Serpents now the Land infeſt; 

And Crommwel, viler yet than all the reſt. 

That Serpent even upon the Marrow preys, 
Devouring Kingdoms with inſatiate Jaws. 

Now Right and Wrong (mere Words) confounded lie; 
Rage ſets no Bounds to her Impiety; | F 
| | 41 hg : a 
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:And having once trauſgreſt the Rules of Shame, 11 
Honour or Juſtice counts an empty Name. | 
| 


En cvery Street, as Paſtime for the Crowd, 
rected Scaffolds reek d with noble Blood. 
Priſons were now th Apartments of the Brave, 
"Whom Tyranny commits, and only Deaths retrieves 
Whoſe Paths were crowded ere the Morning-dawn, 
Some to the Dungeons, ſome to Gibbers drawn. 
But tit d- out Cruelty pauſes for a while, 
To take new Breath am̃idſt her barbarous Toil. 
So does not Ayarice, ſhe unwearicd (till, 
Ne er ſtops her greedy Hand from doing ill; 
The Warriour may a while his Spear forſake, 
But Sequeſtrators will no Reſpit take. 
What a long Race of Kings laid up with Care, 
The Giſts of happy Peace, and Spoils of War; 
Whatever liberal Piety did preſent. | 
Or the Religion (all magnificent) 
our Forc-fathers, to the Church had given, 
nd conſecrated to the Pow'rs of Heav'n, 
Altars, or whatſocer cou'd guilty be 
Of tempting Wealth, or fatal Loyalty, 
Was not enough to fatisfie the Rage 
Of a few Earth begotten Tyrants of the Age. 
The impious Rout thought it a trivial thing 
To rob the Houſes of their God and King, 
Their Sacrilege admitting of no Bound, 
Rejoyc'd ro ſee em level'd with the Ground; 
As if che Nation ( wicked and unjuſt) 
Had even in Ruin found a certain Luit. 
On every ſide the lab'ring Hammers found, , 
And Strokes from mighty Hatcheis do rebound : 
On every ſide the groaning Earth ſuſtains (Beams. 
The ponderous Weight of Scones and wonderaus. 
| Fiercely 
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Fiercely they ply their Work, with ſuch a Noiſe, 
As if ſome mighty Structure they wou'd raiſe 
For the proud Tyrant ; no, this clamorous Din 
Is not for building but demoliſhing. | 
hen (my Companions) theſe fad things you ſee, 
And each beholds the dead Beams of her Parent-Tree, 
Long ſince repos'd in Palaces of Kings, 
Torn down by furious Hands, as uſcleſs rhings ; 
Then know your Fate is come; thoſe Hands that cou d 
From Houſes tear dead Beams, and long-hewn Wood, 
Thoſe cruel Hands by unreſiſted Force, 

Will for your living Trunks find no Remorſe. 
Religion, which was great of old, commands, 
No Woods ſhou'd be prophan'd by impious Hands, 
Thoſe noble Seminaries for the Fleet, 
Plantations that make Towns and Cities great: 
Thoſe Hopes of War, and Ornaments of Peace, 

Shou'd live ſecute from any Outrapes, 

Which now the barbarous Conqueror will invade, 
Tear up your Roots, and rifle all your Shade, 
For Gain they'll ſell you to the covetous Buyer, 
A Sacrifice to every common Fire, 

They'll ſpare no Race of Trees of any Age, 

Bur murder Infant-Branches in their Rage: 

Elms, Beeches, tender Aſhes, fhall be fell'd, 

And even the grey and reverend Bark muſt yield? 
The ſoft, the murmuring Troop ſhall be no more, 
No more with Muſick charm, as heretofore 3 
No more each little Bird ſhall build her Houſe, ' 
And ſing in her Hereditary Boughs, 

But only Philomel ſhall celebrate 

In mournful Notes a new unhappy Fate: 

The baniſh'd Hamadryads muſt be gone, | 
And take their Flight with ſad, but ſilent Moan 4 
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For a Celeſtial Being ne er complains, 
Whatever be her Grief, in noiſie Strains. 
The Wood-Gods fly, and whither Mall they go, C 


Not all the Britiſh Orb can ſcarce allow, 
A Trunk ſecure for them to rt in now. 

But yet theſe wild Saturnals ſhall not laſt, 
Oppreſſing Vengeance follows on too faſt ; 
She ſhakes her brandiſh»-4 Steel, and ſtill denies 
Length to immoderate Rage and Cruelties. 
Do not deſpond, my Nymphs ; that wicked Birth 
Th' avenging Powers will chaſe from off the Earth; 
Let em hew down the Wood, deſtroy and burn, 
And all the lofry Groves to Aſhes turn ; 
Yer ſtill there will not want a Tree to yield 


Timber enough old Tiburn to rebuild, 


Where they may hang at laſt; and this kind one 
Shall then revenge the Woods of all their Wrong. 
In the mean time ( for Fate not always ſhows 
A ſwift Compliance to our Wiſh and Vows) 
The Off-ſpring of great Charles forlorn and poor, 
And exil'd trom their cruel native Shore, 
Wander in forcin Kingdoms, where in vain 

They ſeek thoſe Aids, alas, they cannot gain; 
For ſtill their preſſing Fate purſues em Hard, 
And ſcarce a place of Refuge will afford. 

O pious Son of ſuch a holy Sire! 

Who can enough thy Fortitude admire 2 


Yer unconcern'd thy Fate thou didſt ſurvey, 

And her Fatigues ſtill underwent with Joy. 

O Royal Youth, purſue thy juſt Diſdain, 

Let Fortune and her Furies trown in vain, 

Till, cir'd with her Injuſtice, ſhe give out, 

And leaves her giddy Wheel for thee to turn abour, 
5 Then 


How often toſt by Storms of Land and Sea, 8 
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Then that preat Scepter which no human Hand 
From the tenacious Tyrant can command, 
Scorning the bold Uſurper to adorn, 

Shall, ripe and falling, to thy Hand be born. 

But O, he rowzes now before his time 

Illuſtrious Youth, whoſe Bravery is a Crime, 
Alas, what wilt thou do? Ah, why ſo taſt 2 
The Dice of Fate, alas, not yet are caſt, 

While thou all Fire, fearleſs of future Harms, 
And prodigal of Life, aſſum'ſt thy Arms. 

And, even provoking Fame, he cuts his way 
Through hoſtile Fleets, and a rude Winters Sea. 
But neither ſhall his daring Courſe oppoſe, 
Even to thoſe Shores ſo very late his Foes, 

And ſtill to be ſuſpected; but mean while 

The Oliverian Demons of the Iſle, 

With all Hells Deities, with Fury burn, 

To ſee great Charles preparing to return; 

They call up all their Winds of dreadful Force, 
In vain, to ſtop his ſacred Veſſels Courſe. 
In vain their Storms a Ruin do prepare, 

For what Fate means to take peculiar Care; 
And trembling find great Ceſar ſafe at Land, 

By Heav'n conducted, not by Fortune's Hand. 

Bur, Scotland, you your King recal in vain, 
While you your unchang'd Principles retain 
But yet the time ſhall come, when ſome ſmall ſhare 
Of Glory, that great Honour ſhall confer, 

When you a conquering Hero forth ſhall guide, 
While Heav'n and all the Stars are on his ſide, 

Who ſhall the exil'd King in Peace recal, 

And Englands Genius be eſteem'd by all: 

But this, not yet, my Nymphs, - but now's the time, 
When the illuſtrious Heir of Fergus Line, | 
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From full a Hundred Kings ſhall mount the Throne ; 


Who now the Temple enters, and at Scone, 
After the antient manner he receives the Crown 
Bur, Oh! with no auſpicious Omens done, 
The Letr-Hand of the Kingdom put it on. 

But now th' inſulting Conquerour draws nigh, 
Diſturbing the Auguſt Solemnity 3 
When with Revenge and Indignation fir'd, 

And by a Father's Murder well infpir'd 5 

The brave,the Royal Youth for War prepares, (ſtors: 
O Heir moſt worthy of thy hundred-ſcepter'd Ance- 
With Thoughts all glorious now he fallies forth ; 

Nor will he truſt his Fortune in the North, 

That Corner of his Realms, nor will_his Haſte 
Lazily wait till coming Winter's paſt; 

He ſcorns that Aid, nor will he hope t' oppoſe 
High Mountains gainſt the Fury of his Foes, 

Nor their ſurrounding Force will here engage, 

Or ſtay the Preſſures of a ſhameful Siege; 

But boldly farther on reſol ves t advance, 

And give a generous Loofe to Fortune's Chance. 
And ſhut from diſtant Tay he does eſſay 

To Thames, even with his Death to force his Way, 
Behind he leaves his trembling Enemies, 

AmaZ'd at his ſtupendous Enterprize. 

And now the wilh'd-for happy Day appears, 
Sought for ſo long by Britaiz's Prayers and Tears j 
The King returns, and with a mighty Hand, 
Avow'd Revenger of his native Land. 
And through a Thouſand Dangers and Extremes, 5 
Marches a Conquerour to Sabrina's Streams ; { 
(Ah, wou'd to Heaven Sabrina had been Thames.) J. 
So wiſh'd the King, but the perſuafive Force 
Of kind miſtaken Councils ſtopt his Courſe, 1 
| ow, 
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Now, warlike England, rouze at theſe Alarms, 
Provide your Horſes, and aſſume your Arms, 
And fall on the Uſurper, now for ſhame, 

If Piety be not Pretence and Name; 

Advance the Work Heaven has ſo well begun, 
Revenge the Father, and reſtore the Son. 

No more let that old Cant deſtructive be, 
Religion, Liberty and Property. 

No longer let that 2 Cheat delude, 

(O you too credulous, ſenſeleſs Mulritude, ) 
Words only form'd more eaſily t' enſlave, 

By every popular and pretending Knaye. | 
But now your bleeding Land expects you ſhou'd 
Be wiſe, at the Expence of ſo much Blood; 
Rouze then, and with awaken' d Senſe Prepare 

To reap the Glory of this holy War, | 4 
In which your King and Heaven have equal ſhare. ) 
His Right-Divine let every Voice proclaim, 

And a juſt Ardour every Soul inflame. 

But England's evil Genius watchful ſtill 

To ruin Virtue, and encourage Ill; 

Induſtrious, ev'n as Cromwel, to ſubvert 

Honour and Loyalty in every Heart; 

A baneful Drug of four-fold Poiſon makes, 

And an infernal fleepy Aſp he takes 

Of cold and fearful Nature, adds to this 

Opium that binds the Nerves with Lazineſs, 

Wir with the Venom of vile Avarice: 

Which all the Spirits benumb, as when y' approach 
The chilling wonderful Torpedos Touch. | 
Next Drops from Lethe's Stream he does infuſe, 
And every Breſt beſprinkles with the Juice, 

Till a deep Lethargy o'et all Britain came, 

Who now ſotget theit Safety _ their Fame. 1 
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Yer till great Ghprics's Valour ſtood the Teſt ; 
By Fortune though forſaken and oppreſt, 
Witneſs the Purple dy'd Sabrina's Stream, 

And the Red. Hill, not calld ſo now in vain. 
And Worſter thou, who didſt the Miſcry bear, 
And ſaw'ſt the End of a long fatal War. 

The King, tho! vanquiſh'd, ſtill his Fate outbraves, 
And was the laſt the captivd City leaves; | 
Which from the neighbouring Hills he does ſurvey, 
Where round about his bleeding Numbers lay. 

He ſaw em rifled by th inſulting Foe, 

And ſighs for thoſe he cannot reſcue now. 

But yet his Troops will rally once again, 

Thoſe few ęſcap'd, all ſcatter'd oer the Plain; 
Diſdain and Anger now reſolves to try 2 


How to repair this Day's Fatality, 
The King has ſworn to conquer or to die. 
Darby and Wilmot, Chiefs of mighty Fame, 
With that bold lovely Youth, great Buckingham, 
Fiercer than Lightning; to his Monarch dear, 
That brave Achates worth ÆZueas Care, 
Applaud his great Reſolve ! there's no delay, 
But toward the Foe in haſte they take their way, 
Not by vain Hopes of a new Victory fir'd, 
But by a kind Deſpair alone inſpir'd. 
This was the King's Reſolve, and thoſe great Few 
Whom Glory taught to die, as well as ro ſubdue, 
Who knew that Death and the repoſing Grave 
No Foes were to the Wretched or the Brave. 

But Oh! this noble Courage did not reſt 
In each ungenerous unconſidering Breſt, 
They fearfully forſake their General, 
Who now in vain the flying Cowards call, 
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Deaf to his Voice, will no Obedience yield ; 
But in their haſty Flight ſcowr o'er the dreadful Field. 

O vainly gallant Youth, what pitying God 
Shall free thee from this Soul- oppreſſing Load 
Of Grief and Shame? abandon'd and betray d 
By perjur'd Slaves, whom thou haſt fed and pay -d. 
Preſt with more Woes than mortal Force could bear, 
And Fortune till reſolv'd to be ſevere. 

Bur yet that God ——— 

To whom no Wonders are impoſlible, 

Will, to preſerve thee, work a Miracle. 

And for the ſacred Father's Martyrdom 
Will, with a Crown, reward the injur'd Son, 
While thou, great Charles, with a prevailing Pray'r 
Doſt to the Gods commend the Safety of thy Heir 3 
And the Celeſtial Court of Powers divine, 

With one conſent do in the Chorus joyn. 

Bur why, O why muſt I reveal the Doom, 
(O my Companions ) of the Years to come; 
And why divulge the Myſteries that lie 
Inroll'd long ſince in Heav'ns vaſt Treaſury 2 
In Characters which no Dreamer can unfold, 
Nor ever yet Prophetick Rapture told; 

Nor the ſmall Fibres of the victim'd Beaſt, 
Or Birds which ſacred Auguries have expreſt 3 
No Stars, or any Divination-Shows 

Made myſtick by the Murmurs of the Boughs: 
Yet I muſt on, with a divine Preſage, 

And tell the Wonders of the coming Age. 

In that far part where the rich Sa/op gains 

An ample View oer all the Weſtern Plains, 

A Grove appears, which Boſcobel they name, 
Not known to Maps 3 a Groye of ſcanty Fame, 


* Ii 2 Scarce 


484 Of PLANTS. Book VI. 


Scarce any human thing does there intrude, 

But it enjoys it ſelf in its own Solitude. 

And yet henceforth no celebrated Shade, 

Of all the Britiſh Groves ſhall be more glorious made. 
Near this obſcure and deſtin'd happy Wood, 

A ſacred Houſe of lucky Omen ſtood, 

White-Lady call'd 3 and old Records relate 

"Twas once 

To Men of Holy Orders conſecrate ; 

But to a King a Refuge now is made, 

The firſt that gives a wearied Monarch Bread. 

O, Preſent of a wonderous Excellence! 

That can relieve the Hunger of a Prince. 

Fortune ſhall here a better Face put on, 

And here the King ſhall firſt the King lay down; 

Here he diſmiſſes all his mourning Friends, 

Whom to their kinder Stars he recommends, 

With Eyes all drown'd in Tears, their Fate to ſee, 

But unconcern'd at his own Deſtiny : 

Here he puts off choſe Ornaments he wore 

Through all the Splendour of his Life before ; 

Even his blue Garter now he will diſcharge, 

Nor keep the warlike Figure of Saint George, 

That holy Champion now is vanquiſh'd quite; 

Alas! the Dragon has ſubdu d the Knight; 

His Crown, that toilſom Weight of Glory now 

Diveſts a while from his more eaſie Brow : 

And all thoſe charming Curls that did adorn 

His Royal Head ——thoſe jetty Curls are ſhorn ; 

_ Himſelf he cloaths in a coarſe ruſſet Weed 

Nor was the poor Man feign'd, but ſo indeed; 
And now the greateſt King the World c'er ſaw 

Is ſubject to the Houſes ancient Laws 
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(A Convent once, which Poverty did profeſs, 
Here, he puts off all worldly Pomp and Dreſs, ) 
And, like a Monk, a fad Adieu he rakes 

Of all his Friends, and the falſe World forſakes. 
But yet ere long, even this humble State, 

Alas! ſhall be deny'd him by his Fate; 

She drives him forth even from this mean Abode, ) 


Who wanders now a Hermit in the Wood, C 
Hungry and tir'd, to reſt and ſeek his Food. 


Who feeds on Flowers, and drinks the murmuring 

More happy here than on a reſtleſs Throne, (Spring; 

Cou'd he but call thoſe Shades and Springs his own : 

No longer Fare will that Repoſe allow, 

Who even of Earth it ſelt deprives him now, 

A Tree will hardly here a Scat afford 

Amidſt her Boughs, to her abandon'd Lord. (love, 

Then ( O my Nymphs ) you who your Monarch 

To fave your Darling, haſten to that Grove; 

(Nor think I vain Propheticks do expreſs ) 

In ſilence let each Nymph her Trunk poſleſs ; 

Oer all the Woods and Plains let not a Tree 

Be uninhabited by a Deity ; | 

While I the largeſt Foreſt-Oak inſpire, 

And with you to this leafie Court retire, 

There keep a faithful Watch each Night and Day, ; 
3 


And with erected Heads the Fields ſurvey, 
Leſt any impious Soldier paſs that way: 
And ſhou'd profanely touch that Pledge of Heave 
Which to our guarding Shade in charge was given: 
Here then, my Nymphs, your King you ſhall receive, 
And Safety in your darkeſt Coverts give. 

But ha, what ruſtick Swain is that I ſee 
Sleeping beneath the Shade of yonder Tree, 
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Upon whoſe knotty Root he leans his Head, 

And on the moſſie Ground has made his Bed? 
And why alone? Alas, ſome Spy, I fear, 

For only ſuch a Wretch would wander here 5 
Who even the Winds and Showers of Rain defies, 
Out-daring all the Anger of the Skies. 

Obſerve his Face, ſce his diſorder'd Hair 

Is ruffl d by the Tempeſt-beaten Air, 
Yer look what Tracks of Grief have ag'd his Face. 
Where hardly Twenty Years have run their Race, 
Worn out with numerous Toils; and even in Sleep 
Sighs ſeem to heave his Breſt, his Eyes to weep. 
Nor is that Colour of his Face his own, © 


That footy Veil, for ſome Diſguiſe put on, 

To keep the nobler Part from being known ; 

For midſt of all — ſomething of ſacred Light 
Beams forth, and does inform my wondering Shu 
And now—ariſcs to my view more bright. 
Ha—can my Eyes deceive me, or am | 

At laſt no true preſaging Deity ? 

Yer if I am, that wretched ruſtick Thing, 

O Heavens, and all your Powers, muſt be the King. 
es, tis the King! his Image all Divine 

Breaks through that Cloud of Darkneſs; and a Shine 
Gilds all the footy Vizar!——bur alas, 

Who is't approaches him with ſuch a Pace > 
O—'cis no Traytor, the juſt Gods, | find 

Haye ſtill a pitying Care of Human- Kind. 

This is the Gallant, Loyal Car/eſs, thrown - 

(By the ſame Wreck by which the King's undone. ) 
Beneath our Shades, he comes in pious Care 

(O happy Man! than Cromwe/ happier far 0 
On whom ill Fate this Honour does confer.) 
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He tells the King the Woods are overſpread 

With Villains arm'd to ſearch that Prize, his Head: 
Now poorly ſet to ſale the Foe is nigh, 

What ſhall they do? Ah, whither ſhall they fly? 
They from the Danger haſty Counſel took, 

And by ſome God inſpir'd, aſcend my Oak, 

My Oak, the largeſt in the faithful Wood; 
Whom to receive I my glad Branches bow'd. 

And for the King a Throne prepar'd, and ſpread 
My thickeſt Leaves a Canopy o'er his Head. 

The Miſſeltoe commanded to aſcend 

Around his facred Perſon to attend, 

(Oh happy Omen) ſtraight it did obey, 

The facred Miſſeltoe attends with Joy. 

Here without Fear their proſtrate Heads they bow, 
The King is ſafe beneath my Shelter now ; 

And you, my Nymphs, with awtul Silence may 
Your Adorations to your Sovereign pay, 

And cry, All hail, thou moſt belov'd of Heaven, 
To whom its chiefeſt Attributes are given; 

But above all that God- like Fortitude, 

That has the Malice of thy Fate ſubdu d. 

All hail! ä 

Thou greateſt now of Kings indeed, while yet 
With all the Miſeries of Life beſet, 

Thy mighty Mind cou'd Death nor Danger fear. 
Nor yet even then of Safety cou'd deſpair. 

This is the Virtue of a Monarch's Soul, 

Who above Fortunes reach can all her Turns controul 
Thus, if Fate rob you of your Empires Sway, 
You by this Fortitade take hers away ; 

O brave Repriſal! which the Gods prefer, 
That makes you triumph o'er the Conquerour. 
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The Gods who one day will this Juſtice do 

Both make you Victor and Triumpher too. 

That Day's at hand, O let that Day come on, 
Wherein that wonderous Miracle ſhall be ſhown : 
May its gay Morn be more than uſual Bright, 

And riſe upon the World with new created Light; 
Or let that Star, whoſe dazling Beams were hurl'd 
Upon his Birth-day, now inform the World, 

That brave bold Conſtellation, which in ſight 

Of Mid-day's Sun durſt lift its Lamp of Light. 
Now, happy Star, again at Mid-day riſe, 

And with new Prodigies adorn the Skies; 
Great ChakxLES again is born, Moxnx's valiant Hand 
At laſt delivers the long labouring Land. 

This is the Month, Great Prince, muſt bring you forth, 
May pays her fragrant Tribures at your Birth; 
This is the Month that's due to you by Fate, 

O Month, moſt Glorious, Month moſt Fortunate : 
When you between your Royal Brothers rode, 
Amidſt your ſhining Train atrended like ſome God, 
One would believe that all the World were met 
To pay their Homage at your Sacred Feet. 

The wandering Gazers, numberleſs as theſe, 

Or as the Leaves on the vaſt Foreſt- Trees. 

He comes! he comes! they cry, while the loud Din 
Reſounds to Heaven: and then, Long · live the King; 
And ſure the Shouts of their re- eccho d Joys : 
Reach d to the utmoſt Bounds of diſtant Seas, 
Born by the flying Winds thro yielding Air, 

And ſtrike the Forcin Shores with awful Fear. 

O 'ris a wond'rous Pleaſure to be mad, 

Such frantick Turns our Nation oft has had. 

Permit it now, ye Stoicks, ne'er till now, 

The Frenzy you more juſtly might allow, 
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Since tis a joyful Fit that ends the Fears, 

And wretched Fury of ſo many Years. 

Nor will the Night her Sable Wings diſplay 

T'obſcure the Luſtre of fo bright a Day. 

Ar leaſt the much tranſported Multitude 

Permits not the dark Goddeſs to intrude ; 

The whole Ile ſeem'd to burn with joyful Flames, 

Whole Rays gilt all the Face of Neighbouring Thames. 
But how ſhall I expreſs the Vulgars Joys, (Cries; 

Their Songs, their Feaſts, their Laughter and their 

How Fountains run with the Vines precious Juice, 

And ſuch the flowing Rivers ſhou'd produce, 

Their Streams the richeſt Nectar ſhould afford: 

The Golden Age ſeems now again reſtor d. 

See——ſmiling Peace does her bright Face . 


Down through the Air ſerene ſhe cuts her way, 
Expels the Clouds, and riſes on the Day. 
Long exil'd from our Shores, new Joy ſhe brings, 
Embracing Albion with her ſnowy Wings ; 
Nor comes ſhe unattended, but a Throng 
Of Noble Britiſh Matrons brings along. 
Plenty, fair Fame, and charming Modeſty, 
Religion, long ſince fled with Loyalty, 8 
And in a decent Garb the lovely Piety: 
Juſtice, from Fraud and Perjury fore d to fly; 
Learning, fine Arts, and generous Liberty. 
Bleſt Liberty, thou faireſt in the Train, 
And moſt eſteem d in a juſt Prince's Reign. 
With theſe, as lov'd, Great Max x too return d, 
In her own Country who long Exile mourn. 
You, Royal Mother! you, whole only Crime 
Was loving CHARLES, and ſharing Woes with him. 
Now Heaven repays, tho ſlow, yet juſt and true, 
For him Revenge, and juſt Rewards for you, * 
ail, 
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Hail, mighty Queen, form by the Pow'rs Divine, 
The Shame of our weak Sex, and Pride of thine, 
How well have you in either Fortune ſhown ? 

In cither, ſtill your Mind was all your own; 
The giddy World roll'd round yqu long in vain, 
Who tix'd in Virtues Centre ſtill remain. ( bring 

And now, juſt Prince! thou thy great Mind ſnalt 
To the true weighty Office of a King. 

The gaping Wounds of War thy Hand ſhall cure, 
Thy Royal Hand, gentle alike, and ſure: 

And by inſenſible Degrees efface 

Of forc-gone Ills the very Scars and Trace. 
Force to the injur'd Law thou ſhalt reſtore, 

And all that Majeſty in Majeſty it own'd before. 
Thou long corrupted Manners ſhalt reclaim, 
And Faith and Honour of the Engliſb Name; 
Thus long-neglefted Gardens entertain 

Their baniſh'd Maſter, when return'd again. 

All over- run with Weeds he finds, but ſoon 
Luxuriant Branches carefully will prune, 

The weaken d Arms of the ſick Vine he'll raiſe, 
And with kind Bands ſuſtain the looſen d Sprays. 
Much does he plant, and much extirpate too, 
And with his Art and Skill make all things new, 
A Work immenſe, yet ſweet, and which in future i, & 


When the fair Trees their blooming Glories raiſe, 
The happy Gard'ners Labour over-pays. 
Cities and Towns, Great Prince, thy Gardens be 
Wich Labour cultivated worthy Thee. 
In decent Order thou doſt all diſpoſe: 

Nor are the Woods, nor Rural Groves diſdain d; 


He who our Wants, who all our Breaches knows, 
He all our drogping Fortunes has ſuſtain'd 
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As young Colonies of Trees thou doſt replace 8 


I'th' empty Realms of our arboreal Race; 
Nay, doſt our Reign extend to future Days? 
And bleſt Poſterity, ſupinely laid, 
Shall feaſt and revel underneath thy Shade, 
Cool Summer Arbors then thy Gift {hall be, 
And their bright Winter Fires they'll owe to thee, 
To thee thoſe Beams their Palaces ſuſtain, 
And all their floating Caſtles on the Main. 
Who knows, Great Prince, but thou this happy Day Y 
For Towns and Navics mayſt Foundations lay 
After a thouſand Years are roll'd away. | 
Reap thou thoſe mighty Triumphs then which for 
thee grow, 

And mighty Triumphs for ſucceeding Apes ſow : 
Thou Glory's craggy Top ſhalt firſt eſſay, 
Divide the Clouds, and mark the ſhining Way; - 
To Fame's bright Temples ſhalt thy Subjects guide, 
Thy Britains bold, almoſt of Night deny d. 
The foaming Waves thy dread Commands ſhall ſtay, 
Thy dread Commands the foaming Waves obey. 
The watry World no Neptune owns bur thee, 
And thy three Kingdoms ſhall thy Trident be. 

What Madneſs, O Batavians / you poſſeſs d, 
That the Sea's Scepter you'd from Britain wreſt, 
WhichNature gave, whom ſhe with Floods has crown'd 
And fruitful Amphitrite embraces round; 
The reſt o'th' World's juſt kiſs'd by 4mphitrite, 
Albion \h' embraces, all her dear Delight. 
You ſcarce th inſulting Ocean can reſtrain, - 
Nor bear th' Aſſaults of the beſieging Main, 0 
Your Grafts and Mounds, and Trenches all in vain. 
And yet, what fond Ambition ſpurs you on? 


You dare attempt to make the Seas your own. 


Or 
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492 Of PLANTS. Book VL 
Oer the vaſt Ocean, which no Limit knows, | 
The narrow Laws of Ponds and Fens impoſe : 14 
But Charles his lively Valour this defies, 
And this the ſturdy Britiſp Oak denies. 
Ofer empty Seas the fierce Batavian Fleet 
Sings Triumphs, while there was no Foe to meet. 
Bur fear not, Belgian, he'll not tarry long, 
He'll ſoon be here, and interrupt thy Song, | 
Too late thou'lr of thy haſty Joys complain, | 
And to thy Native Shores look back in vain. 
1 Great James, as ſoon as the firſt Whiſper came, | 
{ Prodigal of his Life, and greedy bur of Fame, 
| With cagerhaſte returns, as faſt as they | 
After the dreadful Fight will run away. 
And now the joyful Engliſh from afar [ 
Approaching {aw the floating Belgian War. 
Hark, what a Shout they give, like thoſe who come 
l From long Eaſt- India Voyage, rich laden home, ö 
When firſt they make the happy Britiſh Land, 
| The dear white Rocks, and Albion s Chalky Strand. 
The way to all the reſt, brave Rupert ſhow'd, 
And thro' their Fleet cuts out his flaming Road, 
| Rupert, who now had ſtubborn Fate inclin'd, 
Heaven on his ſide engaging, and the Wind: 
Famous by Land and Sea; whoſe Valor ſoon 
Blunts both the Horns of the Batavian Moon. 
Next comes illuſtrious Fames, and where he goes, 
To Cowards leaves the Crowd of vulgar Foes, 
To th' Royal-Sovereign's Deck he ſeems to grow, 
Shakes his broad Sword, and ſeeks an equal Foe. 
Nor did bold Opdam's mighty Mind refuſe 
{ The dreadful Honor which 'twas Death to chuſe. 
Both Admirals with haſte for Fight prepare, 
The reſt might land and gaze; themſelves a _ 
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/ O whither, whither 0pdam,, doſt thou flie > 
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Can this raſh Valor pleaſe the Pow'rs on high? 

It can't, it won't— or woud'ſt thou proudly die 

By ſuch a mighty Hand 2 no Opdam, no : 

| Thy Fate's to periſh by a nobler Foe. 

/ Heav'nonly, Opdam, ſhall thy Conqu'ror be, 

A Labor worth its while, to conquer thee. 

; Heay'n ſhall be there, to guard its beſt loy'd Houſe, 
| And juſt Revenge inflict on all your broken Vows. 

| The mighty Ship a hundred Canons bore, | 
A hundred Canons which like Thunder roar ; 

| Six times as many Men in Shivers torn, 

Eer one Broad-ſide, or ſingle Shot t had born, 

| Ts with a horrid Crack blown up to th Sky 
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ln Smoak and Flames oer all the Ocean nigh, 
Torn, half-burnt Limbs of Ships and Seamen ſcat- 
ter'd lie. 

Whether a real Bolt from Heay'n was thrown 
Among the guilty Wretches is not known, 

Tho likely tis: Amboina's Wickednels, 
And broken Peace and Oaths deſerv'd no leſs, 
Or whether fatal Gun; powder it were 

By ſome unlucky Spark enkindled there; 

Even Chance, by Heaven directed, is the Rod, 
The fiery Shaft of an avenging God, 

The flaming Wrack the hiſſing Deep floats o'er, 
Far, far away, almoſt to either Shore, 

Which ev'n from pious Foes wou'd pity draw, 

A trembling Pity, mixt with dreadful Awe. 
But Pity yer, ſcarce any Room can find, 

| What Noiſe, what Horror ſtill remains behind? 
On either fide does wild Confuſion reign, 


| Ship grapples Ship, and fink into the Main. 
| ; The 
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The Orange careleſs of loſt Opdam's Fate, | 
Worthy to periſh at the ſelf· ſame rate, ä 
Will next, t' attack victorious James prepare, 
But Engliſb Guns ſufficient Thunder bear; 

By Engliſb Guns, and human Fire o erpowr d, 

| "Tis quickly in the hiſſing Waves devour d. 

1 Three Ships beſides are burnt, if Fame ſays true, 8 


None of whoſe baſer Names the Goddeſs knew; 
As many more the Dolphin did ſubdue. 

Their Decks in Show'rs of kindled Sulphur ſteep, 
And ſend em flaming to th' affrighted Deep. 

So burns a City, ſtorm'd and fir d by Night, 

The Shades are pierc'd with ſuch a dreadful Light; 
Such dusky Globes of Flame around *em broke 
Through the dark Shadow of the Guns and Smoke. 

5 Can Fire in Water then ſuch Licence claim 

| Juſtly the Water hides it ſelf for Shame: 

I be dreadful Wrack out-ſtretching far away 

Vaſt Ruins o'er its trembling Boſom lay. 

Here Maſts and Rudders from their Veſſels torn; 

There Sails and Flags acroſs the Waves are born, 

A thouſand floating Bodies there appear, 

4 s many half-dead Men lie groaning here. 

If any where the Sea it ſelf's reveal d 

With horrid purple Tracks the azure Wave's conceal d. 

All ſunk or took, 'twere tedious to relate, | 

And all the ſad variety of Fate 

One Day produces — with what Art and Skill 5 


* . 


Ev'n Chance ingenious ſeems, to ſave or kill, 
Io ſpare, or to torment who cer ſhe will. 
The vulgar Deaths, below the Muſe to heed, 
Not only Faith, but Number too exceed, 
Three noble Youths by the ſame ſudden Death, 
A brave Example to the World bequcath; 1 
3 Fam 
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Fam'd for high Birth, bur Merits yet more high, 
All at one fatal Moment's Warning die, 

Torn by one Shot, almoſt one Body they, 

Three Brothers in one Death confounded lay. 

Who wou'd not Fortune barſh and batbarous call, 
Yet Fortune was benign and kind withal, 

For next to thefe——1 tremble ſtill with fear, 

My Joy's diſturb'd while ſuch a Danger near, 
Fearleſs, unhurt, the Royal Adm ral ſtood, 

Stunn'd with the Blow, and ſprinkl'd with their Blood. 
Fiercer he preſſes on, while they rctir'd, 

He preſſes on with Grief, and Anger fir d. 

Nor longer can the Belgian Force engage 

The Engliſh Valor, warm'd with double Rage. 
Breaks with, their Loſſes, and a Cauſe ſo ill, 
Their ſhatter'd Fleet all the wide Ocean fill, 

Till crembling Rhine opens his Harbors wide, 
Secing the Wretches from our Thunder fly : 
From our hot Chaſe their ſhatter d Fleet he'd hide, 
And bends his conquer'd Horns as we go by. 

In ſacred Rage the Dad this reveal'd, | 
Yet many future wond'rous Things conceal'd. 
Bur this to grace ſome future Bard will ſerve, 
For better Poets this the Gods reſerve. 


The End of the Sixth Book. 
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